Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


1   JNTew  Quarterly  JVEagazine. 


'VOL.  V. 

t 

®cto&nr  to  Jfanuarg,  1876> 


•    •>     J     •  ■ 


•  4 » J 


.        •    »      u      > 


J  J    J   * 


LONDON: 

WAED,  LOOK,  AND  TYLEK,   WARWIOK  HOUSE, 

PATBBNOSTEB  BOW. 


MDOOOLZZTX. 


•  ♦ 


THE  NEW  YORK 

PUBLIC  LIBRARY 


1  f 


f  --.:.</ .: 


A? t:>r,  lEtox  and 
TlLUi.^  rOuiN'jATIONS* 
1899    - 


LoxDOV; 

P3I2:txd  by  Snncoirs  &  Bonsw, 

Sboe  Lane.  E.C. 


.  •  ••• 


.•  » 


«  • 


•  ••  • 


• . 


•  • 


•  •  • 

•  •  • » 


•  :. 


•  • 


• .  •• 


•••  •  •  • 

•  •  •  •  •  t 

•  •  •     •  • 


•  ••  • 

•  •  •  • 

•••       •  • 


^ 


« 


'*    . 


INDEX  TO  VOL.  V. 


-•- 


7AGS 

Aeschylus  and  Victor  Hugo.    By  Robert  Buchanan    .  ^ 2G3 

Almanacs.    By  Mortimer  Collins 40i) 

Artistic  Spirit  in  Modem  Poetry,  the.    By  J.  W.  Comyns  Cart   ...  146 

Backward  Ho  I    By  Frances  Power  Cobbe 231 

BLxioKino.    By  Evelyn  Carrington    65 

Buchanan,  Robert.     Aeschylus  and  Victor  Hugo 263 

Carr,  J.  W.  Comyns.    The  Artistic  Spirit  in  Modem  Poetry 14G 

Carrington,  Evelyn.    Nino  Bixio 65 

Cashel  Hoey,  Mrs.    No  Sign 85 

Cobbe,  Frances  Power.    Backward  Ho! 231 

Collins,  Mortimer.    Almanacs 409 

Collins,  Mortimer.    The  Summerfield  Imbroglio  180 

Countess  Galetti.    The  Vergaro :  a  Tale    431 

Criticism,  Current  Literature  and  Current.    By  the  Editor  448 

Current  Literature  and  Current  Criticism.    By  the  Editor   *...  448 

De  Rothschild,  Miss.    The  Hebrew  Woman  389 

Dolomites  of  the  Tyrol,  the.    By  George  F.  Goddard 166 

Editor.    Current  Literature  and  Current  Criticism 448 

Galetti,  Countess.    The  Vergaro  :  a  Tale  431 

Goddard,  George  F.    The  Dolomites  of  the  Tyrol  166 

Hebrew  Woman,  the.    By  Miss  de  Rothschild 389 

Herbot,  the  Mill  of  St. :  a  Novelette.    By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid  302 

Ho!  Backward.    By  Frances  Power  Cobbe  232 

Hoey,  Mrs.  Cashel.    No  Sign 85 

Hugo.     Aeschylus  and  Victor  Hugo.    By  Robert  Buchanan ,  263 

Imbroglio,  the  Summerfield.    By  Mortimer  Collins 1 80 

Jefferies,  Richard.    Village  Organization   1 

Latouche,  John.    Lawn  Tennis    368 

Lawn  Tennis.    By  John  Latouche  368 

Leary,  Dr.    Mr.  Tennyson's  "Queen  Mary" 216 


IV  INDEX. 

PAOS 

Macquoid,  Katharme  S.    The  Mill  of  St.  Hecbot :  a  Novelette    ...  302 

"  Mary/' Mr.  Tennyson's  "  Queen."    By  Dr.  Leary    21G 

•  Massinger,  Philip.    By  George  Barnett  Smith 36 

Mill  of  St.  Herbot,  the :  a  Novelette.     By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid  302 

Modem  Poetry,  the  Artistic  Spirit  in.    By  J.  W.  Comyns  Carr   ...  146 

Mortimer  Collins.    Almanacs    409 

Mortimer  Collins.    The  Summerfield  Imbroglio  180 

Nino  Bixio.    By  Evelyn  Carrington    65 

No  Sign.    By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey  85 

Novelette.    The  MiU  of  St.  Herbot:  a.    By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid  302 

Organization,  Village.    By  Richard  Jefferies T 1 

Philip  Massinger.    By  George  Barnett  Smith  36 

Poetry,  the  Artistic  Spirit  in  Modern.    By  J.  W.  Comyns  Carr   ...  '146 

"Queen  Mary,*'  Mr.  Tennyson's.    By  Dr.  Leary 216 

Rothschild,  Miss  de.    The  Hebrew  Woman  389 

Sign,  No.    By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey 85 

Smith,  George  Barnett.    Philip  Massinger 36 

Spirit  in  Modem  Poetry,  the  Artistic.    By  J.  "W.  Comyns  Carr   ...  146 

St.  Herbot,  the  Mill  of :  a  Novelette.    By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid  302 

Summerfield  Imbroglio,  the.    By  Mortimer  ColUns     1 80 

Tale.    The  Vergaro  :  a.    By  the  Countess  Galetti 431 

Tennis,  Lawn.    By  John  Latouche 368 

Tennyson's  "  Qneen  Mary."    By  Dr.  Leary  216 

The  Artistic  Spirit  in  Modem  Poetry.    By  J.  W.  Comyns  Carr  ...  14G 

The  Dolomites  of  the  Tyrol.    By  George  F.  Goddard 16G 

The  Summerfield  Imbroglio.    By  Mortimer  Collins     180 

The  Vergaro  :  a  Tale.    By  the  Countess  Galetti 431 

The  Mill  of  St.  Herbot :  a  Novelette.    By  Katharine  S.  Macquoid  302 

Tyrol,  the  Dolomites  of  the.    By  George  F.  Goddard 1 60 

Vergaro,  the :  a  Talo.    By  the  Countess  Galetti 431 

Victor  Hugo,  Aeschylus  and.    By  Robert  Buchanan    263 

Village  Organization.    By  Richard  Jeffries   1 

Woman,  the  Hebrew.    By  Miss  de  Rothschild 389 


THE 


'$t\o  ^mxkxlia  '^^^mt 
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The  great  centres  of  population  have  almost  entirely  occupied 
the  attention  of  our  legislators  of  late  years,  and  even  those 
measures  which  affect  the  lural  districts,  or  which  may  be  ex- 
tended to  affect  them  at  the  will  of  the  residents,  have  had 
their  origin  in  the  wish  to  provide  for  large  towns.  The 
Education  Act  arose  out  of  a  natural  desire  to  place  the  means 
of  learning  within  the  reach  of  the  dense  population  of  such 
centres  as  London,  Birmingham,  Manchester,  and  others  of 
that  class;  and  although  its  operation  extends  to  the  whole 
country,  yet  those  who  have  had  any  ex;perience  of  its 
method  of  working  in  agricultural  parishes,  will  recognize  at 
once  that  its  designers  did  not  contemplate  the  conditions  of 
rural  life  when  they  were  framing  their  Bill.  What  is  reason- 
able enough  when  applied  to  cities,  is  often  extremely  incon- 
venient when  applied  to  villages.  It  would  almost  seem  as  if 
the  framers  of  the  Bill  left  out  of  sight  the  circumstances 
which  obtain  in  agricultural  districts.  It  was  obviously  drawn 
up  with  a  view  to  cities  and  towns,  where  an  organization 
exists  which  can  be  called  in  to  assist  the  new  institution. 
This  indifference  of  the  Bill  to  the  conditions  of  country  life  is 
one  of  tho  reasons  why  it  is  so  reluctantly  complied  with. 
The  number  of  School  Boards  which  have  been  called  into  ex- 
istence in  the  country  is  extremely  small,  and  even  where  they 
do  exist  they  cannot  be  taken  as  representing  a  real  outcome  of 
opinion  on  the  part  of  the  inhabitants.   They  owe  their  establish- 
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ment  to  certain  causes  which,  in  process  of  time,  bring  the  parish 
under  the  operation  of  the  Act,  with  or  without  the  will  of  the  re- 
sidents. This  is  particularly  the  case  in  parishes  where  there  is  no 
large  landlord,  no  one  to  take  the  initiative,  and  no  large  farmers 
to  support  the  clergyman  in  his  attempt  to  obtain,  or  maintain, 
an  independent  school.  The  matter  is  distinct  from  political 
feelings.  It  arises  in  a  measure  from  the  desultory  village  life, 
which  possesses  no  organization — no  power  of  combination. 
Here  is  a  large  and  fairly  populous  parish  without  any  great 
landowners,  and  as  a  natural  consequence  also  without  any 
large  farmers.  The  property  of  the  parish  is  in  the  hands  of 
some  score  of  persons ;  it  may  be  split  up  into  almost  infini- 
tesimal holdings  in  the  village  itself.  Now  every  one  knows 
the  thoroughly  independent  character  of  an  English  farmer. 
He  will  follow  what  he  considers  the  natural  lead  of  his  land- 
lord, if  he  occupy  a  superior  social  position.  He  will  follow 
his  landlord  in  a  sturdy  independent  way,  but  he  will  follow 
no  one  else.  Let  there  be  no  great  landowner  in  the  parish, 
and  any  combination  on  the  part  of  the  agriculturists  becomes 
impossible.  One  man  has  one  idea,  another  another,  and  each 
and  all  are  determined  not  to  yield  an  inch.  Most  of  them  are 
decidedly  against  the  introduction  of  a  School  Board,  and 
are  quite  ready  to  subscribe  towards  an  independent  school ; 
but  then,  when  it  comes  to  the  administration  of  the  school 
funds,  there  must  be  managers  appointed  to  carry  the  plan  into 
execution,  and  these  managers  must  confer  with  the  clergyman. 
Now  here  are  endless  elements  of  confusion  and  disagreement. 
One  man  thinks  he  ought  to  be  a  manager,  and  does  not  ap- 
prove  of  the  conduct  of  those  who  are  in  charge.  Another 
dislikes  the  tone  of  the  clergyman.  A  third  takes  a  per- 
sonal dislike  to  the  schoolmaster  who  is  employed.  One 
little  discord  leads  to  further  complication ;  some  one  loses 
his  temper,  and  personalities  are  introduced :  then  it  is  all 
over  with  the  subscription,  and  the  school  ceases,  simply  be- 
cause there  are  no  funds.  Finally,  the  Imperial  authorities 
step  in,  and  finding  education  at  a  dead  lock,  a  School  Board 
is  presently  established,  though  in  all  probability  nine  out  of  ten 
are  against  it,  but  hold  their  peace  in  the  hope  of  at  last 
getting  some  kind  of  organization.  So  it  will  be  found  that 
the  few  country  School  Boards  which  exist  are  in  parishes 
where  there  is  no  large  landowner,  or  where  the  owner  is  a 
non-resident,  or  the  property  in  Chancery.     In  other  words. 
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Oiej  exist  in  places  where  there  is  no  natural  chief  to  give 
expression  to  the  feelings  of  the  parish. 

A^coltorists  of  all  shades  of  political  opinions^  are  usually 
averse  to  a  School  Board.     An  ill-defined  feeling  is  very  often 
the  strongest  rule  of  conduct.     Now  there  is  an  ill-defined  but 
very  strong  feeling  that  the  introduction  of  a  School  Board 
means  the  placing  of  the  parish  more  or  less  under  Imperial 
rule^  and  curtailing  the  freedom  that  has  hitherto  existed.  This 
has  been  much  strengthened  by  the  experience  gained  during 
the  last  few  years  of  the  actual  worldng  of  the  Bill  with  re- 
spect to  schools  which  are  not  Board  Schools^  but  which  come 
under  the  Government  inspection.     Every  step  of  the  proceed- 
ings shows  only  too  plainly  the  utter  unfitness  of  the  clauses 
of  the  Bill  to  rural  conditions.     One  of  the  most  important 
clauses  is  that  which  insists  upon  a  given  amount  of  cubic  space 
for  each  individual  child.     This  has  often  entailed  the  greatest 
inconTeniences,  and  very  unnecessary  expense.      It  was  most 
certainly  desirable   that   over-'Crowding  and   the   consequent 
evolution  of  foul  gases  should  be  guarded  against ;  and  in  great 
dties^  where  the  air  is  always  more  or  less  impure^  and  con- 
taminated with  the  effluvia  from  factories  as  well  as  from  human 
breathy  a  large  amount  of  cubic  feet  of  space  might  properly 
be  insisted  upon ;  but  in  villages  where  the  air  is  pure  and 
free  from  the  slightest  contamination,  villages^  situated  often 
on  breezy  hills^  or  at  worst  in  the  midst  of  sweet  meadow  land, 
the  hard  and  fast  rule  of  so  many  cubic  feet  is   an  intolerable 
burden  upon  the  supporters  of  the  school.     Still  that  would 
not  be  so  objectionable  were  it  confined  to  the  actual  number  of 
attendants  at  the  school ;  but  it  would  appear  that  the  Govern- 
ment grant  is  not  applicable  to  schools,  unless  they  are  large 
enough  to  allow  to  all  the  children  in  the  parish  a  certain 
given  cubic  space. 

Now,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  nothing  like  all  the  children  of 
the  parish  attend  the  school.  In  rural  districts,  especially 
where  the  distance  of  cottages  from  the  school  is  often  very 
great,  there  will  always  be  a  heavy  percentage  of  absentees. 
There  will  also  be  a  percentage  who  attend  schools  in  connec- 
tion with  a  Dissenting  establishment,  and  even  a  certain  number 
who  attend  private  schools,  to  say  nothing  of  the  numbers  who 
never  attend  at  all.  It  is  then  extremely  hard  that  the  sub- 
scribers to  a  school  should  be  compelled  to  erect  a  building 
sufficiently  large  to  allow  of  the  given  quantity  of  space  to  each 
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and  every  child  in  the  parish.     Matters  like  these  have  con- 
vinced the  I'esidents  in  rural  districts  that  the  Act  was  framed 
without  any  consideration  of  their  peculiar  position^  and  they 
naturally  feel  repugnant  to  its  introduction  amongst  them^  and 
decline  to  make  it  in  any  way  a  foundation  of  village  organiza- 
tion. The  Act  regulating  the  age  at  which  children  may  be  em- 
ployed in  agriculture  was  also  an  extension  of  an  original  Act, 
passed  to  protect  the  interest  of  children  in  cities  and  mana- 
facturing  districts.     There  is  no  objection  to  the  Act  except 
that  it  is  a  dead  letter.     How  many  prosecutions  have  taken 
place  under  it  ?     No  one  ever  hears  of  anything  of  the  kind, 
and  probably  no  one  ever  will.     The  fact  is,  that  since   the 
universal  use  of  machinery,  there  is  not  so  ready  an  employ- 
ment for  boys  and  children  of  that  tender  age  as  formerly. 
They  are  not  by  any  means  so  greatly  in  demand :  neither  do 
they  pay  so  well  on  account  of  the  much  larger  wages  they 
now  ask  for.      In  addition,  the  farmers  are  strongly  in  favour 
of  the  education  of  their  labourers^  children,  and  place  every 
facility  in  the  way  of  those  attending  school.     In  many  parishes 
a  very  strong  moral  pressure  is  voluntarily  put  upon  the  labour- 
ing poor   to  induce  them  to   send   their   children;    and  the 
labouring  poor  themselves  have  awakened  in  a  measure  to  the 
advantages  of  education.     The  Act,  therefore,  is  practically  a 
dead  letter,  and  bears  no  influence  upon  village  life.     These 
two  Acts,  and  the  alteration  of  the  law  relating  to  sanitary 
matters — by  which  the  Guardians  of  the  Poor  become  the  rural 
sanitary  authority — are  the  only  legislation  of  modern  days  that 
goes  direct  to  the  heart  of  rural  districts.     The  rural  sanitary 
authority  possesses  great  powers,  but  rarely  exercises  them. 
The  constitution  of  that  body  forbids  an  active  supervision. 
It  is  made  up  of  one  or  two  gentlemen  from  each  parish,  who 
are  generally  elected  to  that  office  without  any  contest,  and 
simply  because  their  brother- farmers  feel  confidence  in  their 
judgment.     The  principal  objects  to  which  their  attention  is 
directed  while  at  the  board,  is  to  see  that  no  unnecessary  expen- 
diture is  permitted,  so  as  to  keep  the  rates  at  the  lowest  possible 
figure,  and  to  state  all  they  know  of  the  conduct  and  position 
of  the  poor  of  their  own  parishes,  who  apply  for  relief,  in  which 
latter  matter  they  afford  the  most  valuable  assistance — many  of 
the  applicants  having  been  known  to  them  for  a  score  of  years 
or  more.     But  if  there  is  one  thing  a  farmer  dislikes  more  than 
another,  it  is  meddling  and  interfering   with  other  persons' 
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bnsiness.  He  would  sooner  put  up  with  any  amount  of  incon- 
venience and  even  serious  annoyance^  than  take  an  active  step 
to  remove  the  cause  of  his  grumbling,  if  that  step  involves  the 
operation  of  the  law  against  his  neighbours.  The  guardian  who 
rides  to  the  board  meeting  week  after  week,  may  be  perfectly 
well  aware  that  the  village  which  he  represents  is  suffering  under 
a  common  nuisance^  that  there  is  a  pond  in  the  middle  of  the 
place  which  emits  an  offensive  odour,  that  there  are  three  or 
four  cottages  in  a  dilapidated  condition  and  unfit  for  human 
habitation,  or  crowded  to  excess  with  dirty  tenants,  or  that  the 
sewage  of  the  place  flows  in  an  open  ditch  into  the  brook  which 
supplies  the  inhabitants  with  water.  He  has  not  got  power  to 
deal  with  these  matters  personally,  but  he  can,  if  he  chooses, 
bring  them  before  the  notice  of  the  board,  which  can  instruct 
its  inspector  (probably  also  its  relieving  oflicer)  to  take  action 
at  law  against  the  nuisance.  But  it  is  not  to  be  expected  that  a 
single  person  will  do  anything  of  the  kind. 

There  is  in  all  properly-balanced  minds  an  instinctive 
dislike  to  the  oifice  of  public  prosecutor,  and  nothing  more 
unpopular  could  be  imagined.  The  agriculturist  who  holds 
the  office  of  guardian  does  not  feel  it  his  duty  to  act  as  com- 
mon spy  and  informer,  and  he  may  certainly  be  pardoned  if  he 
neglects  to  act  contrary  to  his  feelings  as  a  gentleman.  There- 
fore he  rides  by  the  stinking  pond,  the  over-crowded  cottages, 
the  polluted  water,  week  by  week,  and  says  nothing  whatever. 
It  is  easy  to  remark  that  the  board  has  its  inspector,  who  is 
paid  to  report  upon  these  matters ;  but  the  inspector  has,  in 
the  first  place,  to  traverse  an  enormous  extent  of  country,  and 
has  no  opportunity  of  becoming  acquainted  with  nuisances 
which  are  not  unbearably  offensive.  He  has  usually  other 
duties  to  perform  which  occupy  the  greater  part  of  his  time, 
and  he  is  certainly  not  overpaid  for  the  work  he  does  and  the 
distance  he  travels.  He,  also,  has  his  natural  feelings  upon  the 
subject  of  making  himself  disagreeable,  and  he  shrinks  from 
interference  unless  instructed  by  his  superiors.  His  position  is 
not  sufficiently  independent  to  render  him,  in  all  cases,  a  iree 
agent.  So  it  happens  that  the  rural  sanitary  authority  is  prac- 
tically a  nullity.  It  is  too  cumbrous,  it  meets  at  too  great  a 
distance,  and  its  powers,  after  all,  even  when  at  last  set  in 
motion,  are  too  limited  to  have  any  appreciable  effect  in 
ameliorating  the  condition  of  village  life.  But  even  if  this 
nominal  body  were  actively  engaged  in  prosecuting  offenders. 
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the  desired  result  would  be  far  from  being  attained.  One  of 
the  most  serious  matters  is  the  supply  of  water  for  public  use 
in  villages.  At  the  present  moment  there  exists  no  authority 
which  can  cause  a  parish  to  be  supplied  with  good  drinking 
water.  While  the  great  centres  of  population  have  received 
the  most  minute  attention  from  the  Legislature,  the  large 
population  which  resides  in  villages  has  been  left  to  its  own 
devices,  with  the  exception  of  the  three  measures,  the  first  of 
which  is  unsuitable,  and  strenuously  opposed ;  the  second  a 
dead  letter;  and  the  third  cumbrous,  and  practically  inoperative. 
Let  us  now  examine  the  authorities  which  act  under  ancient 
enactments,  or  by  reason  of  long  standing,  immemorial  custom. 
The  first  of  these  may^be  taken  to  be  the  Vestry.  The  powers 
of  the  vestries  appear  to  have  formerly  been  somewhat  ex- 
tended, but  in  these  latter  times  the  influence  they  exercise 
has  been  very  much  curtailed.  At  the  time  when  each  parish 
relieved  its  own  poor,  the  Vestry  was  practically  the  governing 
authority  of  the  village,  and  possessed  almost  unlimited 
power,  so  far  as  the  poor  were  concerned.  That  power  was 
derived  from  its  control  over  the  supply  of  bread  to  the  desti- 
tute. As  the  greater  part  of  the  working  population  received 
relief,  it  followed  that  the  Vestry,  composed  of  the  agricul- 
turists and  landowners,  was  practically  autocratic.  Still  longer 
ago,  when  the  laws  of  the  land  contained  certain  enactments 
as  to  the  attendance  of  persons  at  church,  the  Vestry  had  still 
greater  powers.  But  at  present,  in  most  parishes,  the  Vestry 
is  a  nominal  assembly,  and  frequently  there  is  a  difficulty  in 
getting  sufficient  numbers  of  people  together  to  constitute 
a  legal  authority.  The  poor  rate  is  no  longer  made  at 
the  Vestry;  the  church  rate  is  a  thing  of  the  past;  and 
what  is  then  left  ?  There  is  the  appointment  of  overseers, 
churchwardens,  and  similar  formal  matters ;  but  the  power  has 
departed.  In  all  probability  they  will  never  be  resuscitated, 
because  in  all  authorities  of  the  kind  there  is  a  suspicion  of 
Church  influence;  and  there  seems  to  be  almost  as  much 
dislike  to  any  shadow  of  that  as  against  the  political  and  tem*- 
poral  claims  of  the  Roman  Pontifi*.  The  Vestry  can  never 
again  become  a  popular  vehicle  of  administration.  The  second 
is  the  Board  of  Guardians — though  this  is  not  properly  a  village 
or  local  authority  at  all,  but  merely  a  representative  firm  for 
the  supervision  of  certain  ftmds  in  which  a  number  of  villages 
are  partners,  and  which  can  only  be  applied  to  a  few  stated 
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purposes^  under  strictly  limited  conditions.  There  is  no 
popular  feeling  involved  in  the  expenditure  of  this  fund, 
except  that  of  economy ;  and  almost  any  ratepayer  maybe  trusted 
to  vote  for  this.  So  that  the  office  of  guardian  is  a  most  routine 
one,  and  offers  no  opportunity  of  reform.  Often  one  gentleman 
will  represent  a  village  for  twenty  years,  being  simply  nominated, 
or  even  not  as  much  as  nominated,  from  year  to  year.  If  at  last 
he  grows  tired  of  the  monotony,  and  mentions  it  to  his  friends, 
they  nominate  another  gentleman — always  chosen  for  his  good- 
fellowship  and  known  dislike  to  change  or  interference — a 
man,  in  fact,  without  any  violent  opinions.  He  is  nominated, 
and  takes  his  seat.  There  is  no  emulation,  no  excitement. 
The  Board  of  Guardians  would  assume  more  of  the  character  of 
a  local  authority  if  it  possessed  greater  freedom  of  action. 
But  its  course  is  so  rigidly  bound  down  by  minute  regulations 
and  precedents,  that  it  really  has  no  volition  of  its  own,  and 
can  only  deal  with  circumstjmces  as  they  arise,  according  to  a 
code  laid  down  at  a  distance.  It  is  not  permitted  to  discrimi- 
nate: it  can  neither  relax  nor  repress:  it  is  absolutely  in- 
elastic. In  consequence,  it  does  not  approach  to  the  idea  of  a 
real  local  power,  but  rather  resembles  an  assembly  of  unpaid 
clerks  doling  out  infinitesimal  sums  of  money  to  an  endless 
stream  of  creditors,  according  to  written  instructions  left  by 
the  absent  head  of  the  firm.  Next  there  is  the  Highway 
Board ;  but  this  also  possesses  but  limited  authority,  and  deals 
only  with  roads.  It  has  merely  to  see  that  the  roads  are  kept 
in  good  repair,  and  that  no  encroachments  are  made  upon 
them.  Like  the  Board  of  Guardians,  it  is  a  most  useful  body; 
but  its  influence  upon  village  life  is  indirect  and  indeterminate. 
There  only  remains  the  Court  Leet.  This,  the  most  ancient  and 
absolute  of  all,  nevertheless  approaches  in  principle  nearest  to 
the  ideal  of  a  local  village  authority.  It  is  supposed  to  be 
composed  of  the  lord  of  the  manor,  and  of  his  court  or  jury  of 
tenants,  and  its  object  is  to  see  that  the  rights  of  the  manor 
are  maintained.  The  Court  Leet  was  formerly  a  very  important 
assembly,  but  in  our  time  its  offices  are  minute,  and  only  apply 
to  small  interests.  It  is  held  at  long  intervals  of  time — as 
long,  in  some  instances,  as  seven  years — ^and  is  summoned  by 
the  steward  of  the  lord  of  the  manor,  and  commonly  held  at 
an  inn,  refreshments  being  supphed  by  the  lord.  Here  come 
all  the  poor  persons  who  occupy  cottages  or  garden  grounds 
on  quit-rent,  and  pay  their  rent,  which  may  amount  in  seven 
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years  to  as  much  as  fourteen  shilliDgs.  A  member  of  the 
court  will,  perhaps,  draw  the  attention  of  the  court  to  the  fact 
that  a  certain  ditch  or  water-course  has  become  choked  up, 
and  requires  clearing  out  or  diverting ;  and  if  this  ditch  be 
upon  the  manor,  the  court  can  order  it  to  be  attended  to.  On 
the  manor  they  have  also  jurisdiction  over  timber,  paths,  and 
similar  matters,  and  can  order  that  a  cottage  which  is  dilapi- 
dated shall  be  repaired  or  removed.  In  point  of  fact,  how- 
ever, the  Court  Leet  is  merely  a  jovial  assembly  of  the  tenants 
upon  the  estate  of  the  landowner,  who  drink  so  many  bottles  of 
sherry  at  his  expense,  and  set  to  right  a  few  minute  grievances. 
In  many  places — the  vast  majority  indeed— there  is  no  longer 
any  Court  Leet  held,  because  the  manorial  rights  have  become 
faint  and  indistinct  with  the  passage  of  time :  the  manor  has 
been  sold,  ^pUt  up  into  two  or  three  estates ;  the  entail  cut  off, 
or  the  manor  as  a  manor  has  totally  disappeared  under  the 
changes  of  ownership,  and  the  various  deeds  and  liabiUties 
which  have  arisen.  But  this  merely  general  gathering  of  the 
farmers  of  the  village — where  Court  Leets  are  still  held,  all 
farmers  are  invited,  irrespective  of  their  supposed  allegiance 
to  the  lord  of  the  manor  or  not — this  pleasant  dinner  and 
sherry  party,  which  meets  to  go  through  obsolete  customs,  and 
exercise  minute  and  barely  legal  rights,  contains  nevertheless 
many  of  the  elements  of  a  desirable  local  authority.  It  is 
composed  of  gentlemen  of  all  shades  of  opinion,  no  politics 
are  introduced.  It  meets  in  the  village  itself,  and  under  the 
direct  sanction  of  the  landowner.  Its  powers  are  confined 
to  strictly  local  matters,  and  its  members  are  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  those  matters.  The  affairs  of  the  village  are 
discussed  without  acrimony,  and  a  certain  amount  of  under- 
standing arrived  at.  It  regulates  disput.es  and  grievances 
arising  between  the  inhabitants  of  cottage  property,  and  can 
see  that  that  property  is  habitable.  It  acts  more  by  custom, 
habit,,  more  by  acquiescence  of  the  parties  than  by  any  im- 
perious, hard  and  fast  law  laid  down  at  a  distance  from  the 
scene.  But  any  hope  of  the  resuscitation  of  Court  Leets  must 
not  be  entertained,  because  in  so  many  places,  the  manor  is 
now  merely  " reputed,''  and  has  no  proper  existence;  because, 
too,  the  lord  of  the  manor  may  be  living  at  a  distance,  and 
possess  scarcely  any  property  in  the  parish,  except  his  ^'  rights.'' 
The  idea,  however,  of  the  agriculturists  and  principal  residents 
in  a  village,  meeting  in  a  friendly  manner  together,  under  the 
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direct  leadersbip  of  the  largest  landowner,  to  discuss  village 
matters,  is  one  tliat  may  be  revived  with  some  prospect  of 
success.  At  present,  who,  pray,  has  the  power  of  so  much  as 
conveniiig  a  meeting  of  the  parishioners,  or  of  taking  the 
sense  of  the  village  ?  It  may  be  done  by  the  churchww^ens 
convening  a  Vestry,  but  a  Vestry  is  extremely  limited  in 
authority,  unpopular,  and  without  any  cohesion.  Under  the 
new  Education  Acts  the  signatures  of  a  certain  number  of  rate- 
payers to  a  requisition  compels  the  officer  appointed  by  law  to 
call  a  meeting,  but  only  for  objects  connected  with  the  school. 
Upon  consideration  it  appears  that  there  really  is  no  village 
authority  at  all ;  no  recognized  place  or  time  at  which  the 
principal  inhabitants  can  meet  together  and  discuss  the  affairs 
of  the  parish  with  a  prospect  of  immediate  action  resulting. 
The  meetings  of  the  magistrates  at  petty  sessions,  quarter 
sessions,  and  at  various  other  times  are  purposely  omitted 
from  this  argument,  because  there  is  rarely  more  than  one 
magistrate  resident  in  a  village,  or  at  most  two,  and  the  assem- 
blies of  these  gentlemen  at  a  distance  from  their  homes,  cannot 
be  taken  to  form  a  village  council  in  any  sense  of  the  term. 

The  places  where  agriculturists  and  the  principal  inha- 
bitants of  the  parish  do  meet  together  and  discuss  matters  in 
a  friendly  spirit,  are  the  churchyard,  before  service,  the  market 
dinner,  the  hunting-field,  and  the  village  inn.  The  last  has 
fallen  into  disuse.  It  used  to  be  the  custom  to  meet  at  the 
central  village  inn  night  after  night,  to  hear  the  news  as  well 
as  for  convivial  purposes.  In  those  days  of  slow  travelling 
and  few  posts,  the  news  was  communicated  from  village  to 
"^^iUage  by  pedlars,  or  carriers^  carts  calling,  as  they  went,  at 
each  inn.  But  now  it  is  a  rare  thing  to  find  farmers  at  the 
inn  in  their  own  village.  The  old  drinking  habits  have  died 
out.  It  is  not  that  there  is  any  prejudice  against  the  inn ;  but 
there  is  a  cessation  of  the  inducement  to  sit  there  night  after 
night.  People  do  not  care  to  drink  as  they  used  to,  and  they 
can  get  the  news  just  as  well  at  home.  The  parlour  at  the 
inn  has  ceased  to  be  the  village  parliament.  The  hunting- 
field  is  an  unfavourable  place  for  discussion,  since  in  the  midst 
of  a  remark  the  hounds  may  start,  and  away  go  speaker  and 
listener,  and  the  subject  is  forgotten.  The  market  dinner  is 
not  so  general  and  friendly  a  meeting  as  it  was.  There  is 
a  lai^  admixture  of  manure  and  machinery  agents,  travellers 
for   seed-merchants,  corn-dealers,  and   others  who   have  no 
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interest  in  purely  local  matters,  and  the  dinner  itself  is  some- 
what fonnal,  with  its  regular  courses  of  fish,  and  so  forth^  till 
the  talk  is  more  or  less  constrained  and  general.  The 
churchyard  is  a  singular  place  of  meeting,  but  it  is  still 
popular.  The  agriculturist  walks  into  the  yard  about  a 
quarter  to  eleven,  sees  a  friend,  a  third  joins,  then  the  squire 
strolls  round  from  his  carriage,  and  a  pleasant  chat  ensues,  till 
the  ceasing  bell  reminds  them  that  service  is  about  to  com- 
mence. But  this  is  a  very  narrow  representation  of  the  village, 
and  is  perhaps  never  made  up  on  two  occasions  of  the  same 
persons.  The  duration  of  the  gathering  is  extremely  short,  and 
it  has  no  cohesion  or  power  of  action. 

It  is  difficult  to  convey  an  adequate  idea  of  the  desultory 
nature  of  village  life.  There  is  an  utter  lack  of  any  kind 
of  cohesion,  a  total  absence  of  any  common  interest,  or 
social  bond  of  union.  There  is  no  esprit  de  corps.  In  old 
times  there  was,  to  a  certain  extent — in  the  days  when  each 
village  was  divided  against  its  neighbour,  and  fiercely  con- 
tested with  it  the  honour  of  sending  forth  the  best  backsword 
player.  No  one  wishes  those  times  to  return.  We  have  still 
village  cricket  clubs,  who  meet  each  other  in  friendly  battle, 
but  there  is  no  enthusiasm  over  it.  The  players  themselves 
are  scarcely  excited,  and  it  is  often  difficult  to  get  sufficient 
together  to  fulfil  an  engagement.  There  is  the  dinner  of  the 
village  benefit  club,  year  after  year.  The  object  of  the  club  is 
of  the  best,  but  its  appearance  upon  club  day  is  a  woeful 
spectacle  to  eyes  that  naturally  look  for  a  little  taste  upon  an 
occasion  of  supposed  festivity.  What  can  be  more  melan- 
choly than  a  procession  of  men  clad  in  ill-fitting  black  clothes, 
in  which  they  are  evidently  uncomfortable,  with  blue  scarves 
over  the  shoulder,  headed  with  a  blatant  brass  band,  and  going 
first  to  church,  and  then  all  round  the  place  for  beer.  They 
eat  their  dinner  and  disperse  ;  and  then  there  is  an  end  of  the 
matter.     There  is  no  social  bond  of  union,  no  connection. 

It  is  questionable  whether  this  desultoriness  is  a  matter  for 
congratulation.  It  fosters  an  idle,  slow,  clumsy,  heedless  race 
of  men — men  who  are  but  great  children,  who  have  no  public 
feeling  whatever — without  a  leading  idea.  This  fact  was  most 
patently  exhibited  at  the  last  general  election,  when  the 
agricultural  labourers  for  the  first  time  exercised  the  franchise 
freely  to  any  extent.  The  great  majority  of  them  voted  plump 
for  the  candidate  favoured  by  the  squire  or  by  the  farmer. 
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There  was  nothing  nnreasonable  in  this ;  it  is  natural  and  6t 
that  men  should  support  the  candidate  who  comes  nearest  to 
their  interest;  but,  then,  let  there  be  some  better  reason  for  it 
than  the  simple  fact  "  that  master  goes  that  way/'  Whether 
it  be  for  Liberal  or  Conservative,  whatever  be  the  party,  surely 
it  is  desirable  that  the  labourer  should  possess  a  leading  idea, 
an  independent  conviction  of  what  is  for  the  public  good. 
I^  it  be  a  mistaken  conviction,  it  is  better  than  an  absence 
of  all  feeling;  but  politics  are  no  part  of  the  question. 
Politics  apart,  the  villager  might  surely  have  some  conception 
of  what  is  best  for  his  own  native  place,  the  parish  in  which 
he  was  bom  and  bred,  and  with  every  field  in  which  he  is 
familiar.  But  no,  nothing  of  the  kind.  He  goes  to  and  fro 
his  work,  receives  his  wages,  spends  them  at  the  ale-house, 
and  wanders  listlessly  about.  The  very  conception  of  a  public 
feeling  never  occurs  to  him ;  it  is  all  desultory.  A  little  desultory 
work — except  in  harvest,  labourer's  work  cannot  be  called 
downright  worh — a  little  desultory  talk,  a  little  desultory 
rambling  about,  a  good  deal  of  desultory  drinking  :  these  are 
the  sum  and  total  of  it ;  no,  add  a  little  desultory  smoking  and 
purposeless  mischief  to  make  it  complete.  Why  should  not 
the  labourer  be  made  to  feel  an  interest  in  the  welfare,  the 
prosperity,  and  progress  of  his  own  village  ?  Why  should  he 
not  be  supplied  with  a  motive  for  united  action  ?  All  expe- 
rience teaches  that  united  action,  even  on  small  matters,  has 
a  tendency  to  enlarge  the  minds  and  the  whole  powers  of 
those  engaged.  The  labourer  feels  so  little  interest  in  his 
own  progress,  because  the  matter  is  only  brought  before  him 
in  its  individual  bearing.  You  can  rarely  interest  a  single 
person  in  the  improvement  of  himself,  but  you  can  interest  a 
number  in  the  progress  of  that  number  as  a  body.  The 
vacancy  of  mind,  the  absence  of  any  ennobling  aspiration  so 
noticeable  in  the  agricultural  labourer,  is  a  painful  fact.  Does 
it  not,  in  great  measure,  arise  from  this  very  desultory  life, 
from  this  procrastinating  dislike  to  active  exertion  ?  Supply 
a  motive,  a  general  public  motive,  and  the  labourer  will  wake 
up.  At  the  present  moment,  what  interest  has  an  ordinary 
agricultural  labourer  in  the  affairs  of  his  own  village  ?  Prac- 
tically, none  whatever.  He  may,  perhaps,  pay  rates;  but 
these  are  administered  at  a  distance,  and  he  knows  nothing 
of  the  system  by  which  they  are  dispensed.  If  his  next-door 
neighbour's  cottage  is  tumbling  down,  the  thatch  in  holes,  the 
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doors  oflF  their  hinges,  it  matters  nothing  to  him.  Certainly, 
he  cannot  himself  pay  for  its  renovation,  and  there  is  no  fund 
to  which  he  can  subscribe  so  much  as  a  penny  with  that 
object  in  view.  A  number  of  cottages  may  be  without  a 
supply  of  water.  Well,  he  cannot  help  it ;  probably  he  never 
gives  a  thought  to  it.  There  is  no  governing  body  in  the 
place  responsible  for  such  things — no  body  in  the  election  of 
which  he  has  any  hand.  He  puts  his  hands  in  his  pockets 
and  slouches  about,  smoking  a  short  pipe,  and  drinks  a  quart 
at  the  nearest  ale-house.  He  is  totally  indiflFerent.  To  go 
still  further,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  absence  of  any 
such  ruhng  body,  even  if  ruling  only  on  sufferance,  has  a 
deteriorating  effect  upon  the  minds  of  the  best-informed  and 
broadest-minded  agriculturist.  He  sees  a  nuisance  or  a 
grievance,  possibly  something  that  may  approach  the  nature 
of  a  calamity.  ^'  Ah,  well,''  he  sighs,  ^^  I  can't  help  it ;  Tve 
no  power  to  interfere/'  He  walks  round  his  farm,  examines  his 
sheep,  pats  his  horses,  and  rides  to  market,  and  naturally 
forgets  all  about  it.  Were  there  any  ready  and  available 
means  by  which  the  nuisance  could  be  removed,  or  the 
calamity  in  some  measure  averted,  the  very  same  man  would 
at  once  put  it  in  motion,  and  never  cease  till  the  desired  result 
was  attained;  but  the  total  absence  of  any  authority,  any 
common  centre,  tends  to  foster  what  appears  an  utter  indif- 
ference. How  can  it  be  otherwise  ?  The  absence  of  such  a 
body  tends,  therefore,  in  two  ways  to  the  injury  of  the 
labourer:  first,  because  he  has  no  means  of  helping  himself; 
and,  secondly,  because  those  above  him  in  social  station  havo 
no  means  of  assisting  him.  But  why  cannot  the  squire  step 
in  and  do  all  that  is  wanted  ?  What  is  there  that  the  land- 
owner is  not  expected  to  do  ?  He  is  compelled  by  the  law  to 
contribute  to  the  maintenance  of  roads  by  heavy  subscriptions, 
while  men  of  much  larger  income,  but  no  real  property,  ride 
over  them  free  of  cost.  He  is  expected  by  public  opinion  to 
rebuild  all  the  cottages  on  his  estate,  introducing  all  the 
modem  improvements,  to  furnish  them  with  large  plots  of 
garden  ground,  to  supply  them  with  coal  during  the  winter 
at  nominal  cost,  to  pay  three  parts  of  the  expense  of  erecting 
schools,  and  what  not.  He  is  expected  to  extend  the  farm- 
buildings  upon  the  farms,  to  rebuild  the  farmsteads,  and  now 
to  compensate  the  tenants  for  improvements,  though  he  may 
not  particularly  care  for  them,  knowing  full  well  by  experience 
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that  improvements  are  a  long  time  before  they  pay  any  interest 
on  the  principal  invested.  Now  we  expect  him  to  remove  all 
nuisances  in  the  village,  to  supply  water,  to  exercise  a  wise 
paternal  authority,  and  all  at  his  own  cost.  The  whole  thing  is 
unreasonable.  Many  landowners  have  succeeded  to  heavily- 
burdened  estates.  The  best  estates  pay,  it  must  be  remem- 
bered, but  a  very  small  comparative  interest  upon  their  value 
— ^in  some  instances  not  more  than  two  and  a  half  per  cent. 
Moreover,  almost  all  landowners  do  take  an  interest  in  im- 
provements, and  are  ready  to  forward  them ;  but  can  a 
gentleman  be  expected  to  go  round  from  cottage  to  cottage 
performing  the  duties  of  an  inspector  of  nuisances  ?  and, 
if  he  did  so,  would  it  be  tolerated  for  an  instant?  The 
outcry  would  be  raised  of  interference,  tyranny,  overbearing 
insolence,  intolerable  intrusion.  It  is  undoubtedly  the  land- 
owner's duty  to  forward  all  reasonable  schemes  of  improve- 
ment ;  but  if  the  inhabitants  are  utterly  indifferent  to  progress 
of  any  kind,  it  is  not  his  duty  to  issue  an  autocratical  ukase. 
Let  the  inhabitants  combine,  in  however  loose  and  informal  a 
manner,  and  the  landowner  will  always  be  ^eady  to  assist 
them  with  purse  and  moral  support. 

Granting,  then,  that  there  is  at  present  no  such  local 
authority,  and  that  it  is  desirable — what  are  the  objects 
which  would  come  within  its  sphere  of  operation  ?  In  an 
article  which  had  the  honour  of  appearing  in  a  former  number 
of  this  magazine,  the  writer  pointed  out  that  the  extension  of 
the  allotment  system  was  only  delayed  because  there  was  no 
body  or  authority  which  had  power  to  increase  the  area  under 
spade  cultivation.  Throughout  the  country  there  is  an  un- 
doubted conviction  that  such  extension  is  extremely  desirable, 
but  who  is  to  take  the  initiative  ?  There  is  an  increasing 
demand  for  these  gardens — a  demand  that  will  probably  make 
itself  loudly  felt  as  time  goes  on  and  the  population  grows 
larger.  Even  those  villages  that  possess  allotment  grounds 
would  be  in  a  better  position  if  there  were  some  body  who 
held  rule  over  the  gardens,  and  administered  them  according 
to  varying  circumstances.  Some  of  these  allotments  are  upon 
the  domain  of  the  landowner,  and  have  been  broken  up  for  the 
purpose  under  his  directions ;  but  it  is  not  every  gentleman 
who  haa  either  the  time  or  the  inclination  to  superintend  the 
actual  working  of  the  gardens,  and  they  are  often  left  pretty 
much  to  take  care  of  themselves.   Other  allotment  grounds  are 
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simply  matters  of  speculation  with  the  owner,  and  are  let  out 
to  the  highest  bidder  in  order  to  make  money,  without  any 
species  of  control  whatever.  This  is  not  desirable,  for  many 
reasons,  and  such  owners  deprecate  the  extension  of  the 
system,  because  if  a  larger  area  wore  offered  to  the  labourer, 
the  letting  value  would  diminish,  since  there  would  be  less 
competition  for  the  lots.  There  can  be  very  little  doubt  that 
the  allotment  garden  will  form  an  integral  part  of  the  social 
system  of  the  future,  and,  as  such,  will  require  proper  regula- 
tion. If  it  is  to  be  so,  it  is  obviously  desirable  that  it  should 
be  in  the  hands  of  a .  body  of  local  gentlemen  with  a  perfect 
knowledge  of  the  position  and  resources  of  the  numerous  small 
tenants,  and  a  thorough  comprehension  of  the  practical  details 
which  are  essential  to  success  in  such  cultivation.  It  may  be 
predicted  that  the  first  step  which  would  ensue  upon  the  forma- 
tion of  such  a  body  would  be  an  extension  of  allotments. 
There  would  be  no  difficulty  in  renting  a  field  or  fields  for  that 
purpose.  The  village  council,  as  we  may  for  convenience  term 
it,  would  select  a  piece  of  ground  possessing  an  easily  moved 
soil,  avoiding  stiff  clay  on  the  one  hand,  and  too  light,  sandy 
ground  on  the  other.  For  this  piece  they  would  give  a  some- 
what higher  rent  than  it  would  obtain  for  agricultural  pur- 
poses— say  £3  per  acre — which  they  would  guarantee  to  the 
owner  after  the  manner  of  a  syndicate.  They  would  cause 
the  hedges  to  be  pared  down  to  the  very  smallest  proportions, 
but  the  mounds  to  be  somewhat  raised,  so  as  to  avoid  har- 
bouring birds,  and  at  the  same  time  safely  exclude  cattle, 
which  in  a  short  time  would  play  havoc  with  the  vegetables. 
If  possible,  a  road  should  run  right  across  the  plot,  with  a 
gateway  on  either  side,  so  that  a  cart  might  pass  straight 
through,  pick  up  its  load,  and  go  on  and  out  without  turning. 
Each  plot  should  have  a  frontage  upon  this  road,  or  to  branch 
roads  running  at  right  angles  to  it,  so  that  each  tenant  could 
remove  his  produce  without  trespassing  upon  the  plot  of  his 
neighbours.  Such  trespasses  often  lead  to  much  ill-will.  The 
narrow  paths  dividing  these  strips  should  be  sufficiently  wide 
to  allow  of  wheeUng  a  barrow  down  them,  and  should  on  no 
account  be  permitted  to  be  overgrown  with  grass.  Grass - 
paths  are  much  prettier,  but  are  simply  reservoirs  of  couch, 
weeds  and  slugs,  and  therefore  to  be  avoided.  The  whole  field 
should  be  accurately  mapped,  and  each  plot  numbered  on  the 
map,  and  a  strong  plug  driven  into  the  plot  with  a  similar 
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nmnber  upon  it — a  plan  which  renders  identification  easy,  and 
prevents  disputes.  A  book  should  be  kept,  with  the  names  of 
eveiy  tenant  entered  into  it,  and  indexed,  like  a  ledger,  with 
the  initial  letter.  Against  the  name  of  the  tenant  should  be 
placed  the  area  of  his  holdings,  and  the  numbers  of  his  plots 
upon  the  map ;  and  in  this  book  the  date  of  his  tenancy,  and 
any  change  of  holding,  should  be  registered.  There  should  be  a 
book  of  printed  forms  (not  to  be  torn  out)  of  agreement, 
with  blank  spaces  for  name,  date,  and  number,  which  should 
be  signed  by  the  tenant.  In  a  third  book  all  pajrments  and 
receipts  should  be  entered.  This  sounds  commercial,  and  looks 
like  serious  business,  but  as  the  rent  would  be  payable  half- 
yearly  only,  there  would  be  really  very  little  trouble  required, 
and  the  saving  of  disputes  very  great.  During  the  season  of 
cropping,  the  payment  of  a  small  gratuity  to  the  village  police- 
man would  ensure  the  allotment  being  well  watched,  and  if 
pilferers  were  detected  they  should  invariably  be  prosecuted. 
As  many  of  the  tenants  would  come  from  long  distances,  and 
would  not  frequent  their  plots  every  evening,  there  might 
possibly  be  a  small  lock-up  tool-house  in  which  to  deposit 
their  tools,  the  key  being  left  in  charge  of  some  old  man  living 
in  an  adjacent  cottage.  The  rules  of  cultivation  would  depend 
in  some  measure  upon  the  nature  of  the  soil,  but  such  a  village 
council  would  be  composed  of  practical  men,  who  would  have 
no  diflSculty  whatever  in  drawing  up  concise  and  accurate 
instructions.  The  council  could  depute  one  or  more  members 
to  receive  the  rent-money  and  to  keep  the  books,  and  if  any 
labour  were  required,  there  are  always  bailiffs  and  trustworthy 
men  who  could  be  employed  to  do  it.  At  a  small  expense 
the  field  should  be  properly  drained  before  being  opened,  and 
even  though  let  at  a  very  low  charge  per  perch,  there  would 
still  remain  an  overplus  above  the  rent  paid  by  the  council  for 
the  field,  suflScient  in  a  short  time  to  clear  off  the  debt  incurred 
in  draining. 

It  is  very  rarely  that  allotment-gardens  are  suflSciently 
manured ;  and  this  is  a  subject  that  would  come  very  properly 
nnder  the  jurisdiction  of  the  allotment  committee  of  our  vil- 
lage council.  Some  labourers  keep  a  pig  or  two;  but  all 
do  not,  and  many  living  at  a  considerable  distance  would  find, 
and  do  find,  a  difficulty  in  conveying  any  manure  they  may 
possess  to  the  spot.  So  it  often  happens  that  gardens  are 
cropped  year  after  year  without  any  substances  being  restored 
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to  the  soil,  which  gradually  becomes  less  productive.  Means 
should  be  devised  of  supplying  this  deficiency.  Manure  is 
valuable  to  the  fanner,  but  still  he  could  spare  a  little — quite 
sufficient  for  this  purpose.  Suppose  the  allotment-gardens 
consisted  of  twelve  acres,  then  let  one  fourth,  or  three  acres,  be 
properly  manured  every  year.  This  would  be  no  strain  upon 
the  product  of  manure  in  the  vicinity,  and  in  four  years — four 
years'  system — the  whole  of  the  field  would  receive  a  proper 
amount,  in  addition  to  the  small  quantities  the  labourer's  pig 
produced.  Every  tenant,  in  his  agreement,  could  be  caused  to 
pay,  in  addition  to  his  rent,  once  every  four  years,  a  small  sum 
in  part-payment  for  this  manuring,  and  also  for  the  hauling  of 
the  material  to  the  field.  This  payment  would  not  represent 
the  actual  value  of  the  manure,  but  it  would  maintain  the 
principle  of  self-help  ;  and,  as  far  as  possible,  the  allotments 
should  be  self-supporting.  In  cases  of  dispute,  the  committee 
would  simply  have  to  refer  the  matter  to  the  council,  and  the 
thing  would  be  definitely  settled  ;  but  under  a  regular  system 
of  this  kind,  as  it  were  mapped  down  and  written  out,  no 
obstinate  disputes  could  arise.  In  this  one  matter  of  allotment- 
gardens  alone  there  is  plenty  of  scope  for  the  exertions  of  a 
village  council,  and  incalculable  good  might  be  attained.  The 
very  order  and  systematic  working  of  the  thing  would  have 
a  salutary  effect  upon  the  desultory  life  of  the  village. 

Next  comes  the  water  supply  of  the  village.  This  is  a 
matter  of  vital  importance.  There  are,  of  course,  villages 
where  water  is  abundant,  even  too  abundant,  as  in  low-lying 
meadow-land  by  the  side  of  rivers  which  are  liable  to  over^ 
How.  There  are  villages  traversed  throughout  the  whole  of 
their  length  by  a  brook  running  parallel  with  the  road,  so  that 
to  gain  access  to  each  cottage  it  is  necessary  to  cross  a 
'^  drock,''  or  small  bridge ;  and  in  summer-time  such  villages 
are  very  picturesque.  In  the  colder  months,  the  mist  on  the 
water  and  the  damp  air  are  not  so  pleasant  or  healthy.  Many 
villages,  situated  at  the  edge  of  a  range  of  hills — a  lyost 
favourite  position  for  villages — are  supplied  with  good  springs 
of  the  clearest  water  rising  in  those  hills.  But  there  are  also 
large  numbers  of  villages  placed  high  up  above  the  water- 
level  on  the  same  hills,  which  are  most  scantily  supplied  with 
water ;  and  there  are  also  villages  far  away  down  in  the  valley 
which  are  liable  to  run  short  in  the  summer  or  dry  time,  when 
the  '^bourne,''  or  winter  water-course,  fails  them.    Such  places. 


TILLIOE   ORGANIZATION.  17 

situated  in  the  midst  of  rich  meadows^  can  sometimes  barely 
find  water  enough  for  the  cattle^  who  are  not  so  particular  as 
to  quality.  Even  in  places  where  there  is  a  good  natural 
spring,  or  a  brook  which  is  rarely  dry,  the  cottagers  experience 
no  little  difficulty  in  conveying  it  to  their  homes,  which  may  be 
situated  a  mile  away.  It  is  not  uncommon  in  country  places 
to  see  the  water  trickling  along  in  the  ditch  by  the  road-side 
bayed  up  with  a  miniat'Ure  dam  in  front  of  a  cottage,  and  from 
the  turbid  pool  thus  formed  the  woman  fills  her  kettle.  People 
who  live  in  towns,  and  can  turn  on  the  water  in  any  room  of 
their  houses  without  the  slightest  exertion,  have  no  idea  of  the 
difficulty  the  poor  experience  in  the  country  in  procuring  good 
water,  despite  all  the  beautiful  rivers  and  springs  and  brooks 
which  poetry  sings  of.  After  a  man  or  woman  has  worked  all 
day  in  the  field,  perhaps  at  a  distance  of  two  miles  from  home,  it 
is  weary  and  discouraging  work  to  have  to  trudge  with  the  pail 
another  weary  half-mile  or  so  to  the  pool  for  water.  It  is 
harder  still,  after  trudging  that  weary  half-mile,  pail  in  hand, 
to  find  the  water  almost  too  low  to  dip,  muddied  by  cattle,  and 
diminished  in  quantity  to  serve  the  pressing  needs  of  the 
ftnimals  living  higher  up  the  stream.  Now,  in  starting,  it  may 
be  assumed  that  the  nearest  source  of  water  in  a  village  is 
certain  to  be  found  upon  the  premises  of  some  agriculturist. 
He  will,  doubtless,  be  perfectly  willing  to  allow  free  access  to 
his  stream  or  pool ;  but  he  cannot  be  expected  to  construct  con- 
veniences for  the  public  use,  and  he  may  even  feel  naturally 
annoyed  if  continual  use  by  thirty  people,  twice  a  day,  finally 
breaks  his  pump.  He  naturally  believes  that  other  gentlemen 
in  the  village  should  take  an  equal  interest  with  himself  in  the 
public  welfare ;  but  thoy  do  not  appear  to  do  so.  It  may  be 
that  the  path  to  the  pump  leads  through  the  private  garden, 
right  before  his  sitting-room  window,  and  the  constant  pas- 
sage of  women  and  children  for  water,  particularly  children, 
who  are  apt  to  lounge  and  stare  about  them,  becomes  a  down- 
right nuisance.  This,  surely,  ought  not  to  be.  A  very  little 
amount  of  united  action  on  the  part  of  the  principal  inhabi- 
tants of  the  village  would  put  this  straight.  The  pump  could 
be  repaired,  a  new  path  made,  and  the  water  conveyed  to  a 
stone  trough  by  a  hose,  or  something  of  the  kind,  and  the 
owner  would  be  quite  willing  to  sanction  it ;  but  he  does  not 
see  why  it  should  all  be  done  at  his  expense.  The  other  in- 
habitants of  the  village  see  the  difficulty,  recognize  it,  perhaps 
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talk  about  remedying  it,  but  notbing  is  done,  simply  because 
there  exists  no  body,  no  council  to  undertake  it.  Spontaneous 
combination  is  extremely  uncertain  in  its  action ;  the  organiza- 
tion should  exist  before  the  necessity  for  utilising  it  arises. 
In  other  places  what  is  wanted  is  a  well ;  but  cottagers  cannot 
afford  to  dig  a  deep  well,  and  certainly  no  combination  can  be 
expected  from  them  alone  and  unassisted.  Village  wells  re- 
quire also  to  be  under  some  kind  of  supervision.  At*  intervals 
they  require ,  cleaning  out.  The  machinery  for  raising  water 
must  be  repaired ;  the  cover  to  prevent  accidents  to  children 
renewed.  A  well  that  has  no  one  to  look  after  it  quickly 
becomes  the  receptacle  of  all  the  stones  and  old  boots  and  dead 
cats  in  the  place.  But  if  there  is  a  terror  of  prosecution,  the 
well  remains  clear  and  useful.  The  digging  of  a  deep  well  is 
an  event  of  national  importance,  so  to  say,  to  a  villc^.  It 
may  happen  that  a  noble  spring  of  water  bursts  out  some  little 
distance  from  the  village,  but  is  practically  useless  to  the  in- 
habitants because  of  its  distance.  What  more  easy  than  to 
run  a  hose  from  it  right  to  a  stone  trough,  or  dipping-place,  in 
the  centre  of  the  village  ?  In  most  cases,  very  simple  engineer- 
ing ability  would  be  sufficient  to  supply  the  hamlet.  The  hose, 
or  whatever  the  plan  might  be,  need  not  take  half  nor  a  quarter 
of  the  water  thrown  out  by  the  spring.  The  owner  might 
object ;  certainly  he  would  object  to  any  forcible  carrying  away 
of  his  water ;  but  if  he  were  himself  a  party  to  the  scheme, 
and  to  receive  compensation  for  any  injury,  he  would  not  do  so. 

Water  has  been  the  cause  of  more  disputes,  probably,  than 
anything  else  between  neighbouring  agriculturists.  One 
wishes  it  for  his  water-meadows,  another  for  his  cattle,  a  third 
for  his  home-consumption ;  then  there  is,  perhaps,  the  miller 
to  be  consulted.  After  all,  there  is,  in  most  cases,  more  than 
enough  water  for  everybody,  and  a  very  little  mutual  yielding 
would  accommodate  all,  and  supply  the  village  in  the  bargain. 
But  each  party  being  alone  in  his  view,  without  any  mediator, 
the  result  may  be  a  lawsuit,  or  ill-blood,  lasting  for  years ;  the 
cutting  down  of  bays  and  dams,  the  possible  collision  of  the 
men  employed. 

Between  these  parties,  between  agriculturists  themselves, 
the  establishment  of  a  species  of  village  council  would  often 
lead  to  peace  and  harmony.  The  advice  and  expressed  wishes 
of  their  neighbour,  the  influence  pf  the  clergyman  and  the  resi- 
dent landlord,  and  the  existence  of  a  common  public  want  in 
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the  village^  would  Iiave  an  irresistible  effect ;  and  what  neither 
would  yield  to  his  opponent,  all  would  yield  to  a  body  of  friends. 
Taken  in  this  way  it  may  safely  be  considered  that  there  would 
be  no  difficulty  in  obtaining  access  to  water.  In  places 
which  are  still  less  fortunate,  and  especially  in  dry  times,  are 
at  a  greater  distance  from  the  precious  element,  there  still 
remains  a  plan  by  which  sufficient  could  be  secured,  and  that 
is  the  portable  water-tank.  Our  agricultural  machinists  now 
turn  out  handsome  and  capacious  iron  tanks  which  are  coming 
into  general  use.  Now  no  one  farmer  can  be  expected  to  send 
water-tank  and  team  three  or  four  times  every  evening  to  fetch 
up  water  for  the  use  of  cottagers,  not  one-twentieth  of  whom 
work  for  him.  But  why  should  there  not  be  a  tank,  the 
public  property  of  the  village,  and  why  should  not  teams  take 
it  in  turn  ?  Undoubtedly  something  of  the  kind  would  imme- 
diately spring  into  existence  were  there  any  village  organi- 
zation whatever.  In  a  large  number  of  villages,  the  natural 
supply  would  be  sufficient  during  three  parts  of  the  year,  and 
it  would  be  only  in  summer  that  any  assistance  would  be 
necessary. 

While  on  the  subject  of  water  another  matter  may  as  well 
be  dealt  with,  and  that  is  the  establishment  of  bathing-places 
near  villages.  This  is,  of  course,  impossible  over  consider- 
able areas  of  country  where  water  is  scarce,  and  especially 
scarce  in  the  bathing  season.  Even  in  many  places,  however, 
where  water  is  comparatively  deficient  in  quantity,  there  are 
usually  some  great  ponds,  which  for  part  of  the  season  could 
be  made  applicable  for  bathing  purposes.  There  then  remain 
an  immense  number  of  villages  situated  on  or  near  a  stream, 
and  wherever  there  is  a  stream  a  bathing-place  is  practicable. 
At  the  present  moment  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  one  such 
place,  unless  on  the  banks  of  a  large  river,  and  rivers  are  far 
between.  The  boys  and  young  men  who  feel  a  natural  desire 
to  bathe  in  the  warm  weather,  resort  to  muddy  ponds,  with  a 
filthy  bottom  of  black  slush,  or  paddle  about  in  shallow  brooks 
no  more  than  knee-deep,  or  in  the  water-carriers  in  water 
meadows.  This  species  of  bathing  is  practically  useless,  it 
does  not  answer  any  purposes  of  cleanhness,  and  learning  to 
swim  is  out  of  the  question.  The  formation  of  a  proper  bathing- 
place  presents  few  difficulties.  A  spot  must  be  chosen  near 
to  the  village,  but  fat*  enough  away  for  decency.  The  bottom 
of  the  stream  should  be  covered  with  a  layer  of  sand  and  small 
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gravel,  carefully  avoiding  large  stones  and  sharp-edged  flints. 
Much  of  the  pleasure  of  batldng  depends  upon  a  good  bottom, 
and  nothing  is  more  likely  to  deter  a  young  beginner  than  the 
feeling  that  he  cannot  place  his  feet  on  the  ground  without  the 
danger  of  lacerating  them.  For  this  reason  also  care  should 
be  taken  to  exclude  all  boughs  and  branches,  and  particularly 
the  prickly  bushes  cut  from  hedges,  which  are  most  annoying 
to  bathers.  The  stream  should  be  bayed  up  to  a  depth  at  the 
deepest  part  of  about  five  feet,  which  is  quite  deep  enough  for 
ordinary  swimming,  and  reduces  the  danger  to  a  minimum. 
If  possible,  a  strong  smooth  rail  should  run  across  the  pool,  or 
partly  across.  This  is  for  the  encouragement  of  boys  and 
young  bathers,  who  like  something  to  catch  hold  of,  and  it  is 
also  an  adjunct  in  learning  to  swim,  for  the  boy  can  stand 
opposite  to  it,  and  after  two  or  three  strokes  place  his  hand  on 
it,  and  so  gradually  increase  the  distance,  he  can  swim  without 
once  losing  confidence.  Those  who  cannot  swim  can  hold  to 
the  rail  and  splash  about  and  enjoy  themselves.  Such  a  bathing- 
place  will  sound  childish  enough  to  strong  swimmers,  who  have 
learnt  to  go  long  distances  with  ease  in  the  Thames  or  in 
the  sea,  but  it  must  be  remembered  that  we  are  dealing  with 
an  inland  population  who  are  timid  of  water.  A  boy  who  can 
cross  such  a  small  pool  without  touching  the  bottom  with  his 
feet,  would  soon  feel  at  home  in  broader  waters,  if  ever 
circumstances  should  bring  him  near  them.  If  there  is  no 
stream  a  large  pond  could  be  cleaned  out,  and  sand  and  gravel 
placed  upon  the  bottom — almost  anything  is  better  than  the 
soft  oozy  mud,  which,  once  stirred  up,  will  not  settle  for  hours, 
and  destroys  all  pleasure  or  benefit  from  bathing.  No  build- 
ing is  necessary  to  dress  in,  or  anything  of  that  kind.  The 
place  selected  would  be,  of  course,  at  a  distance  from  any 
public  footpath,  and  even  if  it  were  near  there  are  so  few 
passing  in  rural  outlying  districts  that  no  one  need  be  shocked. 
But  if  it  was  considered  necessary  an  older  man  could  be  paid 
a  small  sum  to  walk  down  every  evening,  or  at  the  stated  hours 
for  bathing,  and  see  that  no  irregularity  occurred.  A  loose 
pole  or  two  always  kept  near  the  stream  or  pond,  and  ready  to 
hand,  would  amply  provide  against  any  little  danger  there 
might  be.  Bathing  is  most  important  to  health,  and  if  a  really 
good  swim  is  possible  there  is  nothing  so  conducive  to  an 
elasticity  of  frame.  Our  labourers  are  notoriously  strong  and 
muscular,  and  possess  considerable  power  of  endurance  (though 
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they  destroy  their  "  wind/'  in  running  phraseology^  by  too 
mach  beer),  but  their  strength  is  clumsy,  their  gait  ungainly, 
their  run  heavy  and  slow.  The  freedom  of  motion  in  the  water, 
the  simultaneous  use  of  arms  and  limbs,  the  peculiar  character 
of  the  exercise,  renders  it  one,  above  all  others,  calculated  to 
give  an  ease  and  grace  to  the  body.  In  a  good  physical  educa- 
lion,  swimming  must  form  an  important  part ;  and  the  labourer 
requires  a  physical  education  quite  as  much  as  a  mental.  The 
bathing-place,  as  a  means  of  inducing  personal  cleanliness, 
would  have  its  uses.  The  cottages  of  the  labouring  poor  are 
often  models  of  cleanliness,  but  the  persons  of  the  inhabitants 
precisely  the  reverse.  The  expense  of  such  a  bathing-place 
need  be  bat  very  small.  If  it  was  situated  in  a  cow-leaze,  the 
bathing  could  begin  the  moment  the  spring  became  warm 
enough ;  if  in  a  meadow  usually  mown,  as  soon  as  the  grass 
has  been  cut,  which  would  be  early  in  June.  It  would  perhaps 
be  necessary  to  have  stated  hours  of  bathing ;  but  no  other 
regulation — the  less  restriction  the  better  the  privilege  would 
be  appreciated.  Exercises  of  this  character  could  not  be  too 
much  encouraged.  Every  accomplishment  of  the  kind  adds  a 
new  power  to  the  man,  and  gives  him  a  sense  of  superiority. 

There  should  be  a  rough  kind  of  gymnasium  for  the  villagers. 
Almost  always  a  piece  of  waste  ground  could  be  found,  and  the 
requisite  materials  are  very  simple  and  inexpensive.  A  few 
upright  poles  for  climbing;  horizontal  bars;  a  few  ropes,  and 
a  ladder  would  be  sufficient.  In  wet  weather  some  large  open 
cow-house  could  be  utilized  for  such  purposes.  In  summer 
such  outbuildings  are  empty,  the  cattle  being  in  the  fields.  A 
few  pcdrs  of  quoits  also  could  be  added  at  a  small  cost.  Wrest- 
ling, perhaps,  had  better  be  avoided,  as  liable  to  lead  to  quarrels ; 
but  jumping  and  running  should  be  fostered,  and  prizes  presented 
for  excellence.  It  is  not  the  value  of  the  prize,  it  is  the  fact 
that  it  is  a  prize.  A  good  strong  pocket-knife  with  four  or 
five  blades  would  be  valued  by  a  ploughboy,  and  a  labourer 
would  be  plesused  with  an  oruamental  pipe  costing  five  shillings, 
or  a  hoe  or  spade  could  be  substituted  as  more  useful. 

The  institution  of  such  annual  village  games,  the  bathing- 
place,  the  gymnasium  in  the  open  air,  the  running  match,  the 
quoits,  would  have  a  tendency  to  awaken  the  emulation  of 
die  labouring  class;  and  once  awaken  the  emulation,  an 
increase  of  intelligence  follows.  A  man  would  feel  that  he 
was  not  altogether  a  mere  machine,  to  do  so  much  work  and 
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then  tmdge  home  and  sleep.  Lads  would  have  something- 
better  to  do  than  play  pitch-and-toss^  and  slouch  abont  the 
place^  learning  nothing  but  bad  language.  A  life  would  be 
imparted  to  the  village^  there  would  be  a  centre  of  union^  a 
gathering-place^  and  a  certain  amount  of  proper  pride  in  the 
village,  and  an  esprit  de  corps  would  spring  up.  In  all  these 
things  the  labourei:  should  be  encouraged  to  carry  them  out  as 
much  as  possible  in  his  own  way,  and  without  interference  or 
supervision.  Make  the  bathing-place,  erect  the  poles  and 
horizontal  bars,  establish  the  pocket-knife  and  hoe  prizes, 
present  the  quoits,  but  let  him  use  them  in  his  own  way. 
There  must  be  freedom,  liberty,  or  the  attempt  would  cer- 
tainly fail. 

How  many  villages  have  so  much  as  a  reading-room? 
Such  a  local  council  as  has  been  indicated  would  soon  come 
to  discuss  the  propriety  of  establishing  such  an  institution. 
If  managed  strictly  with  a  view  to  the  real  wants  and  ideas  of 
the  people,  and  not  in  accordance  with  any  preconceived 
principles  of  so-called  instruction,  it  would  be  certain  to 
succeed.  The  labouring  poor  dislike  instruction  being  forced 
down  their  throats  quite  as  much,  or  more,  than  the  upper 
classes.  The  very  worst  way  to  induce  a  man  to  learn  is  to 
begin  by  telUng  him  he  is  ignorant,  and  thereby  insulting  his 
seK-esteem.  A  village  reading-room  should  be  open  to  all, 
and  not  to  subscribers  only.  Prom  six  till  nine  in  the  evening 
would  be  long  enough  for  it  to  be  open,  and  the  key  could  be 
kept  by  some  adjacent  cottager.  With  every  respect  for  the 
schoolmaster,  let  the  schoolmaster  be  kept  away  from  it.  If 
there  is  a  night-school,  keep  it  distinct  from  the  reading-room ; 
let  the  reading-room  be  a  voluntary  affair,  without  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  drill  attaching  to  it.  It  should  be  a  place  where 
a  working  man  could  come  in,  and  sit  down'  and  spell  over  a 
book,  without  the  consciousness  that  some  one  was  watching 
him,  ready  to  snap  him  up  at  a  mistake.  Exclude  all  "  goody  ^' 
books ;  there  are  sects  in  villages  as  well  as  towns,  and  the 
presence  of  an  obnoxious  work  may  do  much  harm.  To  the 
Bible  itself,  in  clear  print,  no  sect  will  object ;  but  let  it  be 
the  Bible  only.  A  collection  of  amusing  literature  can  easily 
be  made.  For  £5  enough  books  could  be  bought  on  an  old 
bookstall  in  London  to  stock  a  village  library;  such  as  travels, 
tales — ^not  despising  Bobinson  Crusoe — and  a  few  popular 
expositions  of  soiei  There  should  be  one  daily  paper.     It 
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could  be  blt>iight  by  one  of  the  milk-carts  from  the  nearest 
railway  station.  This  daily  paper  woald  form  a  very  strong 
comiteraction  to  the  ale-honse.  Of  course^  the  ale-house 
woald  start  a  daily  in  opposition ;  but  at  the  reading-room  the 
laboorer  would  soon  learn  that  he  need  not  pnrchase  a  glass  of 
beer  in  order  to  pay  for  his  news.  The  daily  paper  would  be 
a  most  important  feature^  for  such  papers  are  rare  in  villages. 
Very  few  BEirm^rs  even  take  them.  The  rent  o£  a  room  for 
this  purpose  in  a  village  woiild  be  almost  nominal.  A  small 
room  would  be  sufficient^  for  only  a  few  would  be  present  at  a 
time.     Cricket  clubs  may  be  left  to  establish  themselves. 

The  next  suggestion  the  writer  is  about  to  make  will  be 
thought  a  very  bold  one ;  but  is  it  not  rational  |enough  when 
the  first  novelty  of  the  idea  has  subsided  7  It  is,  that  an 
annual  excursion  should  be  arranged  for  the  villagers.  It  is 
common  to  see  in  the  papers  appeals  made  on  behalf  of  the 
poor  children  of  crowded  districts  in  London^  for  funds  to  give 
them  a  day  in  the  country.  It  is  stated  that  they  never  see 
anything  but  stone  pavements;  never  breathe  anything  but 
smoky  air.  The  appeal  is  a  proper  and  good  one^  and  should 
be  generously  responded  to.  Now  the  position  of  the  villager 
is  the  exact  antithesis.  Ue^  or  she^  sees  nothing  but  green 
fields  or  bare  fields  all  the  year  round.  They  hear  nothing 
but  a  constant  iteration  of  talk  about- cattle^  crops^  and  weather 
— ^important  matters^  but  apt  to  grow  monotonous.  It  may 
be,  that  for  thirty  years  they  never  for  one  day  lose  sight  of 
tiie  hills  overhanging  the  village.  Their  subjects  oi'  con- 
versation are  consequently  extremely  narrow.  They  want  a 
change  quite  as  much  as  the  dwellers  in  cities;  but  it  is  a 
change  of  another  character — a  change  to  bustle  and  excite- 
ment. Factories  and  large  tradesmen  arrange  trips  for  their 
work-people  once  or  twice  a  year.  Why  should  not  the 
agricultural  labourers  have  a  trip  ?  A  trip  of  the  simplest 
kind  would  satisfy  them^  and  afford  matter  of  conversation  for 
months.  All  railway  lines  now  issue  tickets  at  reduced  rates, 
for  parties  above  a  certain  number.  For  instance^  to  the 
population  of  an  inland  village,  what  would  be  more  delightM 
than  a  few  hours  on  the  sea-beach  ?  Where  the  sea  is  not 
within  easy  reach,  take  them  to  a  great  town — if  possible, 
London — ^but  if  not  London,  any  large  town  will  be  a  change. 
There  is  no  great  difficulty  in  the  plan.  Perhaps  twenty  or 
thirty  would  be  the  largest  number  who  would  wish  to  go. 


24        .  VILLAGE  OBOANIZATIOK. 

Let  these  assemble  at  a  stated  hour  and  plaoe^  and  take  them 
down  to  the  railway  station  with  two  or  three  waggons  and 
teams^  which  should  also  meet  them  on  their  return.  The 
expense  would  not  be  great,  and  might  bo  partly  borne  by  the 
excursionists  themselves.  All  that  is  wanted  is  some  amount 
of  leadership,  a  little  organization.  Such  enterprises  as  these 
would  go  far  to  create  a  genuine  mutual  understanding  and 
pleasant  feeling  between  employer  and  employed.  There  may 
be  outlying  places  where  such  an  excursion  would  be  very 
difficult.  Then  harness  the  horses  to  the  waggons,  and  take 
them  to  a  pic-nic  ten  miles  oflF  on  a  noted  hill  or  heath,  or  by 
the  side  of  a  river — somewhere  for  a  change. 

To  return  to  more  serious  matters.  Perhaps  it  would  be 
as  well  if  the  first  endeavour  of  such  a  local  authority  were 
addressed  to  the  smaller  matters  that  have  been  just  alluded 
to,  so  that  the  public  mind  might  become  gradually  accustomed 
to  change,  and  prepared  for  greater  innovations.  Village 
drainage  is  notoriously  defective.  Any  one  who  has  walked 
through  a  village  or  hamlet  must  be  perfectly  well  aware  that 
there  is  no  drainage,  from  the  unpleasant  odours  that  con- 
stantly assail  the  nostrils.  It  seems  absurd,  that  with  such  an 
expanse  of  open  country  around,  and  with  such  an  exposure 
to  the  fresh  air,  such  foul  substances  should  be  permitted  to 
contaminate  the  atmosphere.  Each  cottager  either  throws 
the  sewage  right  into  the  road,  and  allows  it  to  find  its  way  as 
it  can  by  the  same  channel  as  the  rain-water;  or,  at  best, 
flings  it  into  the  ditch  at  the  back,  which  parts  the  garden 
from  the  agricultural  land.  Here  it  accumulates  and  soaks 
into  the  soil  till  the  first  storm  of  rain,  which  sweeps  it  away, 
but  at  the  same  time  causes  an  abominable  smell.  It  is  posi- 
tively unbearable  to  pass  some  cottages  after  a  fresh  shower. 

Not  unfrequently  this  ditch  at  the  back  of  the  garden  runs 
down  to  the  stream  from  which  the  cottagers  draw  their 
water,  and  the  dipping-place  may  be  close  to  the  junction  of 
the  two.  In  places  where  there  is  a  fall — ^when  the  cottages 
are  built  upon  a  slope — there  can  be  little  difficulty  about 
drainage ;  but  here  steps  in  the  question  of  water-supply,  for 
drains  of  this  character  require  flushing.  The  supply  of  water 
must,  therefore,  in  such  places,  precede  the  attempt  at  drainage. 
The  disposal  of  the  sewage,  when  collected,  offers  no  difficulty. 
Its  value  is  well  understood,  and  it  would  be  welcomed  upon 
agricultural  land.     In  the  case  of  villages  where  there  is  no 
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natural  fall,  and  small  hamlets  and  outlying  cottages,  the 
Moole  system  tihoold  be  encouraged,  especially  as  it  affords  a 
yalnable  product  that  can  be  transported  to  the  allotment- 
garden.  A  certain  amount  of  most  unreasonable  prejudice 
exists  against  the  introduction  of  this  useful  contrivance, 
which  every  means  should  be  used  to  overcome.  Now,  most 
farm-houses  stand  apart,  and  in  their  own  grounds,  where  any 
system  of  sewer  is  almost  impossible.  These  are  the  very 
places  where  the  Moule  plan  is  available ;  and  if  agriculturists 
were  to  employ  it,  the  poor  would  quickly  learn  its  advantages. 
It  would,  perhaps,  be  even  better  than  a  public  sewer  in  large 
villages,  for  a  sewer  entails  an  amount  of  supervision,  repairs, 
and  must  have  an  outfall,  and  other  difficulties,  such  as  flushing 
with  water^  and,  if  neglected,  it  engenders  sewer-gas,  which 
is  more  dangerous  than  the  sewage  itself.  The  plan  to  be 
pursued  depends  entirely  upon  the  circumstances  of  the  place 
and  the  configuration  of  the  ground.  The  subject  of  drainage 
connects  itself  with  that  of  nuisances.  This  is,  perhaps,  the 
mosjt  difficult  matter  with  which  a  local  authority  would  have 
to  deal.  Nuisances  are  comparative.  One  man  may  not  con- 
sider that  to  be  a  nuisance  which  may  be  an  intolerable  annoy- 
ance to  his  neighbour.  The  beeping  of  pigs,  for  instance,  is 
a  troublesome  affair.  The  cottager  cannot  be  requested  to 
give  up  80  reasonable  a  habit ;  but  there  can  be  no  doubt  that 
the  presence  of  a  number  of  pigs  in  a  village,  in  their  dirty 
sties, and  with  their  accompanying  heaps  of  decaying  garbage, 
is  very  offensive,  and  perhaps  unhealthy.  The  pig  itself, 
though  commonly  called  a  dirty  animal,  is  not  anything  near 
80  bad  as  has  been  represented.  To  convince  oneself  of  that 
it  is  only  necessary  to  visit  farm-buildings  which  are  well 
looked  after.  The  pigsties  have  no  more  smell  than  the 
stables,  because  the  manure  is  removed,  and  no  garbage  is 
allowed  to  accumulate.  It  is  the  man  who  keeps  the  pig 
that  makes  it  filthy  and  repulsive,  and  not  the  animal  itself. 
Regular  and  clean  food  has  also  much  to  do  with  it,  such  as 
barley-meal.  Cottagers  cannot  afford  barley-meal,  but  they 
certainly  could  keep  their  sties  much  cleaner.  It  does  not 
seem  possible  to  attack  the  nuisance  with  any  other  means 
than  that  of  persuasion,  unless  some  plan  could  be  devised  of 
keeping  pigs  in  a  common  building  outside  the  village ;  or  at 
any  rate,  of  having  the  manure  taken  outside  at  short  inter- 
vals.  Such  nuisances  as  stagnant  ponds  and  mud- filled  ditches 
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are  more  easily  dealt  with^  because  they  are  pablic^  and  inter- 
ference with  them  would  not  touch  upon  any  man's  liberty  of 
action.  Stagnant  ponds  are  of  no  use  to  any  one — even  horses 
will  not  drink  at  them.  The  simple  plan  is  to  remove  the 
mud^  and  then  fill  them  up  level  with  the  ground^  laying  in 
drain-pipes  to  carry  off  the  water  which  accumulated  there. 
But  some  of  these  ponds  could  be  utilized  for  the  benefit  of 
passing  horses  and  cattle.  They  are  fed  with  a  running 
stream,  but,  being  no  man^s  property,  the  pond  becomes 
choked  with  mud  and  manure,  and  the  small  inflow  of  pure 
water  is  not  enough  to  overcome  the  noisome  exhalations. 
These  should  be  cleaned  out  now  and  then,  and,  if  possible, 
the  bottom  laid  down  with  gravel  or  small  stones,  making  the 
pond  shallow  at  the  edges,  and  for  some  distance  in.  Nothing 
is  more  valuable  upon  a  country  road  than  ponds  of  this  cha- 
racter, into  which  a  jaded  horse  can  walk  over  his  fetlock,  and 
cool  his  feet  at  the  same  time  that  he  refreshes  his  thirst. 
They  are  most  welcome  to  cattle  driven  along  the  road. 

The  moral  nuisances  of  drunkenness,  gambling,  and  bad  lan- 
guage at  the  corners  of  the  streets  and  cross-roads  had  best  be 
left  to  the  law  to  deal  with,  though  the  influence  of  a  local  coun- 
cil in  reproof  and  caution  would  undoubtedly  be  considerable. 
But  if  a  bathing-place,  an  out-of-doors  gymnasium,  and  such 
things,  were  established,  these  evils  would  almost  disappear, 
because  the  younger  inhabitants  would  have  something  to 
amuse  themselves  with ;  at  present  they  have  nothing  whatever. 

A  local  authority  of  this  kind  would  confer  a  great  boon 
upon  the  agricultural  poor  if  they  could  renovate  the  old 
idea  of  a  common.  Allotment  grounds  are  most  useful,  but 
they  do  not  meet  every  want.  The  better  class  of  cottagers, 
who  have  contrived  to  save  a  little  money,  often  try  to  keep 
a  cow,  and  before  the  road  surveyors  grew  so  strict,  they 
had  little  difficulty  in  doing  so.  But  now  the  roads  are  so 
jealously  and  properly  preserved  purely  for  traffic,  the 
cottager  has  no  opportunity  of  grazing  a  cow  or  a  donkey. 
It  would  not  be  possible  in  places  where  land  is  chiefly  arable, 
nor  in  others  where  the  meadow-land  is  let  at  a  high  rent, 
but  still  there  are  places  where  a  common  could  be  pro- 
vided. It  need  not  be  the  best  land.  The  poorest  would 
do.  Those  who  graze  should  pay  a  small  fee — so  much  per 
head  per  week.  Such  a  field  would  be  a  great  benefit,  and 
an  encouragement  to  those  who  were  inclined  to  save. 


VILLAQB  OBOANIZATION.  27 

In  almost  every  parish  there  are  a  number  of  public 
charities.  Many  of  these  are  unfortunately  expressly  devised 
for  certain  purposes,  from  which  they  cannot  be  diverted 
without  much  tibuble  and  resorting  to  high  authorities.  But 
there  are  others  left  in  a  loose  manner  for  the  good  of  the 
poor,  and  the  very  origin  of  which  is  doubtful.  Such  are 
many  of  the  pieces  of  land  scattered  about  the  country,  the 
rent  of  which  is  pcdd  to  the  churchwardens  for  the  time  being, 
in  trust  for  the  poor.  At  present  these  charities  are  dissi- 
pated in  petty  almsgiving,  such  as  so  much  bread  and  a 
fourpenny  piece  on  a  certain  day  of  the  year,  a  blanket  or 
cloak  at  Christmas,  and  so  on,  the  utility  of  which  is  more 
than  doubtful.  -Stories  are  currently  believedjof  such  four- 
penny  pieces  purchasing  quarts  of  ale,  and  of  such  blankets 
being  immediately  sold  to  raise  money  for  the  same  end. 
A  village  council  would  be  able  to  suggest  many  ways  in 
which  the  income  of  these  charities  could  be  far  better 
employed.  The  giving  of  coal  has  already  been  substituted 
in  some  places  for  the  fourpenny  piece  andjblanket,  which 
is  certainly  a  sensible  change;  but  if  possible  it  would  be 
better  to  avoid  so-called  charity  altogether.  Why  should  not 
the  income  of  half-a-dozen  villages  lying  adjacent  to  each 
other  be  concentrated  upon  a  cottage  hospital,  or  upon  a 
hospital  for  lying-in  women,  which  is  one  of  the  great  desi- 
derata in  country  places.  Such  institutions  afford  charity 
of  the  highest  and  best  character,  without  any  degradation 
to  the  recipient.  At  the  present  moment  the  woman  who 
has  lost  her  reputation,  and  is  confined  with  an  illegitimate 
child,  simply  proceeds  to  the  workhouse,  where  she  meets 
with  every  attention  skilled  nurses  and  science  can  afford. 
The  labourer's  wife  is  left  to  languish  in  a  close  over-crowded 
room,  and  permitted  to  resume  her  household  labours 
before  she  has  properly  recovered.  There  is  nothing  more 
wretched  than  the  confinement  of  an  agricultural  labourer's 
wife. 

The  health  of  villagers,  notwithstanding  the  pure  air,  is 
often  prejudiced  by  the  over-crowding  of  cottages.  This 
over-crowding  may  not  be  sufficiently  great  to  render  an 
i^peal  to  the  legal  authorities  desirable,  and  yet  may  be 
productive  of  very  bad  effects,  both  moral  and  physical.  It 
is  particularly  the  case  where  the  cottages  are  the  property 
of  the  labourer  himself,  and  are  held  at  a  low  quit-rent.     The 
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labourer  cannot  aflFord  to  rebuild  the  cottage,  whicb  has 
descended  to  him  from  his  father^  or  possibly  grandfather, 
and  which  was  originally  designed  for  one  small  family,  but, 
in  the  course  of  years,  three  or  four  members  of  that  family 
have  acquired  a  right  of  residence  in  it.  Of  this  right  they 
are  extremely  tenacious,  though  it  may  be  positively  injurious 
to  them.  As  many  as  two  married  men,  with  wives  and 
children,  may  crowd  themselves  into  this  dirty  hovel,  with  a 
result  of  quarreling  and  immorality  that  cannot  be  surpassed  ; 
in  fact,  some  things  that  have  happened  in  such  places  are 
not  to  be  mentioned.  Under  the  best  circumstances  it  often 
happens  that  there  are  not  suflScient  cottages  in  a  parish  for 
the  accommodation  of  the  necessary  workmen.  Complaints 
are  continually  arising,  from  no  one  so  much  as  from  the 
agriculturist,  who  can  never  depend  upon  their  men  remain- 
ing because  of  the  deficiency  of  lodging.  It  is  not  often  that 
the  entire  parish  belongs  to  one  landlord ;  frequently,  there 
are  four  or  five  landlords,  and  a  large  number  of  freehold 
properties  let  to  tenants.  Nor  even  where  parishes  are  more 
or  less  the  property  of  one  person,  is  it  always  practicable 
for  the  estate  to  bear  the  burden  of  additional  cottage 
building.  The  cost  of  a  cottage  varies  more,  perhaps,  than 
any  other  estimate,  according  to  the  size,  the  materials  to 
be  employed,  and  their  abundance  in  the  neighbourhood. 
But  it  may  be  safely  believed  that  the  estimates  given  to 
landowners  and  others  desirous  of  erecting  cottages,  very- 
much  exceed  the  sum  at  which  they  can  be  built.  Deduct 
the  hauling  of  materials — ^a  considerable  item — ^which  could 
be  done  by  the  farmers  themselves  at  odd  times. 

In  some  places  the  materials  may  be  found  upon  an 
adjacent  farm,  and  for  such  purposes  might  be  had  for  a 
nominal  sum.  Altogether,  a  very  fair  cottage  might  be  built 
for  a  hundred  to  a  hundi^ed  and  fifty  pounds,  according  to  the 
circumstances.  These,  of  course,  would  not  be  ornamental 
houses  with  Gothic  porches  and  elaborate  gables ;  but  plain 
cottages,  and  quite  as  comfortable.  In  round  figures,  four 
such  places  might  be  erected  for  five  hundred  pounds.*  For  a 
large  parish  will  contain  as  many  as  twenty  farmers,  and  some 
more  than  that.  Five  hundred  distributed  between  twenty  is 
but  twenty-five  pounds  a  piece,  and  this  sum  could  be  still 

*  This,  of  course,  is  upon  the  suppoaition  that  the  materialB  are  obtained  at  a 
nominal  cost,  and  the  hauling  not  charged  for. 
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fartlier  reduced  if  the  landlords,  the  clergy,  and  the  principal 
inhabitants  are  calcolated  to  take  an  interest  in  the  matter. 
Let  it  be  taken  at  twenty  pounds  each,  and  the  product  four 
cottages.  As  there  are  supposed  to  be  twenty  farms,  it  may 
be  reckoned  that  eight  or  ten  new  cottages  would  be  welcome. 
This  would  vary  with  circumstances.  In  some  places  five 
would  be  sufficient.  Ten  would  be  the  very  highest  number  ; 
and  may  be  considered  quite  exceptional.  Now  for  the  repay- 
ment of  the  investment  of  twenty  pounds.  Four  cottages  at 
two  shillings  per  week  equals  twenty  pounds  per  annum.  At 
this  rate  in  five  and  twenty  years  each  subscriber  would  be  paid 
back  his  principal;  say,  after  the  manner  of  bonds,  one  re- 
deemable every  year,  and  drawn  for  by  lot.  An  agriculturist 
who  invests  a  hundred  or  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  in  a 
cottage  expects  some  interest  upon  his  money;  but  he  can 
afford  to  sink  twenty  pounds  for  a  few  years  in  view  of  future 
benefit.  But  there  are  means  by  which  the  repayment  could 
be  much  accelerated ;  i.e.,  by  inducing  the  tenants  of  a  cottage 
to  pay  a  higher  rent,  and  so  become,  after  a  time,  the  possessor 
of  the  tenement,  in  the  same  way  as  with  building  societies. 

It  may,  however,  be  considered  preferable  that  the  cottages 
should  remain  the  property  of  the  village  council — each  mem- 
ber receiving  back  his  original  payment.  This  is  thrown  out 
merely  as  a  suggestion;  but  this  much  is  clear,  that  were 
there  an  organization  of  this  kind  there  would  be  no  material 
difficulty  in  the  way  of  increasing  the  cottage  accommodation. 
A  number  of  gentlemen  working  together  would  overcome 
the  want  with  ease.  At  all  events,  if  they  did  not  go  so  far  as 
to  erect  new  cottages,  they  might  effect  a  great  deal  of 
improvement  in  repairing  dilapidated  places,  and  enlarging 
existing  premises. 

In  thus  rapidly  sketching  out  the  various  ways  in  which  a 
local  village  authority  might  encourage  the  growth  and  im- 
provement of  the  place,  it  has  been  endeavoured  to  indicate, 
in  a  suggestive  manner,  the  way  in  which  such  an  authority 
might  be  established.  It  is  not  for  one  moment  proposed 
that  an  application  should  be  made  to  the  Legislature  for  a 
special  enactment  enabling  such  councils  to  act  with  legal 
force.  To  such  a  course  there  would  certainly  arise  the  most 
vigorous  opposition  on  the  part  of  all  classes  of  the  agricul- 
tural community,  from  landlord,  tenant,  and  labourer  alike. 
There  exists  an  irresistible  dislike  to  any  form  of  '^imperiaP' 
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interference^  as  is  amply  proved  by  the  resistance  offered  to 
the  School  Board  system,  and  by  the  comparative  impotence 
of  the  rural  sanitary  authorities.     People  would  rather  suffer 
annoyance  than  call  in  an  outside  power.     The  species  of  local 
authority  here  indicated  must  be  founded  entirely  upon  the 
will  of  the  inhabitants  themselves ;  and  its  power  be  derived 
rather  from  acquiescence  than  from  inherent  force.    In  fact^ 
the  major  part  of  its  duties  would  not  require  any  legal  power. 
The  allotment-garden^  the  cottage  repair,  the  common,  the 
bathing-place,   readiug-room,   etc.,   would    require    no   legal 
authority  to  render  them  useful  and  attractive.     Neither  is  it 
probable  that   any  serious   opposition  would  be  made   to   a 
system  of  drainage,  and  certainly  none  whatever  to  an  im- 
proved water  supply.     No  force  would  be  necessary,  and  the 
whole  moral  influence  of  landlord,  and   tenant,  and  clergy, 
would  sway  in  the  proposed  direction.     It  has  often  been  re- 
marked that  the  agricultural  class — the  tenant-farmer — is  the 
one  lea^t  capable  of  combination,  and  there  is  a  great  deal  of 
truth  in  the  assertion  of  the  lack  of  all  cohesion,  and  united 
action.     It  must,  however,  be  remembered  that  until  very 
lately  no  kind  of  combination  has  been  proposed,  no  attempt 
made   to   organize  action.      That,  at  least  in  local  matters, 
agriculturists  are  capable  of  combination  and  united  action 
has  been  proved  by  the  strenuous  exertions  made  to  retain 
the  voluntary  school  system,  and  also  by  the  endeavours  made 
for  the  restoration  of  village  churches.      If  the  total  of  the 
sums  obtained  for  schools  and  for  village  church  restoration 
could  be  ascertained,  it  would  be  found  to  amount  to  some- 
thing very  great ;  and  in  the  case  of  the  schools  at  any  rate, 
and  to  some  degree  in  the  case  of  restorations,  the  adminis- 
tration of  the   funds  has  rested  upon  the  leading   farmers 
assembled  in  committees.     When  once  a  number  of  agricul- 
turists have  formed  a  combination  with  an  understood  object, 
they  are  less  Kable  to  be  thrown  into  disorder  by  factious 
differences  amongst  themselves  than  any  other  class  of  men. 
They  are  willing  to  agree  to  anything  reasonable,  and  do  not 
persist  in  amendments  just  in  order  that  a  favourite  crotchet 
may  be   gratified.      In   other  words,  they  are   amenable  to 
common  sense  and  practical  arguments. 

There  would  be  very  little  doubt  of  harmonious  action  if 
once  such  a  combination  was  formed.  It  could  be  started  in 
many  ways — by  the  clergyman  asking  the  tenants  of  the  parish 
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to  meet  him  in  the  village  school-room,  and  there  giving  a 
rapid  sketch  of  the  proposed  organization ;  and  if  any  land- 
lord, or  magistrate,  or  leading  gentleman  was  present,  the 
thing  woald  be  set  on  its  legs  on  the  spot.  In  most  parishes 
tiiere  are  one  or  more  large  tenant  farmers  who  natnrally  take 
the  lead  in  their  own  class,  and  they  would  speedily  obtain 
adherents  to  the  movement.  It  would  bo  as  well,  perhaps,  if 
the  attempt  were  made,  for  the  promoters  to  draw  up  a  species 
of  circular  for  distribution  in  every  house  and  cottage  in  the 
parish^  explaining  the  objects  of  the  association,  and  inviting 
co-operation  on  the  part  of  rich  and  poor  alike.  Once  a 
meeting  waa  called  together,  and  a  committee  appointed,  the 
principal  diflScnlty  would  be  got  over. 

The  next  matter — in  fact,  the  first  matter  for  the  considera- 
tion of  such  a  committee — ^would  be  the  method  of  raising 
funds.  All  legally-established  bodies  have  powers  of  obtaining 
money,  as  by  rates;  but  the  example  of  the  independent 
schools  and  church  restorations  has  amply  proved  that  money 
will  be  forthcoming  for  proper  purposes  without  resort  to 
compulsion.  The  abolition  of  church-rates  has  not  in  any  way 
tended  to  the  degradation  of  the  church ;  perhaps,  on  the  con- 
trary, more  has  been  done  towards  church  extension  since 
that  date  than  before.  A  voluntary  rate  is  still  collected  in 
many  places,  and  produces  a  considerable  sum,  the  calculation 
being  made  upon  the  basis  of  the  poor-rate  assessment.  The 
objects  of  such  a  village  association  being  eminently  practical, 
devoid  of  any  sectarian  bearing  and  thoroughly  local  in  appli- 
cation, there  would  probably  be  little  difficulty  in  collecting  a 
small  voluntary  rate  for  its  support,  even  amongst  the  poorest 
of  the  population.  The  cottager  would  not  grudge  a  few 
pence  for  objects  in  which  he  has  an  obvious  interest,  and 
which  are  close  at  home ;  but  in  the  formation  of  the  asso- 
ciation it  would,  perhaps,  be  practicable  to  begin  with  a  sub- 
scription of  one  guinea  each  from  every  member,  the 
subscription^of  one  guinea  per  annum  endowing  the  giver  with 
voting  power  at  the  meetings.  If  there  were  five-and-twenty 
&rmers  in  a  parish,  there  would  be  five-and-twenty  guineas 
(it  is  not  probable  that  any  farmer  would  stand  out  from  such 
a  society),  and  five-and-twenty  guineas  would  be  quite  sufficient 
to  start  the  thing.  Suppose  the  society  commence  with  sup- 
plying  additional  allotment-grounds.  They  rent,  say,  eight 
acres  at  £2  10s.  per  acre,  equalling  £20  per  annum ;  but  they 
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only  expend  £10  on  rent  for  one  half-year,  becaase  the  other 
half  will  be  paid  by  incoming  tenants.  The  labour  to  be  ex- 
pended on  the  plot  in  making  it  tenable  can  hardly  be 
reckoned^  because,  in  all  probability,  it  would  be  done  by 
their  own  men  at  odd  times.  Many  places  would  not  require 
draining  at  aU,  and  it  need  not  be  done  at  starting,  and 
the  generaUty  of  fields  are  already  drained.  So  that  about 
£15  would  suflSce  to  start  the  allotment-groundfl,  leaving  £10 
in  hand  to  make  a  bathing-place  with,  or  to  erect  a  pump,  or 
purchase  hose  or  tank  for  water  supply.  Here  we  have  a  con- 
siderable progress  arrived  at  with  one  year's  subscription  only, 
not  counting  on  any  subscription  from  the  landlord,  or  clergy, 
or  resident  gentlemen.  The  funds  required  are,  in  fact,  not 
nearly  so  large  as  might  be  imagined.  Most  of  these  im- 
provements, when  once  started,  would  last  for  some  years 
without  further  outlay ;  the  allotments  would  probably  return 
a  small  income.  It  is  not  so  necessary  to  do  everything  in  one 
year.  Add  the  sums  collected  on  a  low  rate  to  the  yearly 
subscription  of  the  members,  and  there  would  probably  be 
suflScient  for  every  purpose,  except  that  of  cottage  repairs 
or  the  erection  of  new  cottages.  Such  more  expensive  matters 
would  require  shareholders  investing  larger  sums;  but  the 
income  already  mentioned  would  probably  enable  all  ordinary 
improvements  to  be  carried  out,  even  draining ;  and,  after  a 
year  or  two,  a  small  reserve  fund  would  even  accumulate.  It 
would,  however,  be  important  to  bring  the  poorer  class  to 
feel  that  these  matters,  in  a  manner,  depended  upon  their  own 
exertions.  There  might  be  a  subscription  of  twopence  a 
month  for  certain  given  objects,  as  the  bathing-place,  the 
water-tank,  or  other  things  in  hand  at  the  time ;  and  it  would 
probably  be  well  responded  to.  They  should  also  be  invited 
to  give  their  labour  free  of  charge  after  farm  work.  In 
the  case  of  important  alterations  aflFecting  the  whole  village, 
such  as  drainage,  they  might  be  asked  to  meet  the  society  in 
the  school-room,  and  then  let  the  matter  be  put  to  the  vote. 
After  a  few  months,  there  can  be  no  doubt  the  labouring 
population  would  come  to  take  a  very  animated  interest  in 
such  proceedings.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  common  sense  in 
the  labourer,  and  once  let  him  see  the  practical  as  opposed  to 
the  theoretical  benefif,  and  his  co-operation  is  certain. 

The  members   of  the  society  would  have  no   trouble  in 
electing  a  committee.     There  might  be  more  than  one  com- 
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mittee  to  attend  to  different  matters^  as  tbe  allotment  and  the 
water  supply,  because  it  would  happen  that  one  gentleman 
would  havemore  practical  knowledge  of  gardening,  and  another 
would  have  more  acquaintance  with  the  means  of  dealing  with 
water,  fix)m  the  experience  gained  in  his  own  water  meadows. 
There  should  be  a  president  of  the  society,  a  treasurer,  and 
secretary;  and  a  general  meeting  might  take  place  once  every 
two  months,  the  committee  meeting  as  circumstances  dictated. 
Any  member  having  a  scheme  to  propose  could  draw  up  a 
short  outline  of  his  plan  in  writing,  and  submit  it  to  the 
general  meeting,  when,  if  it  met  with  favour,  it  could  be 
handed  over  to  a  committee  for  execution. 

Such  an  association  might  call  itself  the  village  Local  Society* 
It  would  be  distinct  from  all  party  politics ;  it  would  have  nothing 
to  do  with  individual  disputes  or  grievances  between  landlord  and 
tenant ;  it  would  most  carefully  disclaim  all  sectarian  objects. 
It  would  meet  in  a  friendly  genial  manner,  and  if  a  few  bottles 
of  sberry  could  be  placed  on  the  table  the  better.     A  formal, 
hard,  entirely  business-like  meeting  is  undesirable  and  to  be 
avoided.     The  affairs  in  progress  should  be  discussed  in  a  free, 
open  manner,  and  without  any  attempt  at  set  speeches,  though 
to  prevent  mistakes  propositions  would  have  to  be  moved  and 
seconded,  and  entered  in  a  minute-book.    Such  a  society  would 
be  the  means  of  bringing  gentlemen  together  from  distant 
parts  of  the  parish,  and  would  lead  to  a  more  intimate  social 
connection.     It  would  have  other  uses  than  those  for  which  it 
was  formally  instituted.     In  the  event  of  a  serious  outbreak 
of  fever  in  the  village,  or  any  infectious  disease,  it  might  be 
of  the  very  greatest  utility  in  affording  assistance  to  the  poor, 
and  in  making  arrangements  for  preventing  the  spread  of  in- 
fection by  the  plan  of  isolation.     It  might  set  apart  a  cottage 
for  the  reception  of  patients,  and  engage  additional  medical 
assistance.     The  influence  it  would  exercise  in  the  village  and 
parisb  would  be  very  great,  and  might  produce  a  decided 
improvement  in  the  moral  tone  of  the  place.     In  the  event  of 
disaffection  and  agitation  arising  among  the  labouring  classes, 
it  might  be  enabled  to  establish  a  reasonable  compromise,  and, 
in  time,  a  good  many  little  petty  disputes  among  the  poor 
would  be  referred  to  the  society  for  arbitration. 

In  large  villages  it  might  be  found  advantageous  to  estab- 
lish a  ladies'  committee  in  connection  with  such  a  society. 
There  are  many  matters  in  which  the  ladies  are  better  agents. 
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and  possess  a  special  knowledge.     It  may,  perhaps,  be  thought 
rather  an  advanced  idea ;  but  would  not  some  instruction  in 
cookery  be  extremely  useful  to  the  agricultural  girl  just  growing 
up  into  womanhood  ?    The  cooking  she  learns  at  home  is  simply 
no  cooking  at  all.     It  is  hardly  possible  to  induce  the  elder 
women  to  change  the  habits  of  a  lifetime,  but  the  girls,  fast 
growing  up,  would  be  eager  to  learn.     With  the  increase  of 
wages,  the  labourer  has  obtained  a  certain  addition  to  his  five, 
and   can  occasionally  afford  some   of  the  cheaper  pieces    of 
butcher^s   meat.     But   the  women  have  no  idea  of  utilizing 
these    pieces    in    the  most   economical    and   savoury  ways. 
Plentiful  as  vegetables  are  at  times,  they  are  only  used  in 
the  coarsest   manner.      The   ladies^    committee    would   also 
have  important  work  before  them  in  boarding  out  the  orphan 
children  from  the  Union,  and  also  in  endeavouring  to  find  em- 
ployment for  the  great  girls  who  play  about  the  village,  getting 
them  into  service,  and  so  on.     In  the  distribution  of  charities 
(if  charities  there  must  be),  ladies  are  far  more  eflScient  than 
men,  and  they   may  exercise  an  influence    in  moral  matters 
where  no  one  else  could  interfere.     If  there  is  any  charity 
which  deserves  to  be  assisted  by  this  local  society,  it  is  the 
cheapening  of  coals  in  the  winter.     Already  in  some  villages 
the  principal  farmers  combine  to  purchase  a  good  stock  of  coal 
at  the  beginning  of  winter,  and  as  they  buy  it  in  large  quanti- 
ties they  get  it  somewhat  cheaper.    Their  teams  and  waggons 
haul  it  to  the  village,  and  in  the  dead  of  winter  it  is  retailed 
to  the  cottagers  at  less  than  cost  price.     This  is  a  most  useful 
institution,  and  can  hardly  be  called  a  charity.     The  fact  that 
this  has  been  done  is  a  proof  that  organization  for  objects  of 
local  benefit  is  quite  possible  in  rural  parishes.     Landowners 
and  resident  gentlemen  would  naturally  take  an  interest  in 
such  proceedings,  and  may  very  properly  be  asked  to  sub- 
scribe;    but  the   actual  execution   of  the  plans  decided  on 
should  be  left  in  the  hands  of  tenant-farmers,  who  have  a  direct 
interest,  and  who  come  into  daily  contact  with  the  lower  class. 
As  a  means  of  adding  to  their  funds,  the  society  could  give 
popular  entertainments  of  reading  and  singing,  which  have 
often  been  found  effective  in  raising  money  for  the  purchase  of 
a  new  harmonium,  and  which,  at  the  same  time,  afford  a  harm- 
less gratification.     It  would,  perhaps,  be  better  if  such  a  society 
were  to  keep  itself  distinct  from  any  project  of  church  restora- 
tion, or  even  from  the  school  question,   because  it  is  most 
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essential  that  they  should  be  free  from  the  sh'ghtest  suspicion 
of  leaning  towards  any  party.  Their  authority  must  be  based 
upon  universal  consent.  They  might  perform  a  useful  task  if 
they  could  induce  the  cottagers  to  insure  their  goods  and 
chattels,  or  in  any  way  assist  them  to  do  so.  Cottages  are 
exceptionably  liable  to  conflagration,  and  afler  the  place  is 
burnt,  there  is  piteous  weepng  and  wailing,  and  general  beg- 
ging to  replace  the  lost  furniture  and  bedding.  There  is  much 
to  be  done  also  in  the  matter  of  sayings.  It  seems  to  be 
pretty  well  demonstrated  by  the  history  of  benefit  clubs  and 
tiie  e^culations  of  actuaries,  that  the  agricultural  labourer,  out 
of  his  amount  of  wages,  cannot  put  by  a  sufficient  monthly 
eontaribotion  to  enable  him  to  receive  a  pension  when  he  becomes 
old  aad  infirm.  But  that  is  not  the  slightest  reason  why  he 
shofdd  not  save  small  sums  year  by  year,  which,  in  course  of 
time,  woald  amount  to  a  nice  little  thing  to  fall  back  upon  in 
case  of  sickness  or  accident.  There  are  many  aged  and 
deserving  men  who  have  worked  all  thrir  lives  in  one  place 
and  ahnost  upon  one  fiirm,  and,  at  last,  are  reduced  to  the 
pitifrd  allowance  of  the  parish,  occasionally  supplemented  by 
a  friendly  gift.  These  cases  are  very  painful  to  witness,  and 
are  felt  to  be  wrong  by  the  tenant  farmers.  But  one  per- 
son cannot  entirely  support  them;  and  often  it  happens 
Uiat  the  man  who  would  have  done  his  best  is  dead — the  old 
employer  fiar  whom  they  worked  so  many  years  is  gone  before 
them  to  his  rest.  If  there  were  but  a  little  organization  such 
cases  would  not  pass  unnoticed. 

Certain  it  is  that  the  tendency  of  the  age,  and  the  progress 
of  recent  events,  indicates  the  coming  of  a  time  when  organi- 
zation of  some  kind  in  rural  districts  will  be  necessary.  The 
labour-agitation  was  a  lesson  of  this  kind.  There  are  up- 
heaving forces  at  work  among  the  agricultural  lower  class  as 
wen  as  in  the  lower  class  of  towns ;  a  flow  of  fresh  knowledge, 
and  larger  aspirations,  which  require  guidance  and  super- 
vision; lest  they  run  to  riot  and  excess.  An  organization  of 
the  character  here  indicated  would  meet  the  difficulties  of  the 
future,  and  meet  them  in  the  best  of  ways ;  for  while  possess- 
ing power  to  improve  and  to  reform,  it  would  have  no  hated 
odour  of  compulsion.  Tlie  suggestions  here  put  forth  are,  of 
course,  aU  more  or  less  tentative.  They  sketch  an  outline,  the 
filling  up  of  which  must  fidl  upon  practical  men.  Mid  which 
must  dei)end  greatly  upon  the  circumstances  of  the  locality. 
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While  Christopher  Marlowe  may  not  inaptly  be  desciibed  as 
the  stormy  petrel  of  the  Elizabethan  age  of  dramatists^  Philip 
Massinger  may  not  inappropriately  be  termed  the  dove. 
Thongh  his  white  wings  were  occasionally  sallied  by  the  gross- 
nesses  and  impurities  of  the  time^  on  the  whole  this  mes- 
senger of  genius  was  also  the  messenger  of  purity  and 
promise.  To  escape  from  Marlowe  and  to  find  refuge  in 
Massinger^  is  to  escape  from  the  whirlwind  and  tempest  of  the 
troubled  sea  into  the  quietude  and  peace  of  a  safe  harbour. 
In  the  one  we  behold  an  access  of  passion  scarcely  attained  by 
any  other  writer;  in  the  other  we  witness  dignity  and  repose. 
The  two  men  seem  to  stand  at  the  antipodes  of  dramatic 
Avt.  Marlowe  laboured  as  a  young  giant  conscious  of  possess- 
ing immense  powers^  but  one  who  is  unable  as  yet  adequately 
to  gauge  their  strength^  and  to  know  whether  his  capacities 
are  capable  of  leading  him ;  Massinger  holds  himself  in  un- 
ruffled calm^  knowing  precisely  what  he  is  able  to  accomplish^ 
and  doing  his  work  wisely  and  weU.  The  untrained  Hercules 
of  the  drama  is  perceptible  in  Marlowe ;  the  finished  artist  in 
Massinger.  While  the  latter  has  had  some  recognition  at  the 
hands  of  students  of  English  literature^  it  seems  to  me  that 
what  has  been  done  has  been  quite  incommensurate  with  his 
merits.  The  overwhelming  pre-eminence  of  Jonson  and 
Shakespeare  have  something  to  do  with  this ;  for  in  the  full 
blaze  of  noon  men  are  unable  to  see  the  stars.  Yet  the  light 
of  the  lesser  luminaries  is  one  for  which  men  have  ever  been 
grateful  in  their  generations  of  comparative  darkness ;  and 
now  that  we  look  back  into  past  ages^  endeavouring  to  appraise 
the  worth  of  genius  which  has  illumined  the  world,  it  would 
be  thankless  and  detrimental  to  ignore  the  shining  of  the 
minor  planets  on  the  literary  horizon.  There  are  few  writers^ 
even  in  that  great  age  of  Elizabeth  in  which  he  livedo  who  are 
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in  seyeral  respects  so  worthy  of  remembrance  as  Massinger ; 
and  it  -will  be  my  endeavonr — following  with  diffidence  the 
steps  of  previons  commentators^  and  on  occasion  possibly 
straying  from  the  beaten  track  of  criticism — to  take  a  some- 
what broader  and  fiiller  view  of  the  dramatist  than  has  hitherto 
been  presented. 

Mr.  Swinbnme  has^  in  eloqaent  and  trenchant  terms^*  set 
forth  his  objections  to  a  race  of  Shakespearian  commentators 
who  have  never  yet  commanded  my  sympathy^  neither  indeed 
will^  tin  my  admiration  for  the  earnestness  and  the  lamini- 
feroos  yalne  of  genius  dies  away^  and  gives  place  to  a  desire 
to  probe  into  its  accidents.  The  thunder  which  rolls  in  the 
heayens  impresses  man  with  the  snblimest  ideas  of  majesty 
and  power^  and  the  clearest  exposition  of  the  laws  of  the 
nniyerse  could  never  rob  him  of  that  sentiment  of  wonder 
which  instinctively  fills  him  when  the  artillery  of  the  Invisible 
is  set  ia  motion.  So  with  Shakespeare:  to  tell  me  that  he 
was  such  an  age  when  he  wrote  a  particular  drama;  that  this 
comedy  fbUowed  that  tragedy^  and  that  critics  hitherto  have 
been  universally  wrong  by  a  whole  year  in  assigning  the  time 
of  production  to  such  and  such  a  play^  may  argue  unparalleled 
ability  on  the  part  of  the  informant,  but  it  is  not  that  precise 
ability  which  Shakespeare  himself  would  have  longed  to  wit- 
ness in  his  professed  admirers.  Mental  assiduity,  which  could 
spend  numbers  of  years  poring  over  the  letter  of  his  plays, 
while  the  spirit  evaporated  in  the  operation,  would  have  had 
no  charm  for  that  soul  whose  greatest  delight  lay  in  exciting 
or  purifying  human  emotion.  The  author  of  "  Bothwell '' 
speaks  of  the  presumption  and  the  pretension  of  those  minor 
critics  who  "  dissect  an  authentic  play  of  Shakespeare  scene 
by  scene,  and  assign  different  parts  of  the  same  poem  to 
different  dates,  by  the  same  pedagogic  rules  of  numeration 
and  mensuration  which  they  would  apply  to  the  general 
question  of  the  order  and  succession  of  his  collective  works. 
This  vivisection  of  a  single  poem  is  not  defensible  as  a  freak 
of  scholarship — an  excursion  beyond  the  bounds  of  bare  proof, 
from  which  the  wanderer  may  chance  to  bring  back,  if  not 
such  treasure  as  he  went  out  to  seek,  yet  some  stray  godsend 
or  rare  literary  windfall  which  may  serve  to  excuse  his  in- 
dulgence in  the  seemingly  profitless  pastime  of  a  truant 
disposition.     It  is  a  pure  impertinence  to  affirm  with  oracular 

•  "  Fortnightly  Eeriew/*  May,  1875. 
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aasaranoe  what  might  perfaipB  be  admissible  as  a  suggestion, 
offered  with  the  due  diffidenoe  of  modest  and  genoine  soholaor- 
sfaip ;  to  assert  on  the  strength  of  tike  personal  intuition  of  a 
parirate  pedant  that  sndi  must  be  the  history  or  sndi  ihe 
oomposituHi  of  a  great  work  whose  history  he  alone  could  tdl, 
whose  composition  he  alone  could  explain^  who  ga?e  it  to  na 
afl  his  genius  had  grren  it  to  him.''  Yet  these  observations 
trikthfttllj  ittdioate  the  danger  whidi  threatens  Shakespeanan 
eritidsm  in  tiie  present  day.  The  desire  to  be  the  mere  fly  on 
the  wheels  and  to  experience  the  necessary  dbstion  when  the 
wheel  goes  roimd^  and  the  world  is  amazed  at  the  excitement 
craated— -is  the  hope  and  the  dream  of  many  a  critic  who  has 
no  other  qualification  for  connecting  his  name  with  those  of 
our  ioMnorkd.  dramatists.  They  have  their  reward,  Ihough  the 
result  of  their  researches,  in  many  cases,  does  not  transcend 
one  whit  in  worth  that  of  the  antiquarian  Pickwick. 

Wah.  the  Great  Elizabethan  Dramatic  Research  and  Date- 
CotnpiUBg  Company  (Unlimited),  then,  I  shall  have  little  to 
do  in  the  present  paper.  Yet  I  do  not  underrate  ihe  interest 
whidi  i^taches  to  such  facts  as  that  Shelley  wrote  ^'  Queen 
Mab ''  at  nineteen,  and  that  Mozart  was  under  thirty  when  he 
composed  ^  Le  Nozze  di  Figaro ; ''  or,  to  take  the  other  side 
of  the  question,  that  Bichardson  was  over  fifty  when  he 
produced  his  first  novel  ^'Pamela,''  that  Lord  Herbert  of 
Cherbury  wrote  his  ^^  Tractatns  de  Veritate ''  when  he  was 
past  fbrfy  years  of  age,  and  that  many  other  authors  abo  did 
not  give  us  their  masterpieces  till  they  had  at  least  readied, 
sometimes  passed,  the  age  of  maturity. 

These  facts  might  be  useful  in  a  discussion  upon  the  gene- 
ration and  characteristics  of  genius,  and  the  causes  for  its 
early  or  late  development,  as  the  case  may  be;  and  much 
interest  might  be  created  by  an  investigation  into  the  vahie 
and  strength  of  genius  which  exhibited  itself  in  the  ad<desoent 
and  early-manhood  period,  as  contrasted  with  that  which 
burst  forth  in  later  life.  For  example,  tiie  whole  of  Marlowe's 
work — so  magnificent  in  outline — was  completed  b^ore  the 
dramatist  attained  his  twenty-ninth  year;  while  Milton's 
^'  Paradise  Lost ''  was  written  at  an  age  after  Shakespeare 
had  finished  his  career,  and  left  behind  him  those  intellectual 
labours  which  are  the  wonder  of  the  ages.  The  theme  is  one 
that  might  weU  be  pursued  with  advantage,  and  the  two 
classes  of  work,  while  equally  noble  in  execution,  would  be 
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found  to  offer  striking  points  of  difference  wliich  I  should 
regard  as  the  necessary  conseqaence  of  the  varying  periods  at 
wliich  they  were  written.  Bat  as  a  q[aestion  of  the  simple 
dates  of  prodvction  of  specified  plays  by  any  author,  such 
investigations  as  those  to  which  reference  has  been  made  could 
not  fidl  to  be  barren  of  profit  to  the  reader.  The  aim  of  the 
dramatist  is  to  set  forth^  as  it  should  be  the  solicitation  of  the 
bnik  of  mankind  to  receive,  the  multifarious  lessons  which 
6tdi  age  of  humanity  is  charged  to  deliver  to  its  successor. 
Oiiticism,  to  be  worthy  of  the  name,  is  that  talent  whidi  finds 
its  legitimate  exercise  in  the  interpretation  of  these  lessons 
where  obscure,  and  the  enforcement  of  them  when  they  are 
in  danger  of  being  ignored  or  rejected. 

The  age  of  Shakespeare  was  pre-eminently  great  in  litera- 
ture by  virtue  of  the  fact  that  then  was  to  be  beheld  human 
nature  exposing  its  passions  and  emotions  through  the  mouth  of 
the  poet  with  a  fulness  and  freedom  hitherto  unmatched.  The 
finit  person  singular  of  the  drama  had  never  been  wielded  with 
cqaal  force  and  effect ;  the  imagination  of  the  writers  was  so 
strong  and  yet  so  variable,  that  every  atom  which  helps  to 
form  this  vast  concourse  of  humanity  seemed  to  find  an  inter- 
preting spirit,  from  Hamlet  to  Launcelot  Qobbo.  Poetry 
paffled  into  a  reality,  and  the  minor  poets  were  tinged  with  a 
sincerity  which  entirely  possessed  the  greater.  At  various 
periods  since  the  sixteenth  century,  we  have  witnessed  is<^ted 
instances  where  the  poet  has  been  endowed  with  a  similar 
&calty  of  imitation  in  its  highest  form ;  but  never  has  there 
been  an  age  in  the  world's  history  when  the  poetic  art  was  so 
snfiused  with  enthusiasin,  so  inspired  by  earnestness.  How 
great  a  number  of  writers  could  be  tabulated  whose  dramas 
are  wonderful  for  the  truthfidness  with  which  they  depict  the 
actual  manners  of  the  time,  and  the  startling  penetration  with 
which  they  strip  the  vesture  from  man,  and  lay  bare  the  living 
soul  I     Not  ihe  least  of  these  writers  was  Philip  Massinger. 

The  details  of  his  history  are  somewhat  sparse-;  but  this  is 
scarcely  of  so  much  moment  as  the  fact  that,  though  nineteen 
plays  known  to  be  written  by  him  are  in  existence,  there  are 
eighteen  otiiers  which  it  is  to  be  feared  will  never  be  restored 
to  Uteiature.  Massinger  came  in  the  very  thick  of  the  English 
dramatists,  having  been  bom  in  the  year  1584,  when  Shake- 
speare and  Marlowe  were  young  men,  and  '^  Bare  Ben  Jonson  " 
hat  a  youth,  and  a  very  troublesome  one,  as  Ve  may  safely 
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assume.  To  recall  the  names  of  some  of  those  writers  con<» 
temporary  with  Massinger^  is  to  remind  ourselves  of  the  most 
brilliant  period  in  the  literary  history  of  the  world ;  the  age  of 
Massinger^  besides  being  the  age  of  ''  the  Swan  of  Avon,'^ 
was  also  that  of  Webster^  Chapman,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher, 
Ford,  Marlowe,  Marsfcon,  Shirley,  and  Daniel,  in  poetry;  of 
Bacon,  Raleigh,  and  Hobbes,  in  prose. 

Salisbury  is  mentioned  as  the  place  of  Massinger^s  birth, 
but  it  may  be  said,  once  for  all,  that  there  is  much  of  speculation 
connected  with  the  records  of  all  the  Elizabethan  dramatists  ; 
and  it  would  be  sorry  work  to  hang  a  dog  even  upon  evidence 
parallel  in  value  with  much  of  that  which  has  been  handed 
down  to  us  in  connection  with  these  writers.  The  compiler  of 
the  new  edition  of  Massinger  (upon  the  lines  and  firom  the 
text  of  Gifford)  assures  us  that  the  books  of  the  Salisbury 
churches  "  have  been  searched  in  vain  for  any  record  of  his 
baptism ;  but  as  one  of  the  principal  of  the  churches  fell  down  in 
1 653,  and  there  is  a  vacuum  in  its  registers  extending  over  the 
period  in  which  the  name  might  have  appeared,  it  is  probable 
that  the  infant  son  of  Arthur  Massinger  received  the  name  of 
Philip  at  the  font  of  St.  Edmund's."  Further,  as  it  is  pointed 
out.  Hartley  Coleridge  indulges  the  pleasing  fancy  that  he 
must  have  had  for  sponsor  the  greatest  Englishman  who  has 
ever  borne  that  name ;  the  poet-soldier  in  whose  *'  sweetly- 
constituted  mind  no  ugly  thought  or  unhandsome  meditation 
could  find  a  harbour;  who  turned  all  that  he  touched  into 
images  of  honour  and  virtue ;  and  who  himself  derived  it  from 
the  arch-enemy  of  his  country  and  his  religion.^'  These  dis- 
cursive flights  of  the  critic's  imagination  are  of  course  very 
pleasant  and  very  beautiful;  but  they  would  be  greatly 
enhanced  in  value  by  having  a  more  stable  basis.  However, 
we  must  not  be  too  severe  on  this  particular  conjecture,  seeing 
that  Sir  Philip  Sidney's  sister  was  Pembroke's  wife,  and  the 
poet's  father  was  a  servant  in  the  Herbert  family.  Nay, 
it  was  discovered  some  years  ago,  in  the  course  of  certain 
researches,  that  Arthur  Massinger  must  have  been  a  man 
of  parts,  birth,  and  principle ;  a  letter  having  been  found 
from  Henry,  Earl  of  Pembroke,  to  the  celebrated  Earl  of 
Burghley,  recommending  him,  with  many  words  of  high  praise, 
for  the  reversion  of  the  office  of  Examiner  in  the  Court  of 
the  Marches  towards  South  Wales.  Years  afterwards,  also, 
when  there  were  matrimonial  negotiations  pending  between 
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members  of  the  two  illustrious  families,  the  Pembrokes  and 
the  Borghleys,  Arthur  Massinger  had  confided  to  him  the 
conduct  of  the  negotiations.  The  poet,  in  one  of  his  dedica- 
tions, acknowledges  himself  to  have  been  a  devoted  servant  of 
the  Herbert  family;  and  from  the  numberless  allusions  to 
pages  in  the  course  of  his  dramas,  it  is  conjectured  that  he 
must  have  fulfilled  thafc  office.  But  all  is  doubt  and  uncer- 
tainty till  we  reach  the  ascertained  fact  that  on  the  14th  of 
May,  1602,  "  Philip  Massinger,  a  Salisbury  man,  the  son  of  a 
gentleman,"  was  entered  at  St.  Alban's  Hall,  Oxford  Uni- 
versity. Of  his  residence  at  the  University  little  is  known ; 
but  Anthony  k  Wood  records  that  the  student^s  expenses 
were  defrayed  by  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  and  that  "  he  gave 
his  mind  more  to  poetry  and  romances  for  about  four  years  or 
more,  tiian  to  logic  and  philosophy,  which  he  ought  to  have 
done,  as  he  was  patronized  to  that  end.'^  The  indignant 
Anthony  was  evidently  one  who  would  have  the  letter  as  well 
as  the  spirit  of  the  bond  faithfully  carried  out.  Gifford  fell 
foul  of  Wood  most  strongly,  and  takes  quite  the  opposite  view 
of  Massinger^s  acquisitions  and  studies ;  but  this  is  a  quarrel 
in  which  I  am  unable  to  interpose,  had  I  the  desire  to  do  so. 
The  year  1606  saw  Massinger  leave  Oxford  without  taking  his 
degree;  and  as  his  father  died  about  the  same  time.  Colonel 
Cunningham  concludes  that  at  the  age  of  twenty  Massinger 
was  cast  penniless  upon  the  world.  The  biographer's  own 
figures,  however,  show  that  at  this  time  Massinger  was  twenty- 
two,  not  twenty ;  and  these  two  years  are  generally  as  impor- 
tant as  any  in  establishing  a  man  who  is  thrown  upon  his  own 
resources.  The  Earl  of  Pembroke,  who  succeeded  to  the  title 
in  1 601,  has  been  described  by  Clarendon  as  *^  the  most  univer- 
sally beloved  and  esteemed  of  any  man  of  that  age;  of  a  pleasant, 
facetious  humour,  and  a  disposition  affable  and  magnificent.'^ 

Many  were  the  struggling  play-writers  of  that  age  whom 
the  Earl  befriended ;  yet,  strange  to  say,  Massinger  failed  to 
secure  his  patronage,  notwithstanding  the  fact  that  the  poet 
was  the  son  of  the  most  cherished  retainer  in  the  service  of 
the  nobleman's  father.  Knowing  as  we  do  the  openness  and 
liberality  of  the  Earl's  disposition,  this  singular  circumstance 
has  never  been  satisfactorily  explained.  Gifford's  guess  that 
the  estrangement  between  the  Earl  and  the  poet  was  due  to 
the  latter  having  changed  his  early  religion  and  become  a 
Boman  Catholic,  cannot  be  the  true  one,  in  view  of  such  a 
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personal  diaracter  as  Pembroke's.  That  nobleman's  liberal 
principles  wonid  rather  have  led  him  to  smile  at  snch  a  reason 
for  giving  up  the  fnendship  of  an  able  man  with  whom  he  had 
no  other  ground  of  difference ;  and  I  cannot  but  think  that 
the  latest  commentator  has  been  nearer  the  mark  in  surmising 
that  political  and  not  moral  reasons  were  most  likely  at  the 
root  of  t^  matter.  Contemporaries  of  Massinger^  it  should 
further  be  stated^  while  attempting  to  elucidate  this  question^ 
have  no  references  to  the  supposed  change  of  religion  by  the 
poet.  Yet  Massinger's  relations  generally  with  noble  patrons 
appear  to  have  been  somewhat  meagre — ^at  any  rate,  what 
relations  he  had  might  easily  have  been  of  a  more  profitable 
type.  He  has  himself  borne  testimony  to  his  necessitous  for- 
tunes, and  it  was  not  till  the  year  1621  that  he  first  succeeded 
in  getting  above  the  horizon  of  trouble.  In  that  year  was  pro- 
duced at  court  his  comedy — ^now  lost — entitled,  '^  Woman's 
Plot ; "  yet  it  is  ascertained  that  before  this  period  lie  must 
have  produced  some  thirteen  or  fourteen  plays.  Eight  of 
these  have  disappeared,  but  four  remain,  and  these  four 
embrace  two  in  which  the  poet  shines  to  greatest  advantage  ;^ 
that  is,  before  the  age  of  thirty-seven,  Massinger  had  achieved 
what  are  now  regarded  as  his  finest  literary  successes. 
Bespecting  the  eight  plays  missing,  one  writer  observes  in 
strong  but  righteous  anger,  ^'It  is  sad  to  think  that  ihe 
manuscripts  of  all  these  plays  were  in  existence  in  the  middle 
of  ike  last  century,  and  that  not  a  trace  of  them  now  remains. 
They  fell  into  ike  hands  of  one  John  Warburton,  P.E.S.  and 
P.S.A.,  ^  Somerset  Herald,'  a  vulgar,  illiterate,  sordid,  and  un- 
principled ex-excisemaai,  whose  passion  it  was  to  glean  up 
everything,  either  in  print  or  manuscript,  whidi  bore  in  any 
way  on  a  subject  whidi  interested  him,  making  the  collections 
over  to  the  care  of  the  domestic  who  discharged  the  double 
duties  of  cook  and  librarian,  until  he  could  find  a  person  with 
education  enough  to  write  something  fit  for  publication  regard- 
ing them.  In  this  way  he  had  collected  no  less  than  fifty-five 
genuine,  unpublished  English  dramas  of  the  golden  period, 
unfortunately  written  upon  paper  suited  for  culinary  purposes; 
every  one  of  wjiich,  except  three  at  the  bottom  of  the  pile,  was 
appropriated  leaf  by  leaf  by  this  wretched  kitchen  wench  for 
coverings  for  her  pastry."  Let  us  hope  that  long  ere  this 
Mr.  Warburton's  heinous  literary  sins  have  weighed  heavily 
upon  his  soul. 
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Notidng  k  known  eonoemmg  the  occupations  of  Massin- 
ger  after  ke  was  dependent  npon  his  own  exertions  for  a 
Inrelikood ;  but  considsring  tke  fact  that  so  little  remaneration 
was  given  for  literary  work  in  that  age^  the  poet  most  either 
ha^e  been  pot  to  great  afaiftB^  or  Iiaye  devoted  himself  to  other 
kboors  besides  that  of  writing  plays.  Nor  could  he  have 
made  nuich  by  his  collaboration  witii  Fletcher  and  others  in 
ike  production  c^  dramas ;  though^  from  the  eminently  smooth 
aad  flowing  style  which  distinguishes  hhn^  one  can  readily 
imagine  that  he  wrote  rapidly  and  with  ease.  There  is  a  very 
interesting  note  extant^  signed  by  Massing^r^  Field,  and 
Dabome^  concerning  their  peconiary  difficnlties,  and  addressed 
to  ^  Mr.  Philip  Hinchlow^  Esquire/'  which  runs  as  follows  :— 
"Yon  undarfitand  our  nnfortnnate  extremity,  and  I  do  not 
think  yon  so  Yoid  of  Christianity  but  that  yon  would  throw  so 
much  money  into  the  Thames  as  we  request  now  of  you,  rather 
than  endai^er  so  many  innocent  lires.  Ton  know  there  is 
ten  pounds  more  at  least  to  be  received  of  yon  for  the  play. 
We  desire  you  to  lend  us  five  pounds  of  that,  which  shall  be 
aBowed  to  you,  without  which  we  cannot  be  bailed,  nor  I 
pky  any  more  till  this  be  despatched*  It  will  lose  you  twenty 
poonds  &ce  the  end  of  the  next  week,  besides  the  hindrance  of 
the  next  new  play«  Pray,  sir,  consider  our  cases  with  humanity, 
and  now  gire  us  cause  to  acknowledge  you  our  true  firiend 
in  time  of  need.'' 

Field  appears  to  have  been  the  player,  Dabome  the 
manager,  and  Massinger  the  author.  Dabome  and  Massinger 
afterwards  had  great  difficulty  in  procuring  another  loan  of 
Abates  pounds  from  the  same  patron,  and  a  very  solemn  docu- 
mmt  was  signed,  setting  forth  their  indebtedness  in  such  a 
UMmner  as  so  convince  us  that  the  givers  of  the  bond  were  in 
deep  pecuniary  straits,  and  not,  perhaps,  renowned  for  their 
sound  credit.  Practically,  the  first  mention  of  the  dramatist's 
labours  in  the  office-book  of  the  Master  of  the  Revels,  is  on 
the  3rd  of  December,  1623,  when  the  tragi-comedy  of  ''  The 
Bondman  "  was  put  upon  the  boards.  The  Earl  of  Montgomery 
attended  the  firat  performance,  and  the  play,  on  being  after- 
wards printed,  was  dedicated  to  that  nobleman.  In  one  year 
(1624),  Massinger  produced  both  ^'  The  Benegade "  and 
the  "  Parliament  of  Love,"  which  were  acted  at  the  Cock- 
pit. Matt^  which  would  tend  to  support  the  belief  that 
Massinger  never  was  a  Papist  is  found  in  the  statement  that 
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the  poet  ia  alleged  to  have  written  a  comedy  entitled  "  The 
Spanish  Viceroy/'  in  which  he  ridicnled  Oondomar^  the  Spanish 
ambassador^  and  his  Roman  Catholic  fellow-countrymen.  It 
appears  to  be  just  a  little  questionable,  however,  whether 
Massinger  really  wrote  such  a  comedy,  notwithstanding  the 
affirmative  assumption  of  Gifford.  I  need  not  go  through  the 
list  of  the  dates  of  the  production  of  the  various  other  dramas  of 
the  poet  which  survive  to  us;  but  a  word  may  be  said  respecting 
the  tragedy,  ''  Believe  as  you  List,"  which  is  printed  for  the 
first  time  in  Col.  Cunningham's  edition.  It  was  thought  that 
this  play  had  been  lost  with  the  others  destroyed  by  the 
literary  Vandal  before  referred  to,  the  "  Somerset  Herald,'* 
and  one  copy  did  actually  so  perish;  but  in  the  year  1844  an 
undoubted  manuscript  of  it  was  fortunately  discovered. 

It  was  presented  by  the  finder  to  the  Percy  Society,  and 
issued  in  1848,  under  the  editorship  of  Mr.  Crofton  Croker. 
Various  surmises  have  been  indulged  as  to  the  sources  whence 
Massinger  drew  his  plot  for  this  play ;  and  the  question  seems 
finally  disposed  of  by  the  assurance  that  the  adventures  therein 
treated  of  were  in  reality  those  of  a  King  of  Portugal. 
It  is  shown  that  in  the  year  1630  Sir  Henry  Herbert  refused 
to  license  a  play  by  Massinger,  '^because  it  did  contain 
dangerous  matter,  as  the  deposing  of  Sebastian,  King  of 
Portugal,  by  Philip  H.,  there  being  a  peace  sworn  betwixt 
the  Kings  of  England  and  Spain."  A  pamphlet  had  been 
published  in  London,  detailing  the  adventures  of  this  Don 
Sebastian,  which  in  all  probability  was  the  storehouse  of  facts 
drawn  upon.  Herbert,  the  censor,  was  not  an  excellent 
specimen  of  the  literary  overseer;  and  the  stage  presented  many 
obstructions  to  any  author  who  might  be  desirous  of  trying 
his  fortunes  upon  the  boards.  There  are  several  references^ 
in  prologues  and  other  plftces  in  Massinger's  writings,  to  the 
difficulties  he  himself  experienced  owing  to  the  shrewish  policy 
of  Sir  Henry  Herbert.  The  severity  of  the  Master  of  the 
Bevels  was  equalled  by  his  foolishness  and  ignorance,  as  proved 
by  this  singular  note  he  has  left  upon  a  matter  wherein  he 
diiSered  from  Eang  Charles : — ^^The  king  is  pleased  to  take 
faithy  death,  sUght,  for  asseverations  and  no  oaths,  to  which  I  do 
humbly  submit  as  my  master's  judgment ;  but  under  favour 
conceive  them  to  be  oaths,  and  enter  them  here  to  declare  my 
opinion  and  submission."  This  mighty  particularity  may 
provoke  a  smile  now,  but  it  raises  the  curtain  upon  the  character 
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of  the  man^  and  domonstratos  the  difficulty  authors  must 
haye  experienced  in  procuring  his  approving  nod. 

Befriended  occasionally  by  noble  patrons — but  it  is  to  be 
feared,  as  I  have  said,  too  often  left  in  the  cold  shade  of 
neglect — the  remaining  years  of  the  dramatist  passed  away,  and 
his  life-account  closed  in  the  middle  of  March,  1639,  when  he 
was  fifty-five  years  of  age.  Langbaine,  one  of  his  biographers^ 
says  he  went  to  bed  in  good  health,  and  was  found  dead  in 
the  morning  in  his  own  house  on  the  Bankside.  The  registry 
of  the  church  of  St.  Saviour's,  Southwark,  bore  the  following 
brief  entry :  '^  1639,  March  18th,  PhiUp  Massinger,  stranger, 
iu  the  church,  2  ]i/^  Massinger's  friend  Fletcher,  the  dra- 
matist, had  been  interred  in  the  same  church  nearly  thirteen 
years  before,  and  Sir  Aston  Cockayne,  a  faithful  admirer  of 
both  poets,  penned  this  epitaph  upon  them : — 

"  In  the  same  grave  Fletcher  was  boried^  here 
lies  the  stage  poet,  Philip  Massinger : 
Playes  they  did  write  together,  were  great  friends : 
And  now  one  grave  includes  them  at  their  ends : 
So  whom  on  earth  nothing  did  part,  beneath 
Here,  in  their  fames,  they  lie  in  spight  of  death." 

It  is  stated  that  the  dust  of  the  authors  of  ''  The  Faithful 
Shepherdess''  and  the  ''New  Way  to  Pay  Old  Debts"  has 
most  probably  found  its  last  resting-place  under  the  kitchen 
floor  of  some  house  in  Doddington  Grove,  Kennington,  which 
is  built  upon  the  "  three  feet  surface  of  earth ''  removed  from 
St.  Saviour's,  Southwark ;  and  as  Massinger's  body  was  fated 
to  be  tossed  about  in  the  accidents  of  time,  so  his  literary  legacy 
was  doomed  to  be  plundered  by  succeeding  writers,  and  his 
name  unjustly  kept  for  many  years  from  obtaining  its  due  meed 
of  recognition.  But  the  reputation  of  great  poets  is  in  the 
keeping  of  the  gods,  who  generally,  at  some  time  or  other, 
place  it  in  its  true  light  in  the  eyes  of  posterity.  To  the  im- 
mortal works  of  our  great  dramatists  we  may  apply  the  lines 
Massinger  himself  has  devoted  to  another  subject,  when  one 
of  his  characters  exclaims — 

"  The  marches  of  great  princes, 
Like  to  the  motions  of  prodigious  meteors, 
Are  step  by  step  observed,  and  lond-tongued  Fame 
The  harbinger  to  prepare  their  entertainment.'* 
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It  is  hotia.  notefworthy  and  extraordinary  to  observe  how 
eminent  critics  have  differed  upon  the  merits  of  this  dramatist. 
Eallam  and  Sir  Walter  Scott  have  assigned  him  a  lofty 
position;  Charles  Lmnb  a  somewhat  inferior  one.  The  acnte- 
ness  of  Hallam^s  mind  would  naturally  lead  ns  to  place  more 
£uth  in  him  as  a  critic  than  we  should  in  Lamb^  and^  after  a 
thoron^  examination  of  Massinger,  I  shonld  have  no  diffi- 
culty in  generally  subscribing  to  his  dicta.  Some  exceptions 
might  be  t£^en  to  his  ruling  in  detail,  but  not  in  bulk.  It  is 
praise  indeed  when  Hallam  says  of  a  writer,  that  in  his  tragic 
aspect  he  is  second  only  to  Shakespeare,  and  in  the  higher 
comedy  hairdly  inferior  to  Jonson.  Yet  this  is  the  position 
Hallam  assigns  to  Massinger,  and  he  further  holds  that,  in  the 
conception  of  character  he  is  above  Fletcher,  and  above 
Jonson  also.  His  principal  defect  is  his  lack  of  variety ;  but, 
pursuing  his  analysis  of  the  dramatist,  the  same  distinguished 
critic  observes,  that  while  Masstnger  shows  great  mastery  in 
tiie  delineation  of  villains,  ''  his  own  disposition  led  him  more 
willingly  to  pictures  of  moral  beauty.  A  peculiar  refinement, 
a  mixture  of  gentleness  and  benignity  with  noble  daring, 
belong  to  some  of  his  favourite  characters — to  Pisandre  in 
'  The  Bondman,^  to  Antonio  in  '  A  Very  Woman,'  and  to 
Charal<HS  in  ^  The  Fatal  Dowry.'  It  may  be  readily  supposed 
that  his  female  characters  are  not  wanting  in  these  graces.  He 
seems  to  have  more  variety  in  his  women  than  in  the  other 
sex,  and  they  are  less  mannered  than  the  heroines  of  Fletcher. 
A  slight  degree  of  error  or  passion  in  Sophia,  Eudoda,  Mar- 
celia,  without  weakening  our  sympathy,  serves  both  to  prevent 
the  monotony  of  perpetual  rectitude,  so  often  insipid  in  fiction, 
and  to  bring  forward  tiie  development  of  the  story.'' 

The  repose  observable  in  Massinger's  style  is  really  marvel- 
lous, and  it  struck  me  deeply  upon  the  perusal  of  each  play. 
His  language  is  at  once  eloquent  and  simple— characteristicB 
always  of  our  great  writers;  it  is  only  the  pretentious  man 
who  attempts  to  hide  the  poverty  of  his  thoughts  by  the 
high-sounding  nature  of  his  phrases,  and  his  ponderous 
vocabulary.  With  the  succeeding  judgment  on  this  bead  any 
careful  student  of  Massinger  must  agree :  ''  In  his  harmonious 
swell  of  numbers,  in  his  pure  and  genuine  idiom,  which  a  text 
by  good  fortune  and  the  diligence  of  its  last  editor,  far  less 
corrupt  than  that  of  Fletcher,  enables  us  to  enjoy,  we  find  an 
unceasing  charm.    The  poetical  talents  of  Massinger  were  very 
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considerable,  his  taste  superior  to  that  of  liis  contemporaries ; 
the  coloiiring  of  Ids  imagery  is  rarely  oyercharged ;  a  o^rtam 
redundancy,  as  some  may  account  it,  gives  fulness,  or  what  the 
painters  would  call  impastOj  to  his  style ;  and  if  it  might  not 
always  conduce  to  effect  on  the  stage,  is  on  thp  whole  suitable 
to  the  character  of  his  composition/^     We  sustain  a  shock 
when  we  pass  firom  this  eulogy  to  the  opinion  of  Charles  Jjamb, 
that  Massinger  was  vastly  inferior  in  the  higher  branches  of 
poetic  art,  not  only  to  Ford  and  Webster,  but  to  such  writers  as 
Dekker,  Middleton,  and  Heywood«     Lamb's  usual  perspicuity 
seems  to  have  forsaken  him  on  this  occasion,  and  we  ought 
also  to  remember  that  to  some  extent  Elia  was  incapacitated 
for  ilie  office  of  critic  by  virtue  of  his  habit  of  conceiving  strong 
literary  affections.     Sir  Walter  Scott,  who  had  much  more 
deamess  of  vision  in  certain  branches  of  literature  than  Lamb, 
gives  an  unmistakably  high  verdict  on  the  claims  of  Massinger. 
He  observes  that,  ''  although  Massinger's  plays  are  altogether 
irregular,  yet  he  well  understood  the  advantage  of  a  strong  and 
defined  interest;  and  in  unravelling  the  intricacy  of  his  in- 
trigues, he  often  displayed  the  management  of  a  master.    Art, 
therefore,  not  perhaps  in  its  technical,  but  in  its  most  valuable 
sense,  was  Massinger's  as  well  as  Jonson's,  and,  in  point  of 
composition,  many  of  his  plays  are  not  unworthy  of  Shake- 
speare.    Were  we  to  distinguish  Massinger's  peculiar  excel- 
lence, we  should  name  that  first  of  dramatic  attributes,  a  full 
conception  of  character,  a  strength  in  bringing  out,  and  con- 
sistency in  adhering  to  it.     He  does  not,  indeed,  always  intro- 
duce  his   personages  to  the  audience  in   their  own  proper 
character;   it  dawns  forth   gradually  in  the  progress  of  the 
piece,  as  in  the  hypocritical  Luke  or  the  heroic  Marullo.     But 
upon  looking  back  we  are  always  surprised  and  delighted  to 
trax^,  from  the  very  beginning,  intimations  of  what  the  per- 
sonage  is  to  prove  as  the  play  advances.'^     Comprehensive  as 
this  deliverance  is,  there  still  remains  many  things  to  be  said 
touching  the  dramatist,  which  may  fairly  be  left  to  suggest 
themselves,  as  we  examine  more  in  detail  the  texture  of  his 
work. 

Unquestionably  one  of  Massinger's  finest  tragedies  is  '*  The 
Vii^n  Martyr,^'  which  was  also  among  his  earliest;  but  in 
considering  it  we  are  faced  by  the  tantalizing  fact  that  it  is 
now  impossible  to  point  out  the  precise  amount  of  assistance  he 
received  from  Dekker,  who  collaborated  with  him  on  this  occa- 
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sion.  Dekker's  talent  has  been  greatly  over-estimated^  though 
he  does  now  and  then  show  evidence  of  nndonbted  high 
poetic  ability.  Lamb,  however,  lands  him  too  highly  when  he 
declares  that  he  had  poetry  enoagh  for  anything.  One  of  the 
scenes  which  he  especially  praises,  that  between  Angelo  and 
Dorothea,  is  mnch  more  Kkely  to  have  been  the  work  of 
Massinger  than  of  Dekker.  The  play  opens  well  and  with  a 
good  deal  of  spirit  with  the  interview  between  Theophilus, 
the  zealous  persecutor  of  the  Christians,  and  his  evil  spirit 
Harpax.  The  nature  of  Theophilus  may  be  gauged  in  this 
address  to  the  Emperor  Dioclesian,  when  the  former  assures 
his  master  how  he  has  overcome  the  natural  feelings  of 
humanity  in  his  persecutions : — 

Theoph,  There  was  a  strange  compassion  in  me, 
Between  the  impai*tial  office  of  a  judge 
And  pity  of  a  father ;  to  help  justice, 
Beligion  stept  in,  under  which  odds 
Compassion  fell — yet  still  I  was  a  father. 
For  even  then,  when  the  flinty  hangman's  whips 
Were  worn  with  stripes  spent  on  their  tender  limbs, 
I  kneel'd  and  wept,  and  begg'd  them,  tho'  they  would 
Be  cruel  to  themselves,  they  would  take  pity 
On  my  grey  hairs.    Now  note  a  sudden  change. 
Which  I,  with  joy,  remember ;  those  whom  torture 
Nor  fear  of  death  could  terrify,  were  overcome 
By  seeing  of  my  snfleriugs,  and,  so  won, 
Betuming  to  the  faith  that  they  were  born  in, 
I  gave  them  to  the  gods.     And,  be  assured, 
I  that  used  justice  with  a  rigorous  hand 
Upon  such  beauteous  virgins,  and  mine  own, 
Will  use  no  favour  where  the  cause  commands  me 
To  any  other ;  but,  as  rocks,  be  deaf 
To  all  entreaties. 

To  this  succeeds  the  love-making  of  the  Emperor's 
daughter  Artemia  to  Antoninus ;  the  latter,  however,  being 
in  love  with  Dorothea,  the  virgin  martyr.  .  The  action  of  the 
drama  is  in  every  respect  excellent,  the  muse  of  the  dramatist 
exhibiting  no  symptoms  of  weariness.  Artemia  accidentally 
discovers  the  love  of  Antoninus  for  Dorothea,  and  becomes  his 
sworn  enemy*  Antoninus,  being  aware  of  the  august  presence, 
is  fQled  with  terror;  but  Dorothea  rebukes  him  in  lines  which 
will  instantly  call  to  mind  similar  expressions  in  Shakespeare  :-^ 
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Dor.  That  fear  is  base 

Of  deaths  when  that  death  doth  bat  life  displace 
Oat  of  her  honse  of  earth ;  yon  only  dread 
The  stroke,  and  not  what  follows  when  yoa*re  dead  ; 
There's  the  great  fear  indeed.     Come,  let  yoar  eyes 
Dwell  where  mine  do,  you'll  scorn  their  tyrannies. 

Tfaeopliilas  sets  his  daughters  to  persaado  Dorothea  from 
the  faith ;  bat  instead  of  this^  she  makes  converts  of  them  to 
Christianity.  The  father  kills  them  with  his  own  hands  in  his 
extreme  rage,  and  then  prepares  to  torture  and  slay  Dorothea. 
Before  doing  so,  he  endeavours  to  procure  her  perjury,  to 
which  appeal  she  responds  in  the  following  fine  passage  of 
eloquence : — 

Dor.  Thou  fool ! 

That  gloriest  in  having  power  to  ravish 
A  trifle  from  me  I  am  weary  of. 
What  is  this  life  to  me  ? — not  worth  a  thought ; 
Or,  if  it  be  esteem'd,  'tis  that  I  lose  it 
To  win  a  better.     Even  thy  malice  serves 
To  me  but  as  a  ladder  to  mount  up 
To  such  a  height  of  happiness,  where  I  shall 
Look  down  with  scorn  on  thee,  and  on  the  world  ; 
Where,  circled  with  true  pleasures,  placed  above 
Tho  reach  of  death  or  time,  'twill  be  my  glory 
To  think  at  what  an  easy  price  I  bought  it. 
There's  a  perpetual  spring,  perpetual  youth  ; 
No  joint-benumbing  cold,  or  scorching  heat, 
Pamine,  nor  age,  have  any  being  there. 
Forget,  for  shame,  your  Tempo  ;  bury  in 
Oblivion  your  feign'd  Hesperian  orchards  ; 
The  golden  fruit,  kept  by  the  watchful  dragon, 
Which  did  require  a  Hercules  to  get  it, 
Compared  with  what  grows  in  all  plenty  there. 
Deserves  not  to  be  named.     The  Power  I  serve 
Laughs  at  your  happy  Araby,  or  the 
Elysian  shades ;  for  He  hath  made  his  bowers 
Better  in  deed,  than  you  can  fancy  yours. 

The  fifth  act  is  full  of  dash  and  spirit.  In  the  first  scene, 
Theophilas  appears  in  a  reverie,  disturbed  by  the  remembrance 
of  his  numberless  crimes,  and  to  him  enters  Harpax  to  bear 
the  persecutor  away  to  hell ;  but  the  good  spirit  Angelo  has 
previously  been  and  presented  him  with  flowers  sent  from  the 
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other  world  by  the  martyred  Dorothea.  Theophilue  has  under- 
gone a  change^  and  defies  Harpax ;  he  is  therefore  brought 
before  Dioclesian  to  answer  for  his  departure  from  Pagan 
opinions.  He  readily,  however,  goes  to  the  torture,  professing 
his  devotion  to  the  despised  Nazarene.  Dorothea  appears  at 
the  execution,  and  Angelo  holds  out  a  crown  to  Theophilus, 
who  dies  triumphantly.  Of  this  play,  in  spite  of  the  numerous 
corrections  which  are  recorded  against  it,  I  can  scarcely  speak 
too  highly.  From  internal  evidence,  one  would  gather  that 
there  is  very  little  in  it  which  does  not  belong  to  Massinger. 
It  is  rather  strange,  considering  it  is  a  general  favourite 
both  with  the  illiterate  and  the  erudite,  that  it  should  not  be 
chosen  for  popular  representation.  It  combines  all  the 
elements  of  dignity,  eloquence,  earnestness,  and  grandeur. 

Of  "The  Unnatural  Combat'^  much  cannot  be  said,  ex- 
cept that  it  appears  to  be  an  *'  unnatural  combat  '^  with  cir- 
cumstances  on  the  part  of  the  author.  The  plot  is  meagre, 
and  one  with  which,  since  its  day,  we  have  been  rendered  too 
familiar  by  commonplace  novels.  Yet  it  aflfords  Massinger  the 
opportunity  for  one  of  his  finest  similes,  when  Malefort,  the 
Admiral  of  Marseilles,  observes  :— 

I  rest 
Well  satisfied  in  myself,  being  assured  that 
EztraordiDary  virtues,  when  they  soar 
Too  high  a  pitch  for  common  sights  to  judge  of. 
Losing  their  proper  splendour,  are  condemned 
For  most  remarkable  vices. 

• 

The  tragedy  is  composed  without  prologue  or  epilogue,  or, 
indeed,  any  serious  reasonable  grounds  whatever.  It  is  not 
beneath  the  average  of  the  dramas  of  Hey  wood,  nor  is  it  above 
them.  The  appearance  of  the  ghost  of  young  Malefort,  lead- 
ing in  the  shadow  of  a  lady  with  a  leprous  face,  is  very 
dramatic;  but  what  is  striking  in  this  drama  is  very  un- 
pleasant, and  what  is  pleasant  is  not  very  striking.  So  that 
we  are  shut  up  with  the  one  conclusion  of  admiring  only  the 
ingenuity  of  the  author,  and  that  is  scarcely  a  sufficient  merit 
to  sustain  the  reputation  of  a  dramatist  who  had  written  the 
tragedy  which  we  have  only  just  previously  examined. 

When  we  come  to  consider  "  The  Doke  of  Milan,''  ther^  is  a 
different  story  to  tell.     One  intelligent  critic  who  has  lately 
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written  upon  the  Elizabethan  dramatists,^  describes  this  as  by 
&r  fais  greatest  drama ;  but  I  am  afraid  this  is  the  langaage 
rather  of  exaggeration,  begotten,  partly,  by  the  reputation 
Massinger  had  already  won  for  this  play,  and  partly  by  the 
desire  to  accept  the  usual  recognition  of  its  genius  without  too 
dose  an  examination  of  other  works  by  the  same  hand.  Un- 
doubtedly it  does  exhibit  a  wonderful  strength  and  energy,  and 
in  many  places  reminds  us  of  the  Hercules  of  the  Elizabethan 
drama ;  but  it  has  more  carelessly-executed  scenes  than  many 
other  plays  by  the  same  writer,  and  its  rugged  outlines  are  too 
often  disfigured  by  weaknesses  and  eccentricities  of  style 
which  are  absent  from  the  more  matured  and  tranquil  pen. 
Massinger  had  an  admirable  topic,  but  he  lacked  that  infusing 
force  which  would  have  distinguished  the  treatment  of  it 
either  by  Shakespeare  or  Marlowe.  The  more  vigorous  kind  of 
dramatic  writing  was  not  so  natural  to  him  as  with  the  sublime 
spirits  just  named,  and  precisely  to  that  extent  he  failed  to 
make  his  finest  tragedies  reach  the  height  of  a  ^^  Hamlet "  or  a 
"  Faustus.*'  The  naturalness  with  which  the  melancholy  fate 
of  the  heroes  and  heroines  of  Shakespeare's  tragedies  is  worked 
out  is  absent  from  Massinger's  efibrt  in  '^  The  Duke  of  Milan," 
and  at  its  conclusion  we  fiind  ourselves  in  the  position  of  those 
readers  of  nineteenth-century  fiction  who  complain  that  a  start- 
ling denouement  is  led  up  to  which  might  easily  have  been 
avoided  by  a  little  care  on  the  part  of  the  dramatist.  Now, 
although  the  plot  of  '^  Othello  '^  is  of  so  slight  a  texture,  it 
would  be  impossible  for  any  reader  or  spectator  of  the  play 
to  imbibe  the  idea  thus  inculcated.  The  simplest  incidents 
are  invested  with  the  most  tragical  interest,  for  the  very 
reason  that  they  are  not  wrested  or  disturbed  from  their 
natural  sequence.  The  master-hand  is  not  so  apparent  in 
''The  Duke  of  Milan,"  though  the  individual  scenes  attain 
to  a  degree  of  realistic  force  which  we  rarely  meet  with  in 
their  author.  One  thing  with  regard  to  Massinger  and  his 
drama  is  entirely  in  his  favour — there  appears  to  be  little  doubt 
that  it  was  one  of  his  earliest  works,  though  it  suggests  a 
problem  for  reflection  in  that  he  should  afterwards  have  so 
fallen  away  in  merit  as  regards  conception — ^with  the  excep- 
tion   of   one  or  two   plays— from  his   earlier  work.     Glance 

•  "Cfaaractenttics  of  Engliah  Poets.    From  Chaucer  to  Shirlej."     By  W. 
ICntOylCA.    (Blackwood  and  Sons.) 
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at  some  of  the  isolated  passages  in  this  particular  play. 
Marcelia  assures  Sforza,  the  Duke  of  Milan,  of  the  nature  of 
her  love  in  the  following  lines : — 

Mar.  Do  not  feed 

Those  jealous  thoughts  ;  the  only  hlessing  that 

Heav'n  hath  bestow' d  on  us,  more  than  on  beasts, 

Is,  that  'tis  in  our  pleasure  when  to  die. 

Besides,  were  I  now  in  another's  power, 

There  are  so  many  ways  to  let  out  life, 

I  would  not  live,  for  one  short  minute,  his  ; 

I  was  bom  only  yours,  and  will  die  so. 

The  complications  which  arise  in  consequence  of  this  ill-fated 
love  do  not  move  us  in  an  extraordinary  manner,  though  there 
is  sufficient  interest  to  raise  the  tragedy  almost  into  the  first 
rank  of  such  compositions.  It  demonstrates  the  width  and 
capacity  of  Massinger^s  mind  to  have  conceived  such  a  play  at 
an  early  age.  We  find  a  nobility  and  dignity  in  Sforza  which 
are  really  noticeable,  and  which  place  the  whole  drama  upon  a 
lofty  scale  of  merit ;  when  in  the  direst  straits  (as  should  be 
the  case  with  all  tragic  personages)  the  Duke  shines  forth  most 
conspicuously  as  a  brave  and  indomitable  character;  while 
Marcelia,  also,  under  the  stress  of  adversity,  is  no  mean  repre- 
sentative of  the  heroic  and  enduring  woman.  Francisco  is  a 
character  whose  clever  delineation  demands  ample  recognition, 
and  he  follows  his  revenge  with  singular  nerve  and  determina- 
tion. For  simple  pathos,  nevertheless,  there  are  few  passages 
in  Massinger  to  excel  this  lament  of  Sforza  over  the  body  of 
Marcelia : — 

S/or,  Carefully,  I  beseech  you, 

The  gentlest  touch  torments  her  ;  and  then  think 

What  I  shall  suffer.     O  you  earthly  gods, 

You  second  natures,  that  from  your  great  master, 

Who  joined  the  limbs  of  torn  Hippolitus, 

And  drew  upon^himself  the  thunderer's  envy. 

Are  taught  those  hidden  secrets  that  restore 

To  life  death-wouuded  men !     Tou  have  a  patient. 

On  whom  to  express  the  excellence  of  art, 

Will  bind  even  heaven  your  debtor,  though  it  pleases 

To  make  your  hands  the  organ  of  a  work 

The  saints  will  smile  to  look  on,  and  good  angels 

Clap  their  celestial  wings  to  give  it  plaudits. 

How  pale  and  wan  she  looks !     0  pardon  me, 
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That  I  presume  (djed  o'er  with  bloody  gnilt, 
Which  makes  me,  I  confess,  far,  far  unworthy), 
To  touch  this  snow-white  hand.    How  cold  it  is  ! 
This  once  was  Cupid's  fire-brand,  and  still 
'Tis  so  to  me.   How  slow  her  pulses  beat,  too  ! 
Yet  in  this  temper  she  is  all  perfection. 
And  mistress  of  a  heat  so  full  of  sweetness, 
The  blood  of  virgins,  in  their  pride  of  youth, 
Are  balls  of  snow  or  ico  compared  unto  her. 

The  lesson  of  the  tragedy — viz.,  the  unsatisfactory  and 
transient  character  of  human  lust — is  vividly  taught.  In  this 
one  prominent  instructive  ingredient  the  play  may  well-nigh 
be  placed  on  a  parallel  with  that  immortal  tragedy  of  a  greater 
mind,  which  illustrates  the  unmitigated  evils  that  may  accrue 
firom  jealousy. 

"  The  Bondman*'  serves  to  remind  us  that  Massinger  lived  in 
an  age  which  was  not  distinguished  for  its  purity ;  and  it  is 
gratifying  to  think  that  very  little  of  this  tragedy  can  be  laid 
to  his  door.  Considering  the  general  purity  of  his  writings, 
we  may  fairly  assume  that  the  one  or  two  gross  scenes  which 
are  found  in  this  play  are  not  due  altogether  to  Massinger, 
but  to  the  lewd  imagination  of  some  collaborateur,  whose 
assistance,  from  some  cause  or  other,  he  was  compelled  to 
invoke.  Such  must  surely  have  been  the  case  with  regard  to 
the  scene  between  Asotus  and  Corisca,  which  is  altogether 
foreign  both  to  the  previous  and  later  conceptions  of  Mas- 
singer. And  yet  there  are  scenes  which  would  not  do  dis- 
credit to  any  Elizabethan  playwright  in  this  drama,  which 
fully  lift  it  up  beyond  the  plain  of  mediocrity.  The  subject  is 
unhappy  (which,  by  the  way,  is  a  matter  of  somewhat  too 
frequent  occurrence  with  the  author),  but  he  struggles  against 
it  manfully,  and  rewards  us  for  the  toil  of  wading  through 
passages  which  might  well  have  remained  unwritten.  MaruUo 
shows  a  worthy  courage  in  fighting  against  odds,  and  Leo- 
sthenes  attracts  our  sympathy  when  he  thus  addresses  Cleora, 
after  unbinding  her  eyes : — 

Lcosf.  Now  I  behold 

True  light  indeed  ;  for,  since  these  fairest  stars, 
Cover'd  with  clouds  of  your  determinate  will, 
Denied  their  influence  to  my  optic  sense, 
The  splendoar  of  the  sun  appeared  to  me 
But  as  some  little  glimpse  of  his  bright  beams 
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Convey 'd  into  a  dangeon,  to  remember 
The  dark  inhabitants  there  how  mnch  they  wanted. 
Open  these  long-shnt  lips,  and  strike  mine  ears 
With  mnsic  more  harmonious  than  the  spheres 
Yield  in  their  heavenly  motions  j  and  if  ever 
A  true  submission  for  a  crime  acknowledged, 
May  find  a  gracious  hearing,  teach  your  tongue 
In  the  first  sweet  articulate  sounds  it  utters, 
To  sign  my  wish'd-for  pardon. 

'^  The  Renegade/*  a  tragi-comedy,  appears  to  have  had  the 
good  fortune  of  being  often  acted  at  Drury  Lane,  and  doubt- 
less there  is  much  of  the  verve  in  it  necessary  to  the  enioyment 
of  a  mixed  audience ;  but  I  confess  that,  with  the  exception 
of  one  or  two  studies  of  individual  character,  it  seems  to  me 
to  be  almost  bald  of  dramatic  interest.  It  conveys  some 
excellent  moral  lessons,  as  when  the  most  celebrated  of  the 
dramatis  persona,  a  Jesuit,  observes  of  fortune  : — 

Fran.  You  give  too  much  to  fortune  and  your  passions. 
O'er  which  a  wise  man,  if  religious,  triumphs. 
That  name  fools  worship ;  and  those  tyrants,  which 
We  arm  against  our  better  part,  our  reason. 
May  add,  but  never  take  from,  our  affections. 

The  same  authority  assures  us  that  '^a  wise  man  never 
attempts  impossibilities.'*  On  the  strength  of  this  character 
of  a  Jesuit,  and  sundry  other  passages  in  Massinger,  some 
commentators  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  dramatist 
was  a  Soman  Catholic ;  but,  in  truth,  twenty  different  hypotheses 
might  be  constructed  as  to  his  character  with  equally  reason- 
able or  unreasonable  grounds,  which  we  feel  justified  in  reject- 
ing, even  without  examination.  It  is,  indeed,  no  more  than  the 
old  story  of  each  reader  attempting  to  extract  from  Shakespeape 
evidence  that  he  was  a  devotee  of  his  own  particular  views. 
I,  for  one,  rejoice  that,  as  regards  our  finest  intellectual  pre- 
decessors, such  speculations  have  always  failed,  for  one  cannot 
perceive  how  the  world's  progress  would  be  aided  by  any 
individual  triumph  of  opinion.  It  is  the  pecuHar  province  of 
the  dramatist  to  hold  the  scales  of  human  experience  evenly 
balanced ;  and  a  manifest  bias  on  his  part  would  only  detract 
from  his  value  in  the  eyes  of  that  posterity  to  whom  he  appeals. 

"The  Parliament  of  Love"  is  a  comedy,  having  for  its  subject 
the  institution  of  a  court  of  justice  for  swains  whose  mistresses 
should  reject  their  service.     It  is  not  in  any  particular  remark- 
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able,  save  that  it  woald  alone  serve  to  dispel  the  singular  idea 
that  Massinger  was  destitnte  of  hnmoor.     The  plaj  is  written 
in  ao  easj^  sprightly  manner^  and  the  proceedings  of  the  court 
for  mirth  intended  are,  on  occasion,  mirth-provoking.    '^  The 
Homan  Actor/'  which  was  published  in  1629,  is  a  fine  tragedy. 
Amongst  others.  Ford  testified  to  its  merits  by  commendatory 
verses ;  and  Taylor,  the  actor,  who  originally  took  the  part  of 
Paris,  affirmed  it  to  be  "  the  best  of  many  good."     Massinger 
himself  declared  that  he  ^'  ever  held  it  as  the  most  perfect 
birth  of  his  Minerva.'^     Betterton  revived  the  tragedy,  and 
took  the  part  of  Paris,  in  which  he  became  very  famous.     The 
play,  therefore,  comes  to  us  with  good   credentials,  and  it 
amply  warrants  them.     There  is  scarcely  a  weak  scene  in  the 
whole  tragedy,  while  the  writing  is  more  even  than  we  are 
accustomed  to  expect  fix>m   Massinger.     The  conception  of 
Cesar^  cold,  cruel,  and  imperious,  is  admirable,  and  the  life  of 
the  Capitol  is  reproduced  with  wonderful  force  and  truthful- 
ness.     Parthenius,  the  Emperor's   fireedman,   having  ofiered 
him  advice,  and  recommended  private  executions  (if  they  must 
have  such  great  numbers  of  these  bloody  orgies),  Cesar  thus 
replies : — 

Ces,  Hence,  pale-spirited  coward ! 

Can  we  descend  so  far  beneath  ourself, 
As  or  to  court  the  people's  love,  or  fear 
Their  worst  of  hate  ?   Can  they,  that  are  as  dust 
Before  the  whirlwind  of  our  will  and  power, 
Add  any  moment  to  us  P    Or  thou  think, 
If  there  are  gods  above,  or  goddesses. 
Bat  wise  Minerva,  that's  mine  own,  and  sure. 
That  they  have  vacant  hours  to  take  into 
Their  serious  protection,  or  care, 
This  many-headed  monster  ?    Mankind  lives 
In  few,  as  potent  monarchs,  and  their  peers  : 
And  all  those  glorious  constellations 
That  do  adorn  the  firmament,  appointed, 
Like  grooms,  with  their  bright  influence  to  attend 
The  actions  of  kings  and  emperors, 
They  being  the  greater  wheels  that  move  the  less. 

In  the  same  powerful  scene,  two  senators,  Busticus  and 
Sura,  are  brought  before  the  Emperor  and  are  condemned  to 
death.  The  senators  defy  Cesar,  and  the  following  passage 
is  but  one  of  many  infused  with  the  same  large  amount  of 
passion  and  spirited  declamation : — 
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Sust.  We  live  to  deride  thee,  our  calin  patieDce  treading 

Upon  the  neck  of  tyrannj.     That  securely 

As  'twere  a  gentle  slumber,  we  endure 

Thy  hangman*s  studied  fortunes,  is  a  debt 

"We  owe  to  grave  philosophy,  that  instructs  us 

The  flesh  is  but  the  clothing  of  the  soul, 

Which  growing  out  of  fashion,  though  it  be 

Cast  off,  or  rent,  or  torn,  like  ours,  'tis  then 

Being  itself  divine,  in  her  best  lustre. 

But  into  such  as  thou,  that  have  no  hopes 

Beyond  the  present,  every  little  scar, 

The  want  of  rest,  excess  of  heat  or  cold. 

That  does  inforni  them  only  they  are  mortal. 

Pierce  through  and  through  them. 
Ces.  We  will  hear  no  more. 

Bust,  This  only,  and  I  give  thee  warning  of  it : 

Though  it  is  thy  will  to  grind  this  earth 

As  small  as  atoms,  they  thrown  in  the  sea  too. 

They  shall  deem  re-collected  to  thy  sense  : — 

And,  when  the  sandy  building  of  thy  greatness 

Shall  with  its  own  weight  totter,  look  to  see  me 

As  I  was  yesterday,  in  my  perfect  shape ; 

For  1*11  appear  in  horror. 
Ces.  By  my  shaking 

I  am  the  guilty  man,  and  not  the  judge ; 

Drag  from  my  sight  these  cursed  ominous  wizards, 

That,  as  they  are  now,  like  to  double-faced  Janus, 

Which  way  soe'er  I  look,  are  Furies  to  me. 

Away  with  them  !     First  show  them  death,  then  leave 

No  memory  of  their  ashes.     I'll  mock  Fate ! 

Paris,  the  actor,  plays  in  the  palace,  and  without  knowing 
it  wins  the  love  of  the  Empress  Domitia.  Cesar  becomes 
racked  with  doubts  as  to  the  constancy  of  his  consort,  and 
gives  way  to  despair.  He  awaits  his  opportunity,  and  dis- 
covers Domitia  making  wanton  love  to  Paris  in  the  gardens  of 
the  palace.  From  this  point  to  the  close  the  tragedy  is  instinct 
with  fervour.  Cesar  himself  will  be  the  executioner  of  Paris. 
In  the  fifth  act  we  have  the  apparition  of  the  senators,  and 
the  consequent  terror  of  the  Emperor,  as  he  is  aware  of  the 
approach  of  his  fatal  hour.     He  exclaims  in  his  anguish — 

Let  proud  mortality  but  look  on  Cesar, 
Compassed  of  late  with  armies,  in  his  eyes 
Carrying  both  life  and  death,  and  in  his  arms 
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Fathoming  the  earth ;  that  would  be  styled  a  god, 
And  is,  for  that  presamption  cast  beneath 
The  low  condition  of  a  common  man. 
Sinking  with  mine  own  weight. 

Shortly  afterwards  he  falls  by  the  hands  of  the  conspirators. 

"  The  Great  Duke  of  Florence "  enjoyed  a  considerable 
share  of  the  popular  favour  on  its  appearance,  and  may  be 
easily  adjudged  a  good  acting  play.  It  is  foil  of  poetic  graces, 
of  which  a  fair  example  may  be  fonnd  in  the  speech  addressed 
by  the  tntor  Charomonte  to  the  Duke's  secretary  respecting 
Sanazarro^  the  favourite  of  his  Highness  :— 

Char.  Princes  never  more  make  known  their  wisdom, 

Than  when  they  cherish  goodness  where  they  find  it ; 

They  being  men,  and  not  gods,  Contarino, 

They  can  give  wealth  and  titles,  but  no  virtues : 

That  is  without  their  power.     When  they  advance. 

Not  out  of  judgment,  but  deceinng  fancy, 

An  undeserving  man,  howe'er  set  off 

With  all  the  trim  of  greatness,  state,  and  power, 

And  of  a  creature  even  grown  terrible. 

To  him  from  whom  he  took  his  giant  form, 

This  king  is  still  a  comet,  no  true  star ; 

And  when  the  bounties  feeding  bis  false  fire 

Begin  to  fail,  will  of  itself  go  out. 

And  what  was  dreadful  proves  ridiculous. 

But  in  our  Sanazarro  'tis  not  so. 

He  being  pure  and  tried  gold ;  and  any  stamp 

Of  grace  to  make  him  current  to  the  world, 

The  duke  is  pleased  to  give  him,  will  add  honour 

To  the  great  bestower ;  for  he,  though  allowed 

Companion  to  his  master,  still  preserves 

His  majesty  in  full  lustre. 

The  story  of  the  comedy,  which  is  one  of  love,  is  ad- 
mirably evolved.  There  is  a  noble  vein  in  the  Duke,  who 
after  falling  himself  a  victim  to  the  beauty  and  attractions  of 
the  incomparable  Lidia,  yields  her  to  his  nephew,  on  discover- 
ing their  mutual  attachment.  The  play  is  also  noticeable  for 
its  vigorous  portraitures  of  humanity,  which  are  true  creations 
of  manhood  and  womanhood,  and  not  the  mere  creatures  of  a 
name  and  habitation.  The  same  observation  applies  to  ^^  The 
Maid  of  Honour,''  in  which  is  set  forth  the  career  of  Camiola, 
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who  is  sought  by  Bertoldo,  the  Elnight  of  Malta,  but  reftises 
him  to  enter  a  convent,  after  discovering  that  he  has  become 
entangled  with  Aurelia,  Duchess  of  Sienna.  We  agree  with 
the  leading  character  in  the  play,  when  she  thinks  there  is 
nothing 

Upon  this  stage  of  Hfe  to  be  commended, 
Though  well  begun,  till  it  be  fully  eoded. 

There  is  a  very  powerful  scene  when  Camiola  is  informed 
by  messengers  that  Bertoldo  has  been  taken  prisoner  fighting 
against  the  Duchess,  and  that  the  King  (whose  natural  brother 
he  is)  will  not  ransom  him.     She  passionately  exclaims — 

Cam,  Will  it  ever  be 

That  to  deserve  too  much  is  dangerous, 
And  virtue,  when  too  eminent,  a  crime  P 
Musi  she  serve  fortune  still,  or,  when  stripped  of 
Her  gay  and  glorious  favours,  lose  the  beauties 
Of  her  own  natural  shape  ?     O,  my  Bertoldo, 
Thou  only  sun  in  honour's  sphere,  how  soon 
Art  thou  eclipsed,  and  darken'd !  not  the  neamees 
Of  blood  prevailing  on  the  kiug ;  nor  all. 
The  benefits  to  the  general  good  dispens'd, 
Gaining  a  retribution !     But  that 
To  owe  a  courtesy  to  a  simple  virgin 
Would  take  from  the  deserving,  I  find  in  me 
Some  sparks  of  fire,  which,  fann'd  with  honour's  breath, 
Might  rise  into  a  flame,  and  in  men  darken 
Their  usurp'd  splendour.     Ha  !  my  aim  is  high. 
And  for  the  honour  of  my  sex  to  fedl  so, 
Can  never  prove  inglorious. 

The  wealth  of  individual  character,  and  the  strength  of 
the  situations  in  this  and  other  pieces  by  Massinger,  make  it 
extraordinary  that  the  dramas  should  not  be  frequently  played 
in  modem  times,  seeing  that  we  experience  such  a  dearth  of 
original  talent,  both  in  comedy  and  tragedy.  ''The  Picture '^ 
is  professedly  a  piece  of  Hungarian  history,  and  relates  how 
one  Mathias,  a  knight  of  Bohemia,  in  setting  forth  upon  an 
expedition,  receives  a  picture  of  his  wife  from  a  magician, 
which  is  to  change  its  colour  and  texture  should  she  prove 
unfaithful.  The  queen,  through  malice  to  the  knighf  s  wife, 
employs  two  courtiers  to  corrupt  her.      They  fail,  but  the 
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picture  in  Matliias's  possession  changes,  and  the  circumstance 
fills  him  with  horror,  till  in  the  end  his  doubts  are  dispelled^ 
and  his  wife^s  complete  purity  is  thoroughly  established.  The 
plot  is  striking  and  novels  and  its  progress  is  traced  with 
fltiency  and  ease.  ^^The  Emperor  of  the  East^'  is  a  drama 
charged  with  many  fine  and  noble  sentiments,  Shakespearian 
in  expression ;  as,  fc^  instance^  when  Athenais,  afterwards  the 
EmpresB^  thus  addresses  the  kinsman  of  Theodosias : — 

As  yon  have 
A  soul  moulded  from  heaven,  and  do  desire 
To  have  it  made  a  star  there,  make  the  means 
Of  your  ascent  to  that  celestiiJ  height 
Virtue,  wing'd  with  brave  action :  they  draw  near 
The  nature  and  the  essence  of  the  gods. 
Who  imitate  their  goodness. 

This  play,  which  is  full  of  merit,  could  not  at  first  it  appears 
procure  a  representation,  bnt  the  Court  having  specially  inter- 
posed in  its  favour,  its  production  became  a  matter  of  repeated 
occurrence. 

It  would  be  a  work  of  supererogation  almost  to  criticise 
at  this  day — seeing  that  the  comedies  themselves  have  been 
produced  so  constantly  in  more  modem  times — ^^  A  New  Way 
to  Pay  old  Debts,''  and  '^  The  City  Madam.''  Both  are  clever 
and  brilliant,  and  all  who  have  either  read  them  or  seen  them 
produced  on  the  stage,  will  agree  with  Hallam,  that  Sir  Giles 
Overreach  in  the  former  is  an  original,  masterly,  and  inimitable 
conception,  and  sujSScient  of  itself  to  establish  the  rank  of 
Massinger  in  this  great  province  of  dramatic  art,  comedy ; 
while  *'  The  City  Madam "  has  equally  distinguished  herself 
for  individuality.  In  the  whole  range  of  the  dramatist's  works 
we  find  indeed  no  characters  upon  which  he  has  expended  so 
much  strength ;  and  yet  there  are  plays  which  exceed  the  two 
named  for  poetic  merit  and  excellence  of  construction.  They 
win,  however,  never  cease  probably  to  have  a  fi:^quent  stage 
representation,  for  they  combine  just  those  elements  of  interest, 
wonder,  humour,  and  surprise  that  must  render  all  such  come- 
dies immortal. 

Passing  by  three  plays  (''The  Guardian,"  ''A  Very 
Woman,"  and  ''  The  Bashfiil  Lover  ")  I  must  pause  for  a  few 
moments  at  ''  The  Fatal  Dowry."  In  this  tragedy  Massin- 
ger had  the  assistance  of  Nathaniel  Field ;  and  many  years 
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afterwards  Nicholas  Eowe  was  not  ashamed  bodily  to   taks  its 
backbone,  and  by  this  judicious  or  injudicious  borrowing,  to 
produce  '^  The  Fair  Penitent,^^  one  of  that  Poet  Laureate's 
best  productions.      Cumberland,  the  dramatist,  wrote  a  fine 
eulogy  upon  Massinger^s  play,  and  it  fully  warrants  the  epithet 
of  masterly.     Other  people  besides  Rowe  have  not  disdained  to 
borrow  from  this  tragedy  ;  the  idea  in  the  following  passage  has 
been  made  use  of  by  Byron,  and  the  later  poets ;  one  of  the 
characters  recommends  Novall,  jun.,  to  put  away  a  looking- 
glass  in  which  he  is  immoderately  fond  of  gazing  upon  his  own 
features- 
Put  it  by, 
Lest  thou,  dear  lord,  Narcissus-like,  sbould'st  doat 
Upon  thyself,  and  die  ;  and  rob  the  world 
Of  nature's  copy,  that  she  works  form  by. 

One  could  imagine  also  that  Carlyle  had  read  this  drama  before 
writing  "  Sartor  Resartus,'^  for  we  have  this  remarkable  de- 
liverance from  one  of  the  characters  respecting  ^*  the  philosophy 
of  clothes,'^  a  foreshadowing  of  the  later  and  fuller  manifes- 
tation— "  What  fouler  object  in  the  world,  than  to  see  a  young, 
fair,  handsome  beauty  unhandsomely  dighted,  and  incon- 
gruently  accoutred?  or  a  hopeful  chevalier  unmethodically 
appointed  in  the  external  ornaments  of  nature  ?  for,  even,  as 
the  index  tells  us  the  contents  of  stories,  and  directs  to  the 
particular  chapters,  even  so  does  the  outward  habit  and  super- 
ficial order  of  garments  (in  man  or  woman),  give  us  a  taste  of 
the  spirit,  and  demonstratively  points  (as  it  were  a  manual  note 
from  the  margin)  all  the  internal  quality  and  habiliment  of  the 
soul ;  and  there  cannot  be  a  more  evident,  palpable,  gross 
manifestation  of  poor,  degenerate,  dunghilly  blood  and  breed- 
ing, than  a  rude,  unpolished,  disordered,  and  slovenly  outside." 
So  that  the  world  has  always  been  largely  governed  by  the 
tailor,  after  all. 

'^  Believe  as  you  List,"  which,  as  I  have  already  pointed 
out,  has  only  recently  been  discovered  and  published,  is  a  fine 
piece  of  composition.  Unfortunately  the  manuscript  was  in- 
complete, and  a  hiatus  is  a  matter  of  frequent  occurrence. 
Had  the  play  not  been  thus  mutilated,  it  must  unquestionably 
have  been  regarded  as  one  of  Massinger's  greatest  works. 
Even  now  there  is  much  to  admire  and  enjoy,  and  there  is 
scarcely  a  page  upon  which  we  cannot  find  notable  things. 
Take  a  passage  at  random ;  I<laminius,  Roman   ambassador 
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at  Carthage,  addressing  the  tutor  of  the  King  of  Bithynia, 
says : — 

A  wise  forecast  in  the  managing 
Worldly  affairs  is  the  trne  wisdom — rashness, 
The  schoolmistress  of  idiots.     Yon  well  know 
Charity  begins  at  home,  and  that  we  are 
Nearest  nnto  onrselves.     Fools  build  npon 
Imaginary  hopes,  bnt  wise  men  ever 
On  real  certainties.     A  tender  conscience, 
Like  a  glowworm,  shows  a  seeming  fire  in  darkness, 
But,  set  near  to  the  glorious  light  of  honour, 
It  is  inyisible.    As  you  are  a  statesman — 
And  a  master  in  that  art — you  must  remove 
All  rubs,  tho*  with  a  little  wrong  sometimes — 
That  may  put  by  the  bias  of  your  counsels 
From  the  fair  mark  they  aim  at. 

The  picture  of  Antiochus,  the  fugitive  King  of  tbe  Lower 
Asia,  in  this  drama,  is  one  surrounded  by  singular  pathos, 
while  the  preservation  of  his  dignity,  amidst  all  his  reverses  and 
misfortunes,  is  one  of  the  cleverest  pieces  of  workmanship  for 
which  the  dramatist  can  receive  credit. 

One  comedy  only,  "  The  Old  Law,"  remains  to  be  cited  and 
acknowledged.  It  is  stated  that  in  its  composition  Massinger 
had  the  assistance  of  Middleton  and  Bowley.  It  is,  without 
doubt,  an  admirable  comedy ;  but  Lamb,  who  was  apparently 
animated  by  a  strange  antipathy  towards  our  author,  again 
oversteps  the  mark  in  awarding  it  far  too  extravagant  praise. 
He  observes,  respecting  it,  that  "  there  is  an  exquisiteness  of 
moral  sensibility,  making  one  to  gush  out  tears  of  delight,  and 
a  poetical  strangeness  in  all  the  improbable  circumstances  of 
this  wild  play,  which  are  unlike  anything  in  the  dn^as  which 
Massinger  wrote  alone.  The  pathos  is  of  a  subtler  edge. 
Middleton  and  Rowley,  who  assisted  in  his  play,  had  both  of 
them  finer  geniuses  than  their  associate."  Though  good  as 
regards  action  and  plot,  the  play  is  much  inferior  to  many 
already  glanced  at  in  the  higher  quality  of  imagination.  Lamb, 
who  for  some  reason  or  other,  seems,  as  already  observed,  to 
have  imbibed  a  violent  dislike  for  Massinger,  is  unjust  in  his 
criticism  on  this  Iplay,  which  cannot  for  a  moment  be  compared 
with  '*  The  Duke  of  Milan  "  and  other  tragedies,  in  the  com- 
position of  which  the  dramatist  received  scarcely  any  or  no 
cO'Operation. 
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It  now  only  remainB  to  oflTer  one  or  two  necessary  gene- 
ralizations upon  Massinger.     The  author  of  the  ''  Curiosities 
of  Literature ''  thinks  that  "  the  pantomimic  characters  and 
the  extempore  comedy  of  Italy  may  have  had  some  influence 
even  on  our  own  dramatic  poets^^'  and  Massinger  amongst  the 
number.     He  and  other  critics  have  observed  that  a  passage  in 
*^  The  Emperor  of  the  East/'  agrees  so  closely  with  the  Quack,  or 
Empiric's  humorous  notion  in  Moliere^s  "Malade  Imaginaire/' 
that  it  is  difficult  to  believe  the  coincidence  accidental ;  and 
the  probability  is,  not  that  either  the  French  or  English  author 
borrowed  from  his  brother,  but  that  both  drew  from  the  same 
source — the  Italian  comedy.     What  lends  colour  to  this  plau- 
sible supposition  is  that  Massinger  was  a  student  of  Italian 
authors,  and  it  is  not  unlikely,  certainly  not  impossible,  that 
from  the  south  came  occasionally  the  sources  of  Massinger's 
happy  inspiration .  Additional  evidence  to  confirm  the  assump- 
tion is  discovered  with  regai*d  to  the  great  masterpiece  of  Eng- 
lish epic  poetry ;  for  Mr.  Disraeli  observes  that  it  was  '^  Andreini 
whose  name  must  have  the  honour  of  being  associated  with 
Milton's,  for  it  was  his  comedy,  or  opera,  whidbi  threw  the  first 
spark  of  the  '  Paradise  Lost '  into  the  soul  of  the  epic  poet — 
a  circumstance  which  will  hardly  be  questioned  by  those,  who 
have  examined  the  different  schemes  and  allegorical  personages 
of   the  first  projected  '  Drama  of  Paradise  Lost ; '   nor  was 
Andreini,  as  well  as  many  others  of  this  race  of  Italian  dra- 
matists, an  inferior  poet.      The  Adamo   of  Andreini  was  a 
personage  sufficiently  original  and  poetical  to   serve  as   the 
model  of  the  Adam  of  Milton.     The  youthful  English  poet,  at 
its  representation,  carried  it  away  in  his  mind.      Wit,  indeed, 
is  a  great  traveller;  and  thus  also  the  Empiric  of  Massinger 
mi^t  have  readied  us  from  the  Bolognese  'Dottore.''^     If 
Massinger  really  was  indebted  to  Italian  sources  for  some  of 
his  conceptions,  he  was,  like  Shakespeare,  able  to  take  the  dia- 
mond in  the  rough  and  cut  it  to  perfection.     Whenever  this  is 
the  case,  it  becomes  a  matter  of  minor  moment  where  and 
when  an  author  discovered  his  materials,  except  as  an  interest- 
ing item  of  literary  research.      It  is  the  harpy  of  whom   we 
most  complain  in  literature — the  writer  who  steals   only  to 
betray  his  clumsiness  in  the  resetting  of  his  filched  materials, 
and  who  excites  our  indignation  by  marring  that  picture  which 
in  the  original  was  excellently  fair. 

The  dignity  of  Massinger's  style  does,  not  conceal  the  fact 
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tiiAt  8ome  of  his  diaracters  exhibit  an  energy  wfaiob  is  aB 
repulsive  as  it  is  remaricable.     But  this  was  a  concomitant  of 
the  period  in  which  he  Hred,  an  eccentricity  which  generallj 
distingoisl^  the  genios  of  the  age.     Love  and  ambition  are 
not  always  tempered — the  former  by  a  diaste  desire^  the  latter 
by  purity  of  motive ;  yet  Massinger  does  not  stray  into  strange 
and  dubious  paths  so  frequently  as  many  of  his  contemporaries. 
He  has  no  passage^  for  instance^  in  the  whole  of  his  writings 
whidi  is  capable  of  exciting  the  rerukion  of  feeling  we  expe- 
rience on  readings  in  one  of  Ford^s  most  masterly  tragedies,  of 
&e  nnlawfol  lores  of  GioTanni  and  Annabella.    The  same 
otjection  applies  to  Webster^  who  appears  to  have  devoted 
himself  to  discovering  or  conceiving  the  most  terrible  deeds  of 
which  human  nature  can  be  guilty.     M.  Taine  holds  that  "  no 
one  has   eqnalled  Webster  in  creating  desperate  characters^ 
otter  wretches,  bitter  misanthropes^  in  blackening  and  blas- 
pheming, human  life— above  all^  in  depicting  the  shameless 
depravity  and   refined  ferocity  of  Italian  manners ; "   and  his 
^'Duchess  of  Malfi  ^'  is  suflBcient  of  itself  to  justify  the  state- 
ment.   But  if  there   be   exhibited  this  strength  of   passion 
which  is  sometimes  boisterous  and  malific^  there  is^  on  the 
other  hand^  frequently  displayed  a  tenderness  in  the  character 
of  women  which  is  truly  admirable.     The  creator  of  the  hawk 
and  the  eagle  is  also  the  creator  of  the  linnet  and  the  dove, 
and  the  song  and  the  beauty  of  the  latter  afford  us  unmiti- 
gated satisfaction  and  delight.     In  the  pages  of  our  dramatist, 
if  we  have  a  Sforza,  a  Francisco,  and  a  father  who  condemns 
his  own  daughter,  we  have  also  a  Dorothea  and  a  Lidia. 

To  borrow  a  simile  from  nature,  and  one  cognate  with  that 
used  at  the  commencement  of  this  article,  the  genius  of  Mas- 
singer  does  not  so  much  resemble  the  great  and  swelling 
ocean,  but  rather  the  deep  and  placid  lake.  He  reflects  upon 
his  surface  the  various  phases  of  human  nature,  but  is  un- 
ruflBed  in  the  process.  He  has  versatility,  but  not  the  versa- 
tility  of  the  greatest  minds ;  it  is,  if  the  expression  may  be 
nsed  and  understood,  a  versatility  without  variety.  That  is, 
the  repertoire  of  his  characters  is  large,  and  a  substantial  dif- 
ference is  perceptible  in  his  types ;  but  his  method  is  always 
one  and  the  same.  To  read  a  play  by  Massinger  is  to  know 
him  as  an  artist ;  we  can  predicate  what  the  other  dramas  will 
be  as  works  of  art  without  studying  them.  He  varies  little  in 
his  treatment  whether  he  be  writing  tragedy   or  comedy. 
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There  is  not  in  him  that  fulness  from  which  could  emanate  a 
'^  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor  '^  and  a  ''  Hamlet/'  But  it  must 
also  be  said  that  he  was  able  to  stand  alone ;  he  borrowed  no 
man's  plumes.  I  cannot  suJSSciently  admire  the  generosity  of 
his  sentiments,  and  the  evident  sincerity  of  the  man.  There 
is  a  sense  of  satisfaction  pervading  the  mind  after  reading  his 
works  which  is  grateful  and  healthful  to  the  spirit.  Moreover, 
he  is  one  of  the  purest  of  the  older  dramatists,  and  never  writes 
with  a  willing  and  palpable  bias  towards  obscenity.  When  all 
deductions  have  been  made,  there  still  remains  from  his  hand 
a  noble  and  enduring  addition  to  the  treasures  of  English 
literature.  A  study  of  him  as  one  single  orb  in  that  galaxy 
of  genius  which  made  the  age  of  Elizabeth  more  renowned 
than  the  enterprise  of  her  navigators  or  the  prowess  of  her 
warriors,  is  sufficient  to  demonstrate  how  prodigious  the  intel- 
lectual wealth  of  that  period  must  have  been,  and  to  justify  us 
in  regarding  it  as  the  most  illustrious  in  the  literary  annals  of 
the  world. 
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Ik  the  autumn  of  the  year  1847,  Genoa  was  making  ready  to 
receiYe  the  King  of  Sardinia.    There  was  nothing  very  remark- 
able in  the  fact  of  the  King^s  visit :  it  was  the  custom  of  the 
Sardinian  monarchs  to  pass  a  month  in  the  course  of  every 
year  in  that  city  of  palaces.     What  was  remarkable  was,  that 
Genoa  should  be  at  any  pains  to  make  ready  to  receive  him. 
The  proud  republican  city,  whose  affections  lay  enshrined  in 
the  memory  of  her  past  glories,  had  incessantly  chafed  under 
the  yoke  of  her  Savoyard  masters;   and  heretofore  she  had 
suffered  them  to  come  and  go  without  at  all  putting  herself 
out  to  do  them  honour.     There  had  been  no  love  lost  on  one 
side  or  on  the  other-     But  now,  from  Etna  to  the  Alps,  a 
mighty  transformation  scene  was  at  work  in  Italy.    The  Vision 
of  Unity — foreseen  by  Napoleon  as  he  gazed  on  the  map  of 
Europe  at    St.  Helena — invoked,  conjured  by   Genoa^s  own 
great  republican  son,  Giuseppe  Mazzini — was  dawning  upon 
the  peninsula ;  or,  rather,  was  throwing  up  before  it  the  rose 
crowns  of  day,  unmistakable  to  eyes  that  would  see,  though 
wilfully  declared  to  be  but  the  night  aurora  by  the  wilfully 
blind.    At  the  coming  of  that  vision,  old  jealousies  and  hatreds 
deemed  imperishable  vanished  out  of  sight,  even  as  nocturnal 
mists  roll  off  the  mountains  at  the  first  rays  of  sunlight.     The 
heart  of  Italy  palpitated  with  the  deep  and  strong  hopes  that 
are  begotten  of  despair.     What  Genoa  meant  by  going  forth  in 
her  thousands  to  welcome  the  Sardinian  Eang,  was  that  hence- 
forward there  was  to  be  but  one  cause — that  of  Italy ;  and  but 
one  cry — that  of  *'  War  to  the  foreigner  !"     We  may  be  sure 
the  King  divined  the  meaning  of  these  unaccustomed  throngs, 
these  unwonted  cheers;    but  the  people,   half-suspecting   it 
would  be  judged  high  treason  to  proclaim  it,  held  their  peace 
as  concerned  the  common  thought  which  had  brought  them 
there.    Not  altogether,  however,  for  a  youth  more  eager  or 
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more  daring  than  the  rest,  rushed  through  the  crowd,  grasped 
the  reins  of  Charles  Albert^s  horse,  and  thundered  out,  '^  Sire, 
cross  the  Ticino,  and  we  are  all  with  you  !"  This  youth  was 
called  Nino  Bixio. 

A  name  that  will  probably  suggest  few  other  associations 
to  the  ordinary  English  reader  than  perhaps  a  vague  idea  that 
its  bearer  was  one  of  Garibaldi^s  generals.     For  if  one  thing  is 
more  remarkable  than  the  general  goodwill  with  which  the 
majority  of  Englishmen — at  least,  of  late  years — have  watched 
the   Italian  movement,  it  is  their  profound  ignorance  of  all 
relating  to   it.     That  the   Marshal-President   of  the   French 
Bepublic  was  the  victor  of  Magenta,  that  the  representative  of 
Trastevere  at  Monte  Citori  took  Palermo,  they  may  be  able  to 
tell  you;   but   should   they  be  beguiled   into   giving  further 
details,  it  is  only  too  likely  they  will  fall  into  the  oddest  mis- 
takes, and  make  a  melancholy  hotch-potch  of  dates  and  cir- 
cumstances.    More  usually,  however,  they  will  acknowledge 
their  ignorance,  and  have  the  discretion  to  be  silent.     This  is 
a  state  of  things  much  to  be  regretted.     No  man  can  be  said 
to  have  fully  lived  unless  he  be  acquainted  with  his  own  times. 
The  man  whose  world  is  bounded  by  the  limits  of  his  small 
surrounding  circle,  leads  a  life  but  one  step  removed  from  that 
of  the  intelligent  dog  or  chimpanzee;  whilst  he  who  is  wholly 
engrossed  and  absorbed   in    abstract    pursuits,   lives   as   an 
intellect,  scarcely  as  a  man ;  others  are  the  ghosts  of  the  past, 
or,  mayhap^  of  the  future.     That  one  only  who  walks  in  the 
griefs  and  turmoil  of  the  present,  with  his  eyes  open  and  his 
judgment  clear,  achieves   a  true  right   to   say,  with    Siey&s, 
"  J'ai  v^cuJ^     But,  we  must   own,  it   is  not  wonderful  that 
most  people  should  have  confused  ideas  about  this  century  of 
Italian  history.     Its  threads  are  so  manifold  and  so  involved, 
that  it  takes  more  time  than  Englishmen  imagine  they  can 
aflford  to  give  to  what  they  call  "  foreign  poUtics  ^^  in  order  to 
unravel  them ;  and  when  this  has  been  done,  in  all  pains  and 
patience,  we  yet  find  ourselves .  in  a  haze  on  many  points,  and 
are  brought  face  to  face  with  problems  diflBcult,  if  not  impos- 
sible, now  to  solve,  and  which,  perhaps,  never  will  be  solved 
in  a  really  satisfactory  manner.     This  much  for  the  impartial 
student.     Of  course,  the  convinced  partisan — and  we  say  it 
without  blaming  him — finds  the  task  far  easier,  whatever  may 
be   the  position   he  assumes.     The   future  historian  of  Italy 
will  have   a  splendid  theme;    will  have  for  record   martial 
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heroism,  civic  virtne,  aad  sublime  self-devotion,  both  collective 
and  individnai,  unsurpassed  in  ancient  or  modem  times,  but 
he  will  have  much  to  explain,  much  to  reconcile.  Such  at- 
tempts as  have  been  made  to  anticipate  his  work — the  work  <rf 
posterity — have  not  been  attended  by  any  signal  success  up  to 
the  present ;  and  possibly  we  possess  hardly  a  better  way  of 
arriving  at  a  just  general  notion  of  the  events  which  have 
constituted  the  creation  of  a  new  Italy,  than  that  of  following 
the  lives  of  the  men  who  have  chiefly  participated  in  them.  Oiie 
of  these  men,  an  important,  though  not  an  absolutely  principal, 
actor  in  the  drama  of  Italian  independence,  was  Nino  Bixio, 
whose  career  it  is  our  purpose  to  briefly  sketch  in  the  ensuing 
pages. 

Like  Graribaldi's,  the  Bixio  family  sprung  from  Chiavari. 
Nino's  father  migrated  to  Genoa,  where  he  settled  in  a  position 
of  trust  in  the  employ  of  a  goldsmith  ;  he  was  an  honest  man, 
somewhat  limited  in  mind  and  weakly  in  body.  His  wife  was 
a  woman  of  a  very  superior  stamp,  and  was  distinguished  alike 
for  great  beauty  and  great  good  sense.  It  is  worth  noting 
that  she  was  the  intimate  friend  of  Mazzini^s  mother,  one  of 
the  noblest  of  the  noble  company  of  Italian  women,  the  Cor- 
nelias of  modern  Italy — the  mothers  of  the  Cairoli,  of  the 
Tosi,  of  the  Rufini,  and  how  many  more  unnumbered  and 
unknown,  yet  no  whit  less  worthy  of  undying  fame  than  the 
Soman  noiatron.  Nino,  as  he  was  called — his  baptismal  name 
was  Grirolamo — the  last  of  eight  brothers,  was  bom  October 
2nd,  1821.  Unhappily  for  him,  his  excellent  mother  died 
when  he  was  nine  years  old;  and  though  it  was  not  long 
before  his  father  married  again,  there  was  no  one  in  the  house 
from  that  moment  who  had  energy  or  authority  to  keep  order 
amongst  turbulent  boys,  and  a  veritable  reign  of  anarchy  was 
the  consequence.  So  Nino  grew  up  to  be  a  bad  boy.  All 
things  considered,  the  "  bad  boys  "  and  the  "  stupid  boys '' 
have  produced  quite  as  respectable  a  quota  of  eminent  men  as 
the  youthful  models  of  primness  and  precocity.  But  into  the 
why  and  wherefore  of  this  we  are  not  going  now  to  enter. 
As  regards  poor  Nino,  he  cannot  be  held  solely  responsible  for 
his  juvenile  peccadilloes.  He  was,  it  is  true,  sent  to  half-a- 
dozen  schools,  one  after  another ;  but  no  one  cared  or  con- 
cerned himself  whether  he  got  on  well  or  ill ;  it  was  no  one^s 
business  to  remember  to  pay  the  master,  or  to  furnish  the 
scholar  with  maps,  school-books,  or  even  paper — ^the  boy  was 
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reduced  to  writing  his  exercises  on  the  back  of  the  labelled 
cards  of  the  goldsmith.  His  schoolfellows,  with  the  cruel, 
quick  instinct  of  the  species,  soon  discovered  the  neglect  with 
which  Bixio  was  treated  at  home,  and  made  a  butt  of  him  in 
consequence — the  masters,  it  would  seem,  not  disdaining  to 
join  in  the  game.  Bixio  was  not  the  boy  to  stand  this ;  he 
threw  the  inkstand  at  the  master,  and  administered  black  eyes 
to  the  pupils ;  from  being  a  butt,  he  became  a  terror.  These 
early  years  must  be  taken  into  consideration  when  we  form  an 
estimate  of  his  life  as  a  whole ;  for  the  want  of  a  softening  and 
controlling  influence  during  his  boyhood,  in  addition  to  a 
temperament  naturally  hot-headed  and  a  tongue  naturally  un- 
guarded, led  him  into  trouble  on  sundry  occasions  in  after 
years,  when  the  exaggerations  of  popular  report  almost  suc- 
ceeded in  giving  him  the  reputation  of  a  sort  of  filibustering 
Fra  Diavolo,  who  would  cut  off  a  man^s  head  as  soon  as  say 
good  morning  to  him— a  reputation  which  we  may  as  well  here 
state,  once  for  all,  he  did  not  deserve. 

At  thirteen,  Bixio  cut  short  his  school-days  by  going  to  sea 
as  cabin  boy  on  board  a  vessel  bound  for  South  America.  His 
shipmates  made  fun  of  him  upon  a  fresh  score ;  they  styled 
him  scioetto — "little  gentleman,^'  in  the  Genoese  dialect. 
Altogether,  he  did  not  find  the  life  highly  congenial,  and  he 
ran  away  once  or  twice,  but  was  caught  by  the  captain,  and  in 
due  time  taken  back  to  the  port  of  Genoa.  The  family  were 
apparently  exceedingly  anxious  to  get  him  off  their  hands,  and 
therefore  lost  no  time  in  enlisting  him  as  a  seaman  in  the  Sar- 
dinian navy.  The  reasons  assigned  for  this  step  do  not  seem 
to  have  been  very  conciliatory,  and  the  boy  resisted,  upon 
which  he  was  coolly  turned  into  the  streets,  where  he  was 
found  some  ddys  later  by  the  police,  who  forcibly  deposited 
him  on  board  the  ship  he  was  to  serve  in— on  the  whole, 
as  matters  stood,  the  best  thing  that  could  have  befallen  him. 
So  some  years  elapsed,  and,  whether  from  reading  Niccolini's 
^'  Arnold  of  Brescia,''  and  other  suggestive  works  of  the  same 
class,  or  it  may  be  from  forming  the  acquaintance  of  members 
of  the  society  of  Young  Italy,  the  principles  which  were  at  once 
to  govern  and  ennoble  his  life  took  possession  of  him :  hence- 
forth he  believed  that  Italy  had  a  future,  and  that  each  of  her 
sons  was  in  duty  bound  to  hasten  its  advent.  He  became 
serious  and  studious,  and  held  himself  in  readiness  to  join  in 
the  struggle  for  national  existence  so  soon  as  it  should  begin. 
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But  serving  as  he  did  in  the  "Royal  Navy  of  Piedmont,  he  felt 
that  his  liberty  of  action  was  restricted,  and  he  resolved,  if 
possible,  to  change  into  the  merchant  service.  This  plan  in- 
volved a  certain  amount  of  expenditure,  which  he  was  not 
himself'  in  circumstances  to  meet ;  he  was,  however,  enabled 
to  carry  it  out  by  the  timely  assistance  of  his  brother  Ales- 
sandro,  who  had  already  obtained  a  fair  position  in  Paris.  A 
remarkable  man,  this  Alessandro  Bixio,  by  the  way — a  physi- 
cian, naturaUst,  aeronaut,  journalist,  and  politician,  in  which 
last  capacity  he  became  the  trusted  friend  of  the  chief  French 
republicans,  and  a  minister  and  diplomatic  agent  under  the 
government  of  '48,  He  received  the  Legion  of  Honour,  and, 
amongst  other  exploits,  fought  a  duel  with  M.  Thiers  a  propos 
of  the  presidency  of  Louis  Napoleon.  Made  prisoner  at  the 
coup  d*etat,  he  retired,  after  his  release,  from  the  political 
arena,  and  devoted  himself  to  the  interests  of  scientific  agricul- 
ture and  industrial  enterprise  upon  a  large  scale.  He  was 
Nino's  senior  by  nearly  twenty  years,  and  he  survives  him. 

In  1846,  Bixio  with  two  companions,  embarked  in  high 
spirits  on  an  American  merchant- ship,  sailing  for  Sumatra. 
But  their  exuberance  was  considerably  damped  by  the  dis- 
covery that  the  captain  of  the  vessel  was  a  Quaker,  whose 
endeavour  it  was  to  institute  a  rule,  something  between  that 
of  a  Trappist  monastery  and  of  a  Scotch  Sabbath.  Silence,- 
meditation,  and  solemn  faces,  were  the  order  of  the  day;  and  the 
three  Genoese  sailors,  scarcely  aroused  from  a  mad-cap  boy- 
hood, found  themselves  sorely  out  of  their  element.  No  sooner 
were  they  in  sight  of  Sumatra,  than  they  secretly  decided  to 
run  away,  or  rather  swim  away,  from  the  penitential  vessel  as 
best  they  might.  One  of  the  three,  Parodi,  observed  that 
these  waters  were  swarming  with  sharks,  to  which  Bixio  re- 
joined :  "  What  matter  the  sharks  V  and  leapt  in,,  followed  by 
the  others.  It  was  a  bright  night ;  the  shore  seemed  near ; 
but  distance  is  deceptive  at  sea,  and  the  further  they  swam  the 
further  it  appeared  to  recede.  Poor  Parodi  vanished  beneath 
the  water :  exhaustion  or  a  shark  had  finished  his  career ;  the 
two  others  were  almost  at  the  end  of  their  strength  when  they 
descried  a  little  sea-gull  islet  within  a  short  space  of  them,  and 
here,  more  dead  than  alive,  they  landed.  They  were  perceived 
by  the  natives  on  the  shores  of  Sumatra,  who  came  out  to 
fetch  them,  and  who  treated  them  kindly,  but  looked  upon 
them  as  prisoners.     A  refusal  to  obey  the  mandates  of  their 
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captors  would  very  probably  have  been  followed  by  instant 
execntion ;  and  the  customs,  social  and  religious,  with  whicli 
they  were  requested  to  conform  at  the  Malayan  court  threatened 
to  lead  them  into  disagreeable  predicaments,  when  the  worthy 
Qufiier  Captain  arrived  as  a  deus  ex  machind,  and  carried  oflF 
his  runaways,  much  to  their  own  relief.  Thence  they  sailed  to 
New  York,  where  Bixio  took  service  in  the  first  vessel  bound 
for  Europe ;  and  in  1847  we  find  him  once  more  mcJcing  an 
appearance  in  GTenoa  in  the  manner  described  at  the  opening 
of  this  notice. 

Those  were  the  days  of  demonstrations.  One  followed 
upon  the  other  in  quick  succession :  in  every  Italian  city  each 
passing  event  or  incident  which  could  possibly  take  the  im- 
press of  a  political  significance  was  invested  with  it.  Thus 
Mr.  Cobden's  tour  grew  into  the  proportions  of  a  quasi-royal 
progress  ;  thus  at  Grenoa,  when  the  news  came  of  an  insurrec- 
tion at  Palermo,  the  people  proposed  a  public  thanksgiving  in 
the  Church  of  the  Annunciation,  and  GoflFredo  Mameli — a  boy- 
poet  of  infinite  promise— dashed  oflF  this  inscription  : — 

'*  A  Dio 
Per  la  Vittoria  del  Popolo/' 

which  Nino  Bixio,  clambering  up  over  the  church  door,  defi- 
antly fastened  on  the  wall,  that  he  who  ran  might  read.  Thus 
again  at  Genoa,  the  King's  entry  was  made  the  occasion  of  a 
great  political  manifestation.  These  demonstrations  were  no 
idle  excuses  for  crowds  and  rhetoric ;  they  sounded  the  key- 
note of  the  symphony  soon  to  be  played  by  the  full  orchestra 
of  bayonet  and  cannon. 

On  the  18th  of  March,  1848,  Bixio  and  his  friends  heard 
of  the  revolution  in  Milan ;  the  day  after,  he  was  on  his  way 
to  the  Loi^bard  frontier.  Baffaele  Bubattino,  whose  name 
will  occur  again  in  these  pages,  psdd  for  the  diligence  ticket 
which  took  the  young  volunteer  to  Cavo,  for  he  possessed 
hardlv  a  sou  in  the  world.  At  Cavo  a  small  nucleus  of  volun- 
teers  was  concentrated,  where  Bixio  was  shortly  joined  by 
GoflFredo  Mameli  and  other  of  the  patriotic  youth  of  Genoa. 
Mameli  parted  from  Bixio  upon  a  summons  from  Mazzini  to 
Milan.  As  a  souvenir  he  gave  his  friend  a  little  almanac  in 
which  to  write  a  diary  of  the  campaign.  This  almanac  is  stiU 
in  existence,  having  been  carefully  preserved  by  Bixio  for  thf 
sake  of  his  friend ;  and  although  the  volunteer  corps  in  whicn 
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he  had  enlisted  did  not  have  the  chance  of  doing  great  things, 
hig  brief  records  are  interesting,  as  denoting  a  curious  matnrity 
of  judgment  in  military  matters,  for  a  seafaring  youth  without 
any  special  training  or  experience.  The  armistice  of  Salasco 
put  an  end,  for  the  time,  to  the  ardently  wished- for  and  bitterly- 
disappointing  Piedmontese  "  war  with  Austria/^  The  volun- 
teers were  disbanded ;  Garibaldi  alone  yet  holdout  in  the  midst 
of  vmversal  dissolution.  To  him  Bixio  went,  and  so  began 
their  long  and  fruitful  connection. 

In  the  April  of  1849,  the  assurance  of  amity  tendered  by 
General  Oudinot  in  the  name  of  his  master,  the  President  of 
the  French  Republic,  procured  a  peaceful  reception  for  the 
French  troops  which  landed  at  Civita  Vecchia.     When  the 
mask  was  lifted,  Hie  French  general  was  in  possession  of  the 
fortress,  and  resistance  was  impossible.     Bixio  was  there ;  and 
burning  with  indignation  he  burst  into  the  room  where  Oudinot 
and  his  staff  were  holding  a  council  of  war,  and  denounced 
^'  ike  infamy  of  one  republic  coming  to  assassinate  another.^^ 
Oudinot  replied  with  some  platitude  about  the  intruder  being 
too  young  to  understand  the  grave  events  which  took  them  to 
Rome,  and  so  the  incident  ended.      Again  the  mask  of  friend- 
ship was  resumed,  but  only  to  conceal  still  further  bad  faith. 
One  month  later,  Louis  Napoleon  empowered  the  French  envoy, 
Le88ep8,to  sign  a  convention  with  the  Roman  Republic,  whereby 
the  war  was  transformed  into  an  alliance,  and  at  ihe  same  time 
gave  secret  instructions  to  Oudinot  to  trample  on  the  treaty 
thus  signed,  and  break  the  truce.  Treachery  characterized  every 
step  in  the  expedition ;  but  Louis  Napoleon  knew  that  he  must 
carry  it  through  at  all  hazards ;  he  knew  that  the  destruction 
of  the  Roman  Republic  was  the  death  warrant  of  the  French, 
and  he  was  not  the  man  to  be  frightened  by  the  prejudice  exist- 
ing against  Judas.     He  thought  he  could  overcome  that,  and 
he  did  overcome  it  for  twenty  years ;  but  the  Nemesis  came  at 
last  both  for  him  and  for  France,  which,  by  the  adroitness 
of  one  party,  and  the  ineptitude  of  another,  had  become  his 
accomplice.     That  Nemesis  was  the  battle  of  Sedan,  which 
sent  the  Italian  troops  to  the  Capitol. 

To  return.  It  is  not  for  us  here  to  write  the  history  of  the 
heroic  morituri  te  salutant,  proffered  to  Italy  from  Rome. 
Bixio's  part  in  the  defence  is  told  in  few  words.  He  was 
€raribaldi's  orderly  oflScer ;  his  right  hand  in  a  dozen  brilliant 
engagements.     On  one  occasion  he  had  the  good  fortune  to 
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make  300  PreBch  prisoners  on  his  own  account.  In  the  action 
of  the  3rd  of  June  at  the  Villa  Corsini,  he  was  severely 
wounded.  '^  Write  to  my  brother  in  France/'  he  cried,  "  and 
tell  him  I  am  struck  down  by  a  French  bullet.''  The  same  day, 
the  hospital  to  which  he  was  taken  received  another  wounded 
soldier,  Goffredo  Mameli.  The  poor  boy  died  after  intense 
suflFering,  during  which  he  was  constantly  speaking  of  his 
country,  and  prophesying  her  future.  His  ^'  Fratelli  d'  Italia  " 
is  one  of  the  most  popular  patriotic  hymns  of  Italy,  and  an 
especial  favourite  with  Garibaldi.  We  find  this  entry  in  Bixio's 
diary:  ^'At  half-past  7  a.m.  on  the  6th  of  July,  1849,  in  the 
hospital  of  the  Trinity  di  Pellegrini,  Gofiredo  Mameli  yielded 
up  his  great  soul !'' 

It  was  not  until  after  the  fall  of  the  city  that  Bixio  was 
well  enough  to  return  to  Genoa.  Always  a  sailor  at  heart, 
he  now  devoted  himself  to  the  study  of  navigation,  and  ob- 
tained a  captain's  certificate.  But  before  seeking  an  appoint- 
ment, he  consulted  Mazzini  as  to  whether  he  might  consider 
himself  ^^on  leave"  from  the  service  of  Italian  Independence,  and 
Mazzini  answered,  '^  No."  Thus  his  departure  was  put  ofi",  till 
the  coup  d^etat  of  Napoleon  dissipated  all  immediate  prospect 
of  a  renewal  of  the  struggle  suspended  beneath  the  walls  of 
Bome  and  Venice.  Bixio  then  re-entered  the  Genoese  mer- 
chant service ;  but  the  more  he  saw  of  it,  the  further  it  fell 
short  of  his  conception  of  what  it  ought  to  be.  What  he 
wanted,  was  a  mercantile  marine  worthy  of  comparison  with 
the  old  princely  commerce  of  republican  Genoa:  worthy  to 
compete,  under  the  colours  of  a  great  nation — the  Italy  of  the 
future — with  the  vast  argosies  of  British  trade.  A  man  of 
action  and  energy  in  whatever  he  gave  his  mind  to,  he  did  not 
rest  until  he  was  in  command  of  a  fine  clipper — the  Ooffredo 
Mameli — constructed  under  his  own  eyes,  and  destined  to 
transact  business  with  distant  stations.  The  ship  sailed  from 
Genoa  in  1855,  bound  for  Melbourne,  the  first  Italian  vessel  that 
ever  took  the  direct  route  for  Australia.  A  little  while  before 
leaving,  Bixio  married  his  relative  Adelaide  Parodi,  who  still 
lives.  His  marine  venture  had  not  the  success  it  deserved ; 
and  time  hastening  on,  brought  the  year  1859,  which  sum- 
moned him  to  other  work. 

The  early  part  of  1859  was  a  period  of  the  utmost  suspense 
and  anxiety  for  Italian  patriots.  A  momentous  crisis  was 
plainly  at  hand ;   what  would  be  its  issue  ?     There  had  been 
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enough  of  magnificent  failures  in  Italy.  Only  eighteen  months 
before,  the  pure-minded  chivalrous  Pisacane,  Garibaldi^s  pre- 
cursor in  Naples,  had  added  one  more  to  the  list.  And  in 
the  January  of  the  year  previous,  a  fateful  event  had  power- 
fully stimulated  Napoleon^s  considerations  of  '^  Q^i'  y  a-Uil  d 
faire  pour  I'  lialie?^'  Whilst  waiting  for  the  sword  to  be 
unsheathed,  Bixio  took  up  the  pen  and  started  a  journal,  for 
the  purpose  of  advocating  the  temporary  military  dictator- 
ship of  Piedmont.  "  We  will  follow  the  Government,  if  the 
Government  will  lead.^'  Such  was  Bixio's  programme  now, 
as  it  had  been  when  he  uttered  the  famous  '^  Cross  the  Ticino, 
and  we  are  all  with  you/'  It  embodied  the  consistent  con- 
viction of  his  life — a  conviction  inspired  neither  by  any  great 
partiality  for  the  house  of  Savoy,  nor  by  quite  the  feeling 
which  suggested  Dante^s  phrase,  f^  Fare  Italia  anche  col 
diavolo ! ''  The  fact  was  that  Bixio  did  not  attach  very  much 
importance  to  forms  of  government.  He  held  that  the  question 
of  Monarchy  or  Republic  should  be  regulated  by  the  political 
expediency  of  the  moment.  But  it  should  not  be  forgotten 
that  this  expediency  was  that  of  Italy.  Bixio,  and  those  who 
think  with  him — we  suppose  the  bulk  of  the  Italian  nation 
to  be  amongst  them^-do  not  deserve  to  be  called  base,  selfish, 
or  corrupt,  for  seeking  the  regeneration  of  their  country  in  the 
manner  they  believed  most  likely  to  succeed,  notwithstanding 
that  to  certain  lofty  minds  the  relinquishment  of  the  republic 
may  appear  to  be  the  negation  of  one  section  of  a  grand 
religious  idea. 

If,  however.  Piedmont  was  to  be  followed,  she  must  lead. 
"  Arm  !  arm !  forward !  forward !  '^  cried  Bixio,  day  by  day. 
"  Do  you  want  money  ? ''  he  said.  '^  Take  it.  Do  you  want 
men  ?  They  are  only  waiting  for  you  to  call  them.**  And  he 
added,  with  prescient  wisdom,  "  the  utilization  of  the  whole 
available  force  of  the  nation  will  not  be  less,  but  more  impera- 
tive, in  the  event  of  a  French  alliance ;  for  an  alliance  between 
the  weak  and  the  strong  means  the  relations  of  servant  and 
master.  Had  Piedmont,  casting  aside  her  fears  of  the  revo- 
lutionary element  in  Italy,  honestly  and  uncompromisingly 
accepted  this  advice,  subsequent  events  might  not  have  been 
what  they  were. 

When  war  was  declared,  Bixio  followed  Garibaldi  and  his 
fortune.  What  that  fortune  was  we  need  not  stay  to  relate. 
How  the  corps  of  3,600  volunteers, — the  cacciatori  delle  Aljpi — 
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performed  prodigy  after  prodigy,  won  Varese,  San  Fermo, 
defended  the  Stelvio,  covered  the  Vatellina,  how  it  almost 
contrived  to  draw  oflF  the  world^s  attention  from  the  great  ope- 
rations of  the  allied  armies — all  this  has  been  told,  and  well  told, 
in  numberless  records.  Then  came  the  thunderbolt  of  Villa- 
&anca ;  then  came  the  demand  for  Italian  provinces.  A  recent 
Italian  writer  has  well  pointed  out  the  one  grain  of  consolation 
which  existed  for  Italy  in  all  this  sad  disillusionment.  *'  Had 
Napoleon  III.,"  he  observes,  ^'  remained  faithful  to  his  first 
manifesto,  ^  From  the  Alps  to  the  Adriatic,^  the  subjection  of 
Italy  to  the  French  tutelage  would  have  henceforth  known  no 
limit  whatsoever/'  As  it  was,  that  tutelage  exercised  a  suffi- 
ciently baneful  influence  over  the  now  kingdom.  But  the 
statemeut  above  cited  is  substantially  correct;  the  treaty  of 
Villafranca  freed  Italy  from  what  would  have  been  overpowering 
obligations.  The  cession  of  Nice  and  Savoy  cancelled  the 
debt  of  gratitude  incurred  at  Solferino  and  Magenta ;  not  the 
debt  of  heartfelt  thanks  due  to  the  Frenchmen  dead  among  the 
Lombard  maize  fields,  but  the  debt  of  political  allegiance  to 
France,  and  in  particular  to  Napoleon.  France  will  not  see 
this,  but  it  is  none  the  less  true  on  that  account. 

In  the  campaign  of  1859,  Bixio  acted  as  major  in  the  second 
battalion  of  Medici's  regiment.  His  position  in  that  of  1860 
was  one  of  far  greater  independence  and  importance.  Gran- 
baldi  entrusted  him  with  the  delicate  mission  of  superintending 
the  embarkation  of  the  "Thousand,''  which  had  to  be  per- 
formed with  the  utmost  promptitude,  and  under  the  guise  of 
secresy.  "  Let  us  go,  even  with  twenty  men,"  Graribaldi  had 
said  to  Bixio,  who  was  eager  to  be  oflF,  "  provided  we  go  at 
once.''  The  ex  sea-captain  desired  nothing  better ;  he  pushed 
on  the  business  with  all  despatch,  losing  his  temper,  of  course, 
fifty  times  a  day,  and  not  even  taking  notice  of  the  wife  and 
children  he  loved  so  well.  At  length  the  arms  and  ammunition 
were  deposited  upon  an  old  hulk  which  lay  in  the  port  of 
Genoa,  jammed  in  between  two  steaming  vessels,  the  "  Pied- 
mont'' and  the  ^^  Lombard,"  belonging  to  Raffaelle  Rubattino, 
the  proprietor  of  the  well-known  Indian  and  Mediterranean 
lines  of  Italian  mail  steamers.  Rubattino,  good  patriot,  but 
at  the  same  time  cautious  man  of  business,  was  quite  willing 
his  ships  should  be  used,  only  they  must  be  taken  ''  by  force." 
At  dusk  on  the  fourth  of  May,  some  forty  of  the  flower  of  the 
Oaribaldians  silently  assembled  upon  the  old  hulk,  and  between 
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nine  and  ten  o'clock,  Bixio  stepped  on  board  and  drawing  from 
bis  pocket  the  kepi  of  a  Lieutenant-Colonel,  said,  "  Glentlenien, 
from,  this  moment  70a  are  under  my  command ;  attend  to  my 
orders/'  The  orders  were  to  possess  themselves,  revolver 
in  hand,  of  the  two  neighbouring  steamers,  to  carry  on  board 
the  cases  of  arms  and  ammunition,  and  to  prepare  for  imme- 
diate departure.  By  early  dawn  the  ships  were  under  weigh 
for  Quarto,  where  Garibaldi  was  awaiting  them  in  the  midst  of 
hiB  Thousand.  In  his  latest  work,  ^^I  Mille,'*  he  has  given 
an  account  of  this  night-watch  at  Quarto.  '^  The  stars  shone  out 
in  all  their  southern  splendour,  and,''  he  says,  *'  an  indefinable 
spiritual  harmony  seemed  to  make  its  presence  felt.  Who 
doubted  the  victory  ?  "  he  exclaims.  Not  he,  certainly.  All 
who  were  gathered  together  on  that  occasion  are  witnesses 
to  the  serene  tranquillity  of  his  bearing,  the  placid  smile 
which  from  time  to  time  lit  up  his  countenance.  His  was  the 
faith  which  moves  mountains.  But  not  all  who  were  tiiere 
assembled  professed  that  faith.  Some  among  that  strange 
medley  of  veterans  and  children,  of  prescripts  and  soldiers  of 
liberty  from  diflFerent  lands,  were  not  so  assured  of  the  success 
of  the  expedition  which  was  going  forth  against  fifty  thousand 
picked  Bourbon  troops  in  Sicily,  with  a  fleet  to  back  them  up. 
Some  hoped  for  little  but  martyrdom.  Some  believed  victory 
impossible,  but  said,  with  Sii*tori,  "Where  Garibaldi  goes, 
we  follow."  But  all  were  quite  at  one  in  the  resolve  to 
"  do  or  die,^'  and  in  that  was  their  strength. 

The  hours  wore  on,  and  the  little  throng  stamped  their 
feet  upon  the  sea-shore  with  impatience.  What  if  the  ships 
did  not  come  after  all  ?  What  if  they  had  been  stopped  or 
hindered  in  their  passage  ?  "  Bixio  and  his  companions  are 
not  the  men  to  be  foiled  in  what  they  undertake  to  do/* 
remarked  the  eldest  of  the  Cairoli,  "  with  that  angelic  calmness 
of  his."  Many,  however,  have  anxious  faces.  Some  look  at 
their  watches,  others  whisper,  "  Must  we  return  as  we  came  ?  " 
But  these  harassing  doubts  and  fears  are  suddenly  changed  to 
a  tumult  of  satisfaction,  for  off  the  promontory  appear,  too 
visibly  to  be  mistaken,  the  outlines  of  the  '^  Piedmont "  and 
the  "  Lombard,"  and  in  less  than  two  hours  the  Thousand,  with 
their  chief,  are  safely  embarked. 

It  is  little  to  say  that  the  anxieties  of  the  expedition  were 
not  ended,  but  begun ;  but  it  was  shortiy  threatened  with 
a  danger  that  had  not  been  counted  on.     The  speed  of  the 
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two  steamers  was  diflFerent — and  Bixio,  on  the  ^'  Piedmont/' 
had  wholly  lost  sight  of  the  ^^  Lombard/^  when  in  the  clear 
darkness  of  the  May  midnight  he  discerned  an  ominous  black 
mass  upon  the  water — obviously  an  enemy  lying  in  wait ! 
Bixio^s  excitement  was  tremendous;  mindful  of  certain  last 
instructions  he  had  received  from  Garibaldi,  he  decided  upon 
his  course  of  action,  raised  a  desperate  shout  of  alarm,  desired 
the  engine-man  to  put  on  all  steam,  and  commanded  the  pilot 
to  steer  straight  upon  the  redoubtable  apparition.  The  volun- 
teers rushed  on  deck,  clutching  their  arms,  and  re-echoing 
the  cry  of  "  Board  her  !  board  her !  '^  without  much  knowing 
what  it  meant.  Bixio  stood  at  the  prow,  ready  to  be  first  in 
the  assault.  They  were  within  an  ace  of  collision,  when  a 
sonorous  voice  sounded — 

"Capitano  Bixio ! — Oaribaldi !  '^ 

Bixio's  heart  sank  within  him.  He  was  just  able  to 
stammer  out — '^  General  I  '^ 

'^  What  are  you  about  ?  Do  you  want  to  send  us  to  the 
bottom  ?  " 

^^  General,  I  saw  no  signals/' 

'^  Eh  !  don't  you  see  we  are  in  the  middle  of  the  enemy's 
lines  !     Make  for  Marsala." 

'^  All  right.  General." 

So  ended  this  historic  dialogue. 

For  Marsala  they  made.  To  this  day,  the  strange  fact  of 
the  landing  being  effected  without  the  interference  of  the 
Neapolitan  fleet  remains  unexplained.  It  has  often  been 
stated  that  the  English  squadron  lay  between  the  Garibaldians 
and  the  Bourbon  men-of-war ;  but  such  was  not  in  reality  its 
position.  It  seems  to  us,  however,  certain,  that  the  vicinity 
of  the  English  iron-clads  did  deter  the  Bourbon  commanders 
from  attacking  the  "  Piedmont "  and  the  ''  Lombard,"  though 
how,  we  do  not  pretend  to  understand.  Possibly  the  Bourbons 
feared  that  a  stray  projectile  might  fall  upon  one  of  the  houses 
along  the  coast  hoisting  the  British  flag,  and  that  this  might 
lead  to  English  intervention. 

The  "Thousand  "  marched  onCalatafimi,  where  the  Eoyalists 
were  entrenched  in  seven  strong  positions,  and  the  most 
bloody  encounter  of  the  whole  expedition  ensued.  Garibaldi 
had  with  him  only  the  men  he  had  brought  in  the  steamers 
(by  the  way,  not  1000  at  all,  but  about  800),  and  such 
squad  re  of  Picciotti — Sicilian  insurgents,  as  had  hitherto  been 
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able  to  join  him  :  brave  fellows  they  proved  themselves  on 
many  fatnre  occasions,  but  they  were  at  present  totally  anor- 
ganized,  and  not  unsusceptible  to  panic.  The  plan  was  to 
carry  each  position  at  the  point  of  the  bayonet.  At  a  certain 
janctnre  the  struggle  appeared  hopeless  ;  the  best  had  fallen, 
the  ammunition  was  gone,  the  glaring  Sicilian  sun  was 
wearing  out  the  hardiest.  The  commander  of  the  first  com- 
pany, who  had  exposed  himself  all  the  day  through  with 
reckless  gallantry,  approached  Garibaldi,  and  whispered  in  his 
ear,  "  General,  I  fear  we  must  retreat.'' 

The  chief  started  as  if  he  had  been  stung  by  a  scorpion, 
but  on  seeing  who  it  was  that  addressed  him,  he  answered 
gently,  "  Never  say  that,  Bixio  ....  Here  we  die/' 

"  Sooner  than  hear  those  words,  I  had  wished  myself  a 
hundred  feet  under  the  clod,''  Bixio  used  to  say,  when  he  told 
the  story.  He  made  up  his  mind  to  hold  his  peace  on  the 
subject  of  retreating  in  future. 

"  My  sons,"  said  Garibaldi  to  the  volunteers,  "  I  require 
of  you  one  last  desperate  charge.  Five  minutes'  rest,  and 
then — forwards  !"  The  time  past,  ho  cried,  ^'  To  the  bayonet ! " 
and  the  whole  little  host  repeating,  ^^  Alia  haieonetta!  Viva 
r Italia!  Viva  Garibaldi !^^  dashed  up  the  mountain  side. 
In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  Calatafimi  was  won  ! 

The  taking  of  Palermo  gave  Bixio  an  opportunity  for 
greatly  distinguishing  himself,  and  Garibaldi  acknowledged  his 
services  by  publicly  embracing  him,  and  signalizing  him  for 
tbe  enthusiasm  of  the  people.  '^  E  una  ricompensa  die  vale 
bene  una  croce '^  ("It  is  a  recompense  well  worth  a  cross"), 
wrote  Bixio  to  his  wife.  In  the  attack  on  Palermo  he  received 
what  he  called  a  slight  contusion — a  bullet  in  the  ribs — which 
he  extracted  himself.  When  he  could  get  about,  he  was 
despatched  on  the  disagreeable  though  important  mission  of 
pacifying  various  districts  of  the  island,  where  old  feuds  and 
rancours  had,  in  the  name  of  Socialism,  given  rise  to  deplorable 
excesses.  Having  conducted  this  business  to  the  satisfaction 
of  those  who  sent  him,  he  and  his  division  sailed  for  Calabria. 
Keggio  was  taken.  It  had  been  intended  that  Bixio  should 
enter  the  town  by  a  night  surprise,  but  the  alarm  was  given, 
and  his  column  was  greeted  by  a  discharge  of  musketry.  A 
horrible  melee  followed  in  the  darkness ;  Bixio's  horse  received 
a  score  of  baUs,  and  himself  one  in  the  arm.  It  was  impossible 
to  make  out  which  were  friends  or  foes ;  but  finally  the  Begi 
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were  driven  back,  and  retired  to  the  castle.  Meanwhile,  Gburi- 
baldi  had  taken  the  commanding  heights,  and  the  castle 
surrendered  in  the  course  of  the  day ;  Bixio  being  deputed  to 
sign  the  capitulation,  the  terms  of  which  were  extremely 
lenient,  it  being  Garibaldi^s  wish  not  unnecessarily  to  humi- 
liate the  aged  officer  in  command.  In  the  evening,  Bixio 
espied  the  enemy  making  a  slow  retreat,  and  hastened  eagerly 
to  Garibaldi  to  suggest  a  surprise.  The  latter  bade  him  leave 
that  for  the  morrow,  and  go  and  have  his  wound  dressed. 
Bixio  replied  that  he  was  "  all  right  /'  to  which  he  got  the 
answer,  "  I  suppose  the  balls  that  reach  you  are  made  of  puff- 
paste.^^  The  truth  was,  the  chief  was  not  a  little  proud  of  this, 
the  most  daring  of  his  generals. 

The  fate  of    the   campaign  which  had   thus  planted  the 
tricolor  flag  in  the  kingdom  of  Naples,  August  22,  1860,  was 
definitely   decided,   forty  days   later,    by  the   battle   of  the 
Voltumo.     Till   then  Garibaldi   had  indeed  led   his   legions 
along  the  way  to  victory,  but  this  way  lay  across  an  abyss 
bridged  over,  as  it  were,  by  last  night's  ice.     On  the  eve  of 
the  1st  of  October  the  issue  of  the  undertaking  hung  yet  in 
the  balance.     The  Neapolitans  had  collected  in  the  fortress  of 
Capua,   a  well-armed,  well-equipped  force   of  about   45,000 
men;  they  had  brought  Francis  II.  from  Gaeta  to  witness 
what  they  thought  to  make  their  grand  performance;  they 
had  chosen  his  birthday  for  its  execution.     Their  troops  were 
prepared  to  fight  to  the  uttermost,  and  in  fact  did  so.     Tho 
*^  general  idea ''  of  their  plan  was  to  break  through  the  Gari- 
baldian  lines,  and  march  on  Naples.     These   lines  Giiribaldi 
had  sketched  out  a  month  before — they  stretched  from  San 
Angelo  to  Maddaloni,  a  distance  of  fourteen  kilometres.     In 
confiding  to  Bixio  the  positions  he  was  to  defend,  the  chief 
gave  him  one  piece  of  advice — to  look  out  that  he  kept  them. 
Bixio  answered,  ''  While  we  live  they  are  safe.'' 

The  Voltumo  has  been  called  Garibaldi's  greatest  battle ; 
it  certainly  was  Bixio's.  The  defence  of  Maddaloni  was  prac- 
tically a  separate  action  from  the  fighting  carried  on  at  San 
Angelo  and  Santa  Maria,  and  it  was  conducted  by  Bixio,  alone 
and  unaided.  The  earliest  assault  of  the  Regi  was  made  in 
the  direction  of  Maddaloni,  at  about  four  a.m.,  they  having 
come  down  from  Capua  imder  cover  of  the  dense  white 
mist  which  hung  over  the  river.  Some  twelve  hours  later 
Bixio  saw  the  last  of  them  flying  before  his  bayonets ;  and  at 
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almost  the  same  moment  Garibaldi  telegraphed  to  Naples — 
^'Victory  along  all  the  lineJ^  The  liberation  of  the  Two  Sicilies 
was  an  accomplished  iact. 

Subsequently^  in  the  passage  of  the  Voltumo,  October  25, 
Bixio  was  thrown  from  his  horse,  and  his  leg  broken.  One 
present  when  he  was  brought  to  the  ambulance  describes  him 
as  coolly  assisting  the  surgeon  in  setting  the  fractured  limb, 
but  grumbling  at  its  putting  him  hors  de  combat,  and  desiring 
that  his  wife  should  not  be  told  of  the  accident.  This  mishap 
brought  to  an  end  Bixio's  share  in  the  campaign,  in  which  he 
had  fairly  won  the  proud  distinction  of  Secondo  dei  milh — 
second  only  to  his  chief.  A  fortnight  after.  Garibaldi  was 
back  in  Caprera,  eating  the  potatoes  he  had  planted  in  the 
spring. 

Bixio  devoted  the  next  six  years  to  politics,  and  his  speeches 
firom  his  place  in  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  whither  he  was 
sent  by  Genoa,  his  native  city,  contain  much  wise  counsel  and 
sound  sense,  expressed  with  a  plainness  and  candour  which,  if 
not  always  very  *'  parliamentary,^^  were,  at  all  events,  eminently 
honourable  to  the  speaker.     In  no  respect  a  party  man,  he 
was    alike    respected    by  the    Cavourini    and   the   advanced 
Liberals,  and  was  more  than  once  called  upon  to  act  as  inter- 
mediary between  the  two.     In  this  character  he  was  connected 
with  a  project  formed  in  February,  1861,  regarding  which  his 
able  Italian  biographer.  Signer  Guerzoni,  brings  to  light  some 
curious  details.     The  Generals  Microslawski  and  Klapka  were 
at  that  time  in  Turin,  for  the  purpose  of  acquiring  the  secret 
approval  of  the  Grovemment  of  a  plan  for  the  simultaneous 
emancipation  of  Venetia  and  Hungary,  the  chief  features  of 
which  were:— 1.  An  insurrection,  initiated  in  Transylvania; 
2.  The  formation  of  a  foreign  legion  commanded  by  Garibaldi, 
designed  to  effect  a  landing  on  the  Adriatic  coast ;  8.  Declara- 
tion of  war  against  Austria  by  the  Italian  Government,  so 
soon  as  the  movement  should  be  well  set  going.     Bixio  pre- 
sented the  generals  to  Cavour,  who  listened  favourably  to  the 
scheme,  but  insisted  that  a  trustworthy  person  should  be  at 
once  despatched  to  Hungary  to  sound  the  temper  of  the  people. 
Bixio — ^who  was  the  representative  in  the  affair  both  of  Gari- 
baldi and  Cavour — requested  his  friend  Signer  Guerzoni  to 
undertake  this  mission.      Signer   Guerzoni    agreed,    and    it 
was  arranged  that  he  should  be  introduced  to  Cavour  in  a  day 
or  two,  to  receive  final  instructions  prior  to  his  immediate 
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departure  for  Hungary.  This  was  the  24th  or  25th  of  February, 
1861,  '^ L^ Homme  propose,  Dieii  dispose*^  The  morning  fol- 
lowing, the  great  minister  was  reported  to  be  slightly  ailing  ; 
in  one  or  two  days  Europe  was  startled  by  the  intelligence — 
'^  Cavour  is  dead/^  Nothing  more  was  heard  or  done  about 
the  plan,  the  particulars  of  which  Signor  Guerzoni  for  the  first 
time  makes  public  in  his  '^  Vita  di  Nino  Bixio/^ 

In  the  campaign  of  1866,  Bixio  found  himself  in  command 
of  a  division  of  the  regular  army,  which  he  had  trained  and 
disciplined  to  move  like  clockwork  to  his  orders  ;  but  barring 
a  few  minor  actions  in  which  it  engaged  with  invariable  suc- 
cess, this  splendid  body  of  men  was  given  no  chance  of  dis- 
tinction throughout  the  war.  Had  Bixio  brought  up  his  division 
during    the    battle   of   Custozza,  it  may  be  confidently  con- 
jectured that  it  would  have  turned  the  fortune  of  the  day ;  but 
his  pressing  entreaty  to  be  permitted  so  to  do  was  met  by  a 
peremptory  command   to  remain  where   he   was.     Thus    the 
second  Custozza  was  lost ;  thus  the  gallant  army  of  new  Italy 
fought  with  futile  heroism  from  eight  in  the  morning  to  five  in 
the  evening  without  ensemble,  order,  plan,  or,  to  speak  more 
accurately,  with  a  plan  the  peculiarity  of  which  was  that  it 
prevented  any  one  from  having  any.     A  monument  should  be 
raised  on  the  field  of  that  battle  with  the  inscription,  "  Pray 
heaven  the  destinies  of  Italy  be  never  again  given  in  trust  to  a 
La  Marmora  1  ^' 

How  the  untimely  peace  placed  Custozza  and  Lissa  beyond 
retrieval,  when,  under  Cialdini,  the  main  army  was  preparing 
to  renew  the  conflict  with  far  more  promising  conditions — 
when  Medici  had  all  but  reached  Trento,  and  the  volunteers 
were  making  a  goodly  stand  in  the  passes  of  the  Alps — ^is  a 
matter  of •  history.  Bixio^s  letters  of  this  period  are  melan- 
choly reading ;  he  was  bitterly  disheartened,  even  more  as  a 
seaman  than  as  a  soldier.  The  disaster  at  Lissa  cut  him  to 
the  quick,  so  much  the  more  because,  with  grave  forebodings 
in  his  mind,  he  had  implored  the  government  to  give  the  naval 
command  to  Garibaldi  instead  of  to  Persano,  and  he  was  con- 
vinced that  had  ho  been  listened  to,  the  chronicler  of  that 
event  would  have  had  a  diSerent  tale  to  tell. 

In  1870  Bixio  was  once  again  under  fire,  beneath  the  gates 
of  Rome.  He  had  hastened  up  to  the  Eternal  City  from  Civita 
Vecchia,  where  the  Papal  commandant  had  capitulated  to  him, 
happily  without  a  shot  being  fired.     With  the  entry  of  the 
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Italian  troops  into  Rome^  the  career  of  Bixio^  the  soldier  of 
Italian  independence^  closed :  the  career  of  Bixio,  the  politician, 
may  equally  be  said  to  have  closed  on  the  day  he  witnessed, 
with  eyes  moist  with  tears,  an  Itahan  parliament,  opened  by  an 
Italian  King,  in  Rome.     That  hour  he  felt — not,  indeed,  that 
there  was  nothing  more  to  do,  but  that  his  own  work,  the 
work   of  the  revolution   and   the    sword,  was   complete.     It 
behoved  him  now,  he  thought,  to  devote  what  years  romainecl 
to  him  to  the  interests  of  his  family,  and  he  believed  that  in 
pursuing  this  object  ho  could  at  the  same  time  render  one  last 
service  to  his  countrymen  in  the  shape  of  a  needful  and  salu- 
tary example.    His  mind  was  still  full  of  the  ideas  that  had  been 
present  with  him  when  he  sailed  in  the  "  Goffredo  Mameli ;" 
he  had  never  tired  of  bringing  them  before  the  notice  of  the 
distmguished  persons  with  whom  he  was  brought  in  contact, 
and  of  the  Chamber  of  Deputies.     It  was  his  constant  convic- 
tion that  Italy  oaght  to  have  such  a  mercantile  marine  as  would 
raise  her  to    the  position  of  a  first-class  commercial  power* 
That  in  most  respects  she  was  essentially  fitted  to  assume  this 
position  was   not  to  be  disputed;    all  that  was  required,  in 
Bixio's  opinion,  was  the  liberal  encouragement  of  government 
and  the  growth  of  private  enterprise.    Among  the  innumerable 
benefits  accruing  from  commercial  greatness,  Bixio  well  pointed 
out  that  not  the  least  would  be  the  gradual  absorption  of  a^ 
large  portion  of  the  vast  class  of  d^scBUvres,  which  is  perhaps 
the  worst  curse  inherited  by  Italy  from  ages  of  despotism. 
"Are  you  aware,''  he  once  bitterly  exclaimed  in  the  Chamber 
—"  are  you  aware  in  what  we  are  superior  to  other  nations  ? 
In  criminal  statistics — ^in  the  290,000  cases  annually  brought 
before  Italian  tribunals — in  the  number  of  the  habitually  idle. 
There  is  our  superiority.''     And  the  remedy  he  proposed  to 
this  state  of  things  was  that  the  government  must  stimulate 
production,  animate  commerce — above  all,  foster  the  mercan- 
tile marine.     Had  Bixio  lived  till  now,  he  would  gladly  have 
acknowledged  that  a  beginning — a  very  satisfactory  beginning 
"^had  been  made  towards  progress  in  these  directions.     The 
uiost  recent  reports  from  Genoa,  in  particular,  are  full  of  pro- 
inise.     We  learn  that   the  crisis  produced  by   the  reckless 
system  of  speculation  which  was  rife  in  1874,  has  passed  over 
without  seriously  affecting  trade^  which  in  several  branches  is 
^ghly  flourishing.     The  direct  importation  of  cotton  through 

the  Suez  Canal  may  be  mentioned  as  one  of  these  branches ; 
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another  is  the  shipbuilding  trade^  now  extensively  carried  on 
not  only  for  the  supplies  of  Italy,  but  also  for  abroad*  A 
third  is  that  of  coal-carrying,  which  the  persevering  energy  of 
the  Genoese  shipowners  is  beUeved  to  be  absorbing  out  of  the 
hands  of  the  merchants  of  this  country.  Bixio's  connection 
with  this  particular  form  of  industry  will  be  noticed  in  what 
follows. 

It  was  before  the  Franco-German  war  that  Bixio  had 
determined  to  embark  once  more  in  a  mercantile  enterprise. 
The  feeling  that  he  was  growing  an  ol<J  man  without  having 
been  able  to  lay  up  an  adequate  provision  for  his  children 
became  intolerable  to  him.  "  Never  mind  the  lads/'  he  used 
to  say,  "there  will  always  be  work  for  them;  but  for  the 
girls — how  are  they  to  be  married  without  something  of  a 
dowry  ?  If  from  one  moment  to  another  I  were  to  die,  how 
are  they  to  be  educated  and  set  up  in  life  ?  For  thirty  years 
I  have  laboured  for  my  country ;  in  the  years  I  have  yet  to 
live  it  is  my  duty  to  work  for  my  family,  and  there  is  no  time 
to  lose.''  But  with  war  came  the  possibiUty  that  Italy  might 
have  need  of  him ;  and,  good  citizen  to  ihe  end,  he  delayed 
the  execution  of  his  project  until  the  horizon  was  clear  again. 
With  the  disappearance  of  this  last  hindrance,  he  allowed 
nothing  further  to  stand  in  the  way  of  its  steady  prosecution — 
not  even  the  advice  of  his  best  and  wisest  friends.  They, 
almost  to  a  man,  counselled  him  to  remain  in  Italy;  they 
urged  upon  him  that  he  could  ill  be  spared  either  in  the 
Chamber  or  in  the  army ;  but  when  all  arguments  failed,  and 
Bixio  continued  immovable,  from  the  King  downwards,  all  who 
loved  and  valued  him  helped  his  scheme  forward  to  the  best  of 
their  ability. 

Leslie  and  Co.,  of  Newcastle,  built  the  ship — a  fine  vessel 
of  2802  tonnage,  appropriately  named  the  "  Maddaloni."  The 
undertaking  was  looked  upon  almost  in  the  light  of  a  national 
enterprise,  and  many  were  the  good  wishes  which  accompanied 
the  ship  when  she  sailed  from  Messina,  July  6,  1873,  laden 
with  coal  for  Porto  Said.  The  captain-general,  Bixio,  soon 
proved  that  he  had  lost  none  of  his  sailor's  cunning.  He  was 
up  at  dawn,  directing  all  himself,  inventing  work  for  the  crew 
when  none  was  pressing,  out-piloting  the  pilot,  enlivening  the 
voyage  with  discourses  on  each  spot  of  historic  interest  they 
passed.  The  "  Maddaloni "  was  the  first  Italii^  vessel  that 
conveyed  coal  through  the  Suez  Canal.     Wherever  the  ship 
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called^  her  captain  was  fSfced  and  welcomed,  more  especially  at 
those  stations  where  the  English  element  predominated.  From 
Rwrto  Said  they  sailed  to  Singapore ;  thence  to  Batavia.  At 
Batavia^  Greneral  Van  Swieten  proposed  to  Bixio  an  advan- 
tageous arrangement  by  which  he  shonld  transport  a  body  of 
Dutch  troops  to  Atcheen,  where  they  were  required  for  active 
service.  Bixio  accepted  the  proposal,  with  no  misgivings. 
But  the  ship  had  not  gone  far  before  cholera  broke  out  among 
the  troops.  Arrived  in  the  roads  of  Atcheen,  Bixio  begged 
General  Van  Swieten  to  allow  the  men  to  be  instantly  landed, 
but  the  latter,  it  seems,  on  very  insufficient  grounds,  refused. 
Thus  they  remained  penned  up  on  board,  dying  hourly;  and  of 
course  the  epidemic  spread  from  the  passengers  to  the  crew. 
Bixio  heaped  upon  himself  those  impotent  and  irrational 
reproaches  which  man  is  ever  loud  with  when,  by  what  seems 
some  strange  irony  of  fate,  he  is  made  the  blind  instrument  of 
kis  own  undoing.  But  though  half-maddened  by  sorrow  and 
vexation,  he  was  unwearying  and  unremitting  in  his  endeavours 
to  alleviate  the  sufferings  of  those  around  him ;  the  whole  avail- 
able space  on  board,  including  the  captain^s  cabin,  was  turned 
into  a  hospital.  At  length — ^December  7,  18  73 — the  permission 
for  the  landing  was  granted.  The  effect  was  instantaneous; 
the  epidemic  ceased  as  if  by  a  miracle,  and  the  sailors  hastened 
to  tear  down  the  sad  signs  and  vestiges  of  death  and  disease. 
Bat  the  tragedy  was  not  played  out.  On  December  9,  Bixio 
remarked  to  the  medical  ofl&cer  on  board,  that  although  he  felt 
no  precise  ailment,  he  had  a  presentiment  that  his  life  drew  to 
its  close.  '^I  grieve,"  he  said,  "for  my  wife  and  the  four 
children  I  leave  behind.  Had  I  been  spared  but  for  two  years 
more,  I  should  have  been  happier,  for  then  the  future  of  my 
dear  ones  would  have  been  secure."  On  the  14th  he  still  did 
not  suffer  in  any  definite  manner,  but  he  insisted  on  dictating 
a  letter  conveying  his  last  wishes  to  his  family,  his  friends,  and 
the  oflBcers  of  his  ship.     This  letter  began — 

"  Dear  Adelaide, — I  feel  that  I  am  dying,  and  I  die  with 
the  thoughts  of  you,  and  blessing  you  and  my  children.  I 
quitted  the  army,  which  is  dear  to  me,  and  I  may  say  I  also 
quitted  Italy,  which  I  hold  yet  dearer ;  but  it  seemed  to  me 
that,  as  father  and  husband,  I  owed  this  to  you.  I  have  done 
all  that  I  could,  in  the  sole  intention  of  assuring  the  position 
of  my  babes  Giuseppina  and  Riccarda,  and  my  two  boys  Gari- 
baldi and  Camillo.     I  had   hoped   that   I   Should  live   long 
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enough  to  give  them  a  good  education^  but  life  fails  me^  and 
nothing  remains  to  me  but  to  hope  that  the  country  I  have 
served  lovingly,  and  my  King,  Victor  Emmanuel,  whom  I  have 
served  and  loved  as  a  good  King,  will  not  forget  my  family/' 
To  his  friends  also  he  conunends  his  family,  "  which  I  leave  in 
want/'  Bixio  read  over  the  letter,  and  closed  it.  "  My  poor 
family  \"  he  exclaimed.  On  the  16th  of  December  he  died  of 
cholera,  on  board  the  "  Maddaloni,'*  off  Sumatra. 

His  body  was  buried  upon  a  small  island,  but  it  was  dis- 
covered afterwards  that  the  natives  had  dug  it  up  and  carried 
it  away.  It  has  since  been  stated  that  it  was  recovered  by  the 
Dutch  troops,  and  there  is  some  prospect  of  its  being  restored 
to  his  country.  It  was  thus  that  Italy's  veteran  patriot  found 
a  foreign  grave  upon  those  same  Malayan  shores  which,  as  a 
sailor  lad  twenty-eight  years  before,  he  had  reached  breath- 
less and  half  dead,  a  runaway  from  the  Quaker  captain's  mer- 
chant vessel.  His  time  was  not  come  then.  Fate  had  great 
things  for  him  to  do,  and  his  destined  work  he  lived  to  fulfil 
in  true  heroic  fashion.  At  last  now  his  life-labour  ended  sadly, 
but  not  ingloriously,  for  duty  was  still  his  beacon  light.  Those 
who  cherish  his  memory  have  the  consolation  of  knowing  that 
as  long  as  the  annals  of  the  Guerre  Sante  of  Italy  survive,  the 
name  of  Nino  Bixio  cannot  die. 
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Mr  story  belongs  to  a  period  a  little  later  than  that  terrible 
time  which  young  people  of  the  present  know  nothing  about, 
and  we  who  lived  in  it  have  almost  forgotten — the  "Irish 
famine  years/'  1847^5. 

The  events  of  my  story  took  place  in  Ireland,  near  a  town 
which  I  shall  not  call  by  its  real  name,  though  I  shall  try  to 
give  a  faint  idea  of  the  beauty  of  the  scene  which  witnessed 
them. 

If  the  persons  and  the  incidents  of  my  story  shall  arouse 
any  interest,  it  will  be  because  those  persons  lived  and  those 
incidents  happened. 

The  town  of  Narraghmoro  is  built  of  stone  of  the  bluish 
grey,  that  looks  dingy  and  dismal  \\rhen  one  walks  along 
the  dull  streets  and  regards  them  in  detail,  but  which  har- 
monizes with  its  setting  of  green  field  and  upland,  with  sweep- 
ing mountain  curves  at  the  back,  and  of  broad  river,  with  a 
thickly-wooded  bank  at  one  side,  and  a  stem  majestic 
stretch,  of  mountain  and  moorland  trending  to  the  sea  at  the 
other.  It  is  a  grave,  substantial  town,  and  the  beauty  of  its 
site  and  surroundings  is  much  commented  upon  by  travellers  on 
the  great  line  of  railroad  which  runs  from  the  Irish  capital, 
through  the  province  of  Ulster,  up  to  the  northern  coast — 
the  coast  of  famous  caves  and  cliffs,  of  thundering  seas,  and 
the  legend-haunted  stairs  of  the  Giants.  This  beauty 
comes  unexpectedly,  after  a  long  stretch  of  barren  country, 
where  poor  patches  of  wretched  tillage  strive  with  the  stony 
hill-side  slope,  and  the  turf  bog ;  where  the  heron  flies  low 
over  the  narrow  but  bright  streamlets ;  so  that  there  lingers 
with  the  traveller  on  his  northward  way  a  delightful  vision  of 
*  All  rightf,  includiDg  that  of  dramatization,  reserred. 


86 


NO   SIGN. 


a  verdure-clad  valley,  with  a  broad  river,  and  stately  woods 
beyond,  a  mountain  range  whose  outline  is  a  succession  of 
delicious  curves,  without  one  harsh  line  or  abrupt  projection 
throughout  all  its  length,  and  in  the  far  distance,  the  sail- 
flecked  bosom  of  a  wide  bay.  The  grey  town  lies  in  that 
valley,  and  some  of  its  outbuildings  dot  the  rising  ground 
beyond.  It  has  somewhat  of  the  stir  and  importance  of  a 
seaport,  for  though  the  river  is  not  navigable  all  the  way  up 
to  Narraghmore,  it  has  been  supplemented  by  a  canal,  and 
the  two  channels  unite,  down  towards  the  river-mouth,  at  a  spot 
where  the  contrast  between  the  wooded  loveliness  of  the  one 
bank,  and  the  stern  majestic  grandeur  of  the  other  is  strongest 
and  most  impressive.  Narraghmore  is  not  a  county  town,  but 
it  is  Br  thriving  place,  where  there  are  large  timber-yards,  and 
where  other  kinds  of  commerce  also  flourish.  It  has  a  bank  and 
a  prison,  a  courthouse,  military  barracks,  and  a  number  of 
churches  belonging  to  a  number  of  sects.  On  the  rising  ground 
beyond  it,  is  more  than  one  venerable  ivy- grown  ruin,  which 
had  a  history  in  the  troublous  times,  and  an  ancient  burial- 
ground  stands  out  conspicuous  for  its  grey  and  moss-grown 
stones,  its  gnarled  old  trees,  and  the  peace  and  solitude  which 
dwell  upon  it,  and  cast  their  spell  over  the  long  narrow 
sloping  gardens,  rich  in  fruit,  and  flower,  and  greenery,  which 
share  the  hillside  with  it.  Also  outside  the  town  in  the  sense 
of  continuity  or  sociability,  but  beautifully  situated  too,  as  it 
might  be  the  chosen  abode  of  pleasantness  and  of  happy 
household  life,  stands  the  "  Poorhouse,^^  as  the  institution 
known  in  England  as  "the  Workhouse,''  or  "  the  Union,'^ 
according  to  its  local  conditions,  is  called  in  Ireland. 

The  Narraghmore  Poorhouse  was  a  long,  narrow  building, 
with  bluish  grey  walls,  black  slated  roof,  and  tall,  narrow, 
greenish  paned  windows  set  in  black  frames,  with  a  bare 
courtyard  on  three  sides  of  it,  and  high  rough  walls  dashed 
with  Ume,  which  required  the  ceaseless  vigilance  of  the  authori- 
ties to  keep  them  free  from  opprobrious  and  mocking  inscrip- 
tions and  caricatures,  among  which  the  august  chairman  of  the 
Board  of  Guardians  himself  had  not  unfrequently  figured. 
In  1850  the  Irish  Poor  Law  was  still  known  as  the  *^ New'' 
poor  law — just  as  at  a  later  date  the  new  police  were  popularly 
known  as  '^  Peelers  " — and  the  frightfux  strain  which  the  years 
of  insurrection,  famine,  fever,  and  exodus,  had  put  upon  it, 
as  upon  every  other  institution,  was  hardly  yet  relaxed.     The 
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amenities  of  modem  architecture,  which  have  done  so  much  to 
modify  tihie  formerly  uncompromising  giimness  of  all  insti- 
tutions intended  for  the  relief  of  suffering  humanity — whether 
they  pat  forward  their  claim  under  the  compulsory  form  of 
panperism,  which  must  be  housed  and  fed  tor  reasons 
inherent  in  the  existence  of  the  State  and  of  Society,  or 
under  the  persuasive  guise  of  Mercy,  which  is  "  twice 
blessed'^ — ^had  not  extended  to  Irish  Poorhouses  then,  and 
have,  indeed,  fallen  short  of  them  up  to  the  present  time.  The 
Narraghmore  Poorhouse  was  as  unlovely  as  the  destinies  of 
its  inmates,  as  Utile  adorned  as  were  the  hard  facts  of  their 
Kves. 

In  the  vicinity  of  the  workhouse,  boasting  as  little  adorn- 
ment as  that  great  institution  itself,  and  probably  as  profoundly 
detested  by  the  majority  of  its  frequenters,  stood  the  Poor 
School.  This  building  was  also  long,  low,  and  enclosed 
within  a  high  wall,  and,  as  its  roof  sprung  from  a  height  of 
only  two  or  three  feet  above  that  boundary,  it  may  be  supposed 
that  it  was  not  enlivened  with  any  extensive  prospect,  and 
did  not  err  on  the  side  of  cheerfulness.  The  distraction  of  the 
juvenile  learners  in  this  humble  temple  of  knowledge,  would 
certainly  not  come  from  without,  or  be  stimulated  by  the 
vanity  of  the  eye.  The  school  for  boys  and  that  for  girls  were 
under  the  same  roof,  but  divided  by  a  wall  which  inter- 
sected the  bare  yard,  euphoniously  designated  the  Play- 
ground, and  bounded  by  the  external  wall.  The  school- 
rooms stood  back  to  back,  and  each  had  its  narrow,  black 
door,  up  those  grey  stone  steps,  with  a  triangular  wooden 
frame  above  it,  with  '^  Boys^  School ''  on  the  end  which  faced 
the  hill-side,  and  "  Girls'  School ''  on  the  end  which  faced  the 
river. 

The  place  was  not  enlivening  to  look  upon,  but  the  teach- 
ing to  be  had  within  its  walls  was  by  no  means  despicable. 
Poor  schools  of  Ireland  held  then,  as  they  hold  now,  high  rank 
among  the  rarely  successful  expedients  of  popular  instruction, 
loid  turned  out  pupils,  both  male  and  female,  who  had  at  least 
so  much  of  a  fair  start  in  life  as  sound,  if  elementary,  teaching 
could  give  them. 

Th^  post  of  Schoolmistress  to  the  girls'  school  at  Narragh- 
more was  vacant  at  the  time  when  my  story  takes  up  the  threads 
of  the  human  destinies  involved  in  it,  and  a  well-attended 
meeting  of  the  Board  of  Guardians  had  just  been  convened  to 
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consider  the  applications  for  the  office  which  had  reached  them, 
and  to  select  the  candidate  whom  their  united  judgment  should 
approve.     The  number  was  not  great,  and  the  tests  to  which 
each  young  woman  was  subjected  were  not  difficult,  but  they 
were  carefully  applied,  for  the  Board  was  chiefly  composed  of 
men  who  were  zealous  for  the  success  and  the  respectability  of 
the  f^.chools ;  and  Mr.  Bellew,  the  chairman,  a  portly,  middle- 
aged  gentleman,  with  grey  hair  and  very  discerning  spectacles, 
who  had  made  a  good  deal  of  money   in  the  flax-growing 
department  of  the  linen  trade,  was  considered  to  be  almost 
dangerously  advanced  in    his    notions    of  what    was    really 
good  for  little  boys  and  girls,  especially  little  girls,  in  the  way 
of  education.     The  discussion  of  the  question  was  taking  place 
in   the    Board -room — a   lengthy   and   substantially-furnished 
apartment  on  the  ground  floor  of  the  men's  side  of  the  work- 
house— and  the  parties  to  it  were  seated  on  either  side  of  a 
ponderous  table,  provided  with  writing  materials,  and  covered 
with  a  green  baize  cloth,  much  the  worse  for  ink.     Mr.  Bellew, 
the  chairman,  occupied  his  official  seat  at  the  top  of  the  table, 
with  his  back  to    the    high    greystone   chimney-piece,    over 
which  was  displayed  a  fly-spotted   map    of  the   province  of 
Ulster,  his  co- Guardians  of  the  Poor  had  pulled  their  chairs 
up  close  on  either  side,  and  were  inspecting  some  loose  sheets 
of  paper  scattered  upon  the  table,  at  whose  foot  sat  an  official, 
with  a  formal  array  of  documents  in  front  of  him,  and  the 
expression,  attentive,  yet  unconcerned,  of  one  who  records,  but 
does  not  participate  in  the  business  of  the  hour.     This  official 
was  the  "  Clerk  to  the  Union,^'  and  in  that  capacity  secretary 
to  the  Board  of  Guardians ;  and  his  duty,  on  the  present  occa- 
sion, had  simply  consisted  of  presenting   to  the  Board  the 
letters   of  recommendation   and   certificates  brought  by    the 
applicants  for  the  post  of  schoolmistress,  and  recording  the 
names  and  qualifications  of  the  latter,  who  had  been  placed 
in  a  waiting-room,  until  the  turn  of  each  for  inspection  should 
arrive. 

^^Now  then,  let's  have  in  No.  5,^'  says  the  chairman, 
*'  and  see  whether  she  has  a  better  notion  of  the  sort  of  thing 
we  want  here,  than  this  Mary  Conway." 

Mr.  Bellew  spoke  with  some  acerbity.     Candidate  No.  4, 

who  was  well  recommended,  and  had  her  certificates  all  right, 

had  failed  signally  in  a  test  which  he  regarded  as  of  very 

eat  importance.     It  was  that  of  handwriting.     Mr.  Bellew 
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wrote  a  fine  hand  himself,  of  the  ^'  comifaercial''  order,  and  he 
esteemed  a  fine  hand  as  the  highest  achievement  of  practical 
education,  besides  imputing  to  it  some  not  very  clearly  defined 
moral  significance.  ''  I  never  trust  a  man,  woman,  or  child, 
who  does  not  look  me  straight  in  the  face,"  is  a  firequently- 
uttered  prejudice  fondly  cherished  by  its  professors,  especially 
if  nature  has  pi*eserved  them  from  shyness,  and  endowed  them 
with  a  gift  of  steady  and  unabashed  staring.  ^'  I  never  trust 
people  who  do  not  write  plain,*'  was  Mr.  Bellew's  profession 
of  unfaith.  '^  Depend  upon  it,  there's  something  astray  when 
people  can't  put  down  plain  words  in  plain  letters.  Your 
slurs  and  your  curly  queues,  and  your  loops  and  your  dashes, 
your  big  letters  where  there  ought  to  be  little  ones,  and  your 
little  letters  where  ought  to  be  big,  your  words  cut  in  two, 
and  your  lines  running  uphill,  your  confounded  gentlemanly 
and  ladylike  hands,  sir,  all  mean  something  wrong !  Some- 
thing wrong,  sir,  I  don't  care  whether  it's  the  head  or  the 
heart,  or  both ;  there's  something  radically  wrong  with  the 
man  or  the  woman  who  doesn't  write  a  good,  plain  hand, 
according  to  the  copybook  rule,  sir, — the  good  old  rule  that 
we're  all  slipping  further  and  further  away  from  every  day  of 
our  lives,  and  more's  the  pity,  as  time  will  show  when  I'm 
gone,  and  you're  gone,  and  everybody's  gone — a  hand  that 
their  neighbours  can  read,  sir,  without  puzzling  eyes  and 
brains  over  their  confounded  indolence  and  impudence.  Yes, 
sir,  I  repeat  it,  their  confounded  indolence  and  impudence ; 
for  yon  won't  deny  people  can  learn  to  write  plain  hands  if 
they  choose.  Very  well,  if  they  don't  do  it,  that's  indolence, 
and  as  their  infernal  scrawl  plagues  other  people,  whom  they 
haven't  any  right  to  plague,  that's  impudence.  No,  no;  the 
Daan  or  woman  who  writes  a  plain  hand  and  minds  the  rules 
IS  the  man  or  woman  for  my  money." 

As,  in  the  present  instance,  Mr.  Bellew's  money  meant  the 
money  of  the  community — in  other  words,  the  salary  of  the 
Bchoolmistress — ^and  his  fellow-guardians  were  prepared  to 
agree  with  him  that  a  good  handwriting  was  much  to  be 
desired  on  the  part  of  the  candidate  to  be  approved,  some 
especial  interest  attached  itself  to  the  manner  in  which  one 
young  woman  after  another,  when  the  preliminary  examination 
<>f  certificates  and  recommendations,  and  the  brief  customary 
interrogation,  had  been  gone  through,  acquitted  herself  of  the 
^k  Bubsequently  imposed  upon  her.     It  was  only  this.     She 


90  NO   SIGN. 

was  required  to  take  a  seat  at  a  side  table  (like  the  central 
one,  covered  with  a  green  baize  cloth  the  worse  for  ink,  and 
supplied  with  writing  materials),  and  to  write  upon  a  sheet  of 
foolscap  paper  a  sentence  of  her  own  selection,  to  be  read  by  the 
gentlemen  at  the  central  table.  It  had  been  curious  to  observe 
the  difficulty  which  this  seemingly  simple  direction  had  occa- 
sioned to  the  four  candidates,  and  the  blundering  manner  in 
which  they  had  respectively  fulfilled  it,  although  their  previous 
training,  as  indicated  by  their  certificates,  ought  to  have 
rendered  it  perfectly  easy.  Mr.  Bellew  waxed  impatient 
when  the  candidate  under  inspection  would  fidget  on  her  chair, 
take  up  the  pen  timidly,  fumble  with  the  paper  before  her, 
turn  red  in  the  face,  cough,  look  round  as  if  she  longed  des- 
perately to  run  away;  and  finally,  on  being  reminded  that  she 
was  wasting  time,  write  something  in  desperation,  and  finishing 
it,  and  her  own  chance  with  it,  by  a  blot  and  a  smear. 

Of  the  four  handwritings  which  had  already  been  submitted 
to  the  Board,  that  of  No.  4  was  the  nearest  approach  to  any- 
thing which  would  have  a  chance  with  Mr.  Bellew.  But  No. 
4  had  taken  an  unconscionable  time  to  consider  what  she 
should  write,  had  turned  redder,  coughed  in  a  more  tangled 
fashion,  fidgeted  longer  with  the  sheet  of  foolscap  paper  before 
her,  looked  around  her  with  more  evident  stupidity  and  embar- 
rassment than  her  three  predecessors,  and  finally  written  veiy 
slowly,  and  with  extraordinary  pains — 

*'  GlBNTLEMBN, 

''I  hope  you  are  very  well. 

"  I  remain,  Gentlemen, 

"Your  obedient  servant, 

"Mabt  Conway." 

When  the  Clerk  to  the  Union  opened  the  door,  that  candi- 
date No.  4  might  pass  out,  which  he  did  as  politely  as  if  she 
had  been  a  lady  and  he  a  gentleman,  he  knew,  and  she  knew^ 
that  it  was  all  over  with  her. 

After  a  momentary  delay  the  fifth  candidate  presented  her- 
self, and  if  the  Clerk  to  the  Union  had  been  one  of  those  per^ 
sons  who  conceive  distrust  of  every  individual  who  does  not 
look  an  interlocutor  straight  in  the  face,  he  would  have  had  his 
suspicions  of  No.  5  from  the  first,  as  she  curtseyed  deeply  at 
the  door,  advanced  to  the  great  table,  laid  her  papers  before 
the  chairman,  and  replied  to  Mr.  Bellew's  first  question. 
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"  My  name  is  Katharine  Farrell,  sir/' 

The  Clerk  had  extended  his  hand  to  take  the  small  packet 
of  papers  whidi  she  held,  as  a  matter  of  course;  bat  she  passed 
his  oatstretched  hand  unnoticed.  His  back  was  turned  to  the 
table  until  she  had  spoken  her  first  words.  Then  he  closed 
the  door  and  resumed  his  place. 

Katharine  Farrell  was  directed,  as  her  predecessors  had 
been,  to  take  a  seat  while  the  gentlemen  present  should  be 
engaged  in  looking  over  her  papers.  She  complied,  but 
differed  from  the  preceding  candidates  by  her  self-possession. 
The  gentlemen  were  all  looking  at  her,  though  some  of  Aem 
were  pretending  to  read  the  certificates  of  her  fitness  for  the 
post  of  a  teacher,  and  the  letters  of  recommendation  from  the 
parish  where  she  had  recently  resided — and  she  knew  it.  The 
clerk  was  not  looking  at  her — and  she  knew  that  too. 

The  woman  on  whom  the  four  pairs  of  eyes  were  fixed, 
fix)m  whom  the  fifth  pair  were  turned  and  held  away,  was  per- 
haps four-and-twenty  years  old,  tall,  and  finely  formed,  after 
that  best  and  rarest  fashion  which  has  the  freedom  of  ihe 
peasant  from  artificial  restraints,  from  cmmping  modes  of  dress 
and  carriage,  and  the  impress  of  a  wholesome  life  in  fresh  air 
open  it,  vrithout  any  injurious  touch  of  coarseness  or  sugges- 
tion of  the  weariness  of  toil.  Symmetrical  of  figure,  firm  of 
step,  with  shoulders  and  bust  whose  fine  outline  showed  well 
under  the  thin  black  shawl  so  neatly  adjusted,  and  with  white 
throat  lightly  touched  at  the  nape  of  the  neck  by  silken  rings 
of  rich  red  hair.  The  lavish  surplus  of  the  massive  coils  upon 
the  back  of  the  long  flat  head,  were  just  discernible  under  the 
ribbon  *'  curtain  ^'  of  the  plain,  neat  straw  bonnet,  of  wide  cir- 
cumference, and  tied  with  large,  carefully-adjusted  bows  under 
the  firm,  square,  powerful  chin.  Bonnets  were  veritable  cover- 
ings for  the  head  in  1850,  and  hid  those  characteristic  features, 
the  ears.  Katharine  Farrell's  bonnets  hid  ears,  which,  whether 
characteristic  or  not,  were  out  of  harmony  with  her  singular 
beauty,  for  they  were  large,  thick  at  the  lobes,  and  less  deli- 
cately coloured  than  her  face,  which  might  have  been  one  of 
those  which  the  winds  of  heaven  are  never  suflfered  to  visit  too 
roughly — one  of  those  that  appertain  to  the  "  hot-house  plant  '^ 
order  of  loveUness,  and,  except  to  expert  eyes  keen  to  discern 
the  indications  of  exceptional  character,  have  all  the  delicate 
and  indolent  charm  of  the  aristocratic  type.  This  woman,  who 
came  to  try  if  haply  she  might  win  the  privilege  of  setting 
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pauper  children  their  monotonous  tasks  in  a  bare  and  stuffy 
school-room  day  after  day,  had  the  cut  of  feature,  and  the  tinge 
and  texture  of  complexion,  which  persons  of  limited  power  of 
observation  and  fixed  prejudices  describe  as  ^^  fit  for  a  duchess,'* 
— as  though  Nature  conducted  her  operations  on  the  haber- 
dashery scale  and  system — and  the  hands  which  she  hid  in  coarse 
brown  cotton  gloves,  the  feet  which  were  imprisoned  in  strong 
country-made  boots,  would  have  equally  answered  to  that 
description.  From  her  broad,  low  forehead,  white  as  milk  like 
her  throat,  her  rippling  red  hair  rolled  back,  with  golden  dots 
at  the  roots  of  it,  and  warm  gleams  in  the  waves  of  it  which 
might  have  defied  any  painter  since  the  giants  set  the  beauty 
of  Venetian  women  upon  their  canvas  in  the  good  days  of  old ; 
and  under  the  arched  brow  her  deep-set  eyes,  long,  and, 
though  well-nigh  as  colourless,  to  the  full  as  bright  as  water, 
and  shaded  by  thick  up-turned  lashes  of  a  browner  red  than 
her  hair,  looked  up,  or  held  themselves  resolutely  downward, 
as  she  chose,  with  power,  will,  and  dauntlessness  rarely  to  be 
seen  in  the  eyes  of  any  woman.  The  expression  of  those 
glittering  light  eyes  was  so  noticeable,  that  it  would  have 
marked  the  face,  if  that  face  had  possessed  no  other  distinctive 
feature — if  the  mouth  had  not  been  beatitiful,  and  the  com- 
plexion of  that  almost  dazzling  whiteness  and  purity  sometimes 
seen  in  combination  with  hair  of  the  tint  which  no  sophistry 
or  softening  effects  can  claim  as  anything  but  red — uncompro- 
mising red — the  complexion  with  which  a  ver}^  few  freckles  go 
well,  and  which  resists  with  equal  impunity  every  kind  of  wind 
and  weather. 

A  similar  interrogation  to  that  which  had  already  taken 
place  in  the  case  of  each  of  the  four  preceding  candidates,  was 
conducted  by  Mr.  Belle w  in  that  of  Katharine  Farrell.  It 
seemed  as  if  the  other  members  of  the  Board  were  content  to 
listen  and  look  on,  especially  to  look  on.  She  acquitted  her- 
self well,  and  though  the  chairman  put  questions  to  her  which 
savoured  as  much  of  personal  curiosity  respecting  this  un- 
common applicant  for  a  post  of  humble  import  and  small 
emolument,  as  of  zeal  and  discretion  in  the  choice  which  he 
and  his  colleagues  had  met  to  make,  no  flicker  of  a  smile  or 
slightest  look  of  consciousness  betrayed  that  she  was  aware  of 
the  exceptional  nature  of  the  interrogatory.  The  facts  elicited 
by  it  were  of  an  ordinary  kind.     Her  story  was  very  simple. 

Katharine  Farrell  was  a  native  of  Dublin,  where  she  had 
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been  brought  up  by  a  man  and  his  wife,  people  in  a  small  way 
of  business  as  provision  dealers — in  fact,  hucksters — who  had 
taken  her  as  ^'  a  nurse  child ''  when  they  were  in  a  still  smaller 
way^  and  on  whose  charitable  hands  she  had  been  left.     Of 
her  birth  and  parentage  she  knew  nothing ;  her  foster-parents 
had  done  all  they  could  for  her ;  not  a  little,  considering  their 
lights  and  their  circumstances.      She  had   been  well   taught 
at  the  National   School,  and  when,  in  the  ^^  fever  year,^'  her 
foster-parents  had  died  within  a  few  hours  of  each  other,  and 
the  little  they  left  had  to  be  divided  between  their  two  chil- 
dren, a  son  and  daughter,  the  girl   who   had   had  a  child^s 
share  in  their  home  and  aflTection  was  qualified  to  earn  her  own 
living,  and  immediately  placed  in  a  position  to  do  so  by  the 
influence  of  the  doctor  who  attended  the  good  old  people  in 
their  fatal  illness.     Dr.  Kourke  had  no  notion,  until  after  the 
death  of  his  patients,  that  Katharine  Farrell  was  not  their  own 
child ;  and  though  cases  of  such  complete  adoption  are  by  no 
means  rare  in  Ireland,  he  wondered  that  he  could  have  been 
so  mistaken  in  this  instance,  for  the  couple  and  their   own 
children   had  nothing  in  common    with    the    handsome   and 
capable  young  woman  who  attended  them  during  their  mortal 
illness    with   equal    intelligence,  devotion,   and    fearlessness. 
"VVTien  Patrick  and  Bridget  Mooney  rested  well  under  the  sod 
at    Glasnevin,   the  fictitious   family  tie   was   loosened.      The 
younger  Mooneys  cared  little  for  Katharine,   and  she  cared 
nothing  for  them.     They  would  no  more  have  turned  her  out 
of  their  home  than  their  father  and  mother  before  them ;  but 
'*why  wouldn't  she  do  for  herself  ?''  was  a  question  which 
the  younger  Mooneys  put  to  one  another  at  an  early  stage  of 
the  changed  condition  of  affairs,  especially  as  Kate  had  always 
taken  kindly  to  learning,  which  was  not  in  Margy   Mooneyes 
line  at  all,   and  had   ways  with  her  that  would  please   the 
"  quaUty ! '' 

Early  as  the  brother  and  sister  with  whom  she  had  been 
reared,  but  had  never  been  at  one,  discussed  this  question, 
they  were  later  with  it  than  Katharine,  who  had  thought  it  all 
out,  and  taken  her  decision,  before  the  shutters  were  down 
from  the  front  of  the  little  shop  in  the  small  street  which  had 
been  her  home  as  long  as  she  could  remember.  She  could  get 
a  certificate  from  the  school  which  she  had  attended,  and  where 
she  had  learned  to  completeness  all  that  was  taught,  and  a 
recommendation  from  the  convent  whither  she  had  gone  to  be 
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instructed  in  needlework  and  lace-roaking,  and  where  she  had 
acquired  a  certain  refinement,  both  of  ideas  and  manners, 
which  widened  the  gap  by  increasing  the  dissimilarity  between, 
her  and  her  foster-parents^  children. 

Dr.  Rourke  had  a  sister  married  to  a  medical  man  of  lower* 
rank  than  himself  in  their  common  profession,  a  ''  dispensary- 
doctor '^  in  a  town  in  county  Monaghan.  Mrs.  Mangan  had 
four  childi'en,  small  means,  a  kind  heart,  a  sweet  temper,  and 
the  easiest-going  husband  that  ever  was  ''  well  liked  '^  and 
irregularly  paid  by  a  numerous  but  impecunious  clientele.  He 
took  it  out,  however,  to  his  perfect  satisfaction,  in  sociability. 
There  was  not  much  money  about  in  the  Mangan  household 
for  purposes  of  education,  and  Mrs.  Mangan  was,  perhaps, 
rather  overworked  in  ministering  to  the  bodily  and  mental 
necessities  of  four  little  girls,  whose  cheery  father  had  a 
general  notion  that  '^  anything*'  would  do  to  clothe,  and  "  any- 
body'*  would  do  to  teach  them  ;  and  that  there  was  no  need 
to  ^^  bother,'*  so  long  as  he  could  keep  them  in  food  and  physic. 
Dr.  Rourke  saw  his  way  to  helping  Katharine  Farrell  to  a 
respectable  home,  and  also  to  providing  his  sister  with  efficient 
and  not  distasteful  help,  by  sending  the  former  as  "  nursery 
governess"  to  the  children  of  the  latter  at  a  small  salary. 
Accordingly,  Katharine  found  herself  installed  in  Mrs.  Man- 
gan's  disorderly  but  kindly  house,  in  a  brief  space  after  the 
death  of  her  foster-parents.  That  portion  of  her  story  was 
now  more  than  two  years  old,  and  Dr.  Rourke's  experiment 
had  worked  well.  The  handsome  girl  from  the  little  shop  in 
Dublin  had  not  proved  too  uncouth  or  too  ignorant,  and  Mrs. 
Mangan  and  Katharine  Farrell  became  very  good  friends. 

"  That  is  to  say/*  Mrs.  Mangan  afterwards  explained, 
^*  as  good  friends  as  can  be,  when  all  the  free-heartedness  is 
on  one  side.  I'm  sure  she  knew  from  me  every  mortal  thing 
there  was  to  be  known,  and,  God  knows,  Tom  was  never 
famous  for  holding  his  tongue  about  his  own  affairs  or  any- 
body else's ;  and  sure,  for  that  matter,  what  was  there  to  hide  ? 
There  wasn't  a  trouble  I  had — and  I  had  plenty  of  them,  for 
it  was  aU  going  out  and  little  coming  in  with  us  in  those  days 
— ^that  Katharine  did  not  know  as  well  as  myself;  and  not  a 
word  did  I  know  about  her,  all  the  time  she  was  in  the  house, 
more  than  my  brother  told  me  when  he  sent  her  to  us.  She 
was  taken  up  with  the  children  and  with  us,  and  may  be  there 
was  nothing  to  tell ;  anyhow,  she  did  not  tell  it.    I  was  always 
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thinking  about  ouraelves  too^  and  it  did  not   come  into  my 
head  tliat  the  girl  was  secret-like  until  she  took  me  by  sur- 
prise bj  saying  she  could  not  stay  any  longer^  the  place  did 
not  agree  with  her.     I  ne^er  was  so  much  taken  aback.     Up 
to  tliat  hoar   I'd  have    sworn   she   doted   on  me   and  the 
children,  particularly  Caroline,  and  never  had  a  notion  of  any- 
thing but  that  this  was  her  home.      However^   she  was   as 
cool,  and  quiet^  and  determined  as  ever  I  saw  any  one,  and 
stack  to  it  like  a  leech  that  the  place  did  not  agree  with  her, 
and  that  she  had  not  her  health  in  it.     I  never  suspected  it 
was  an  excuse,  but  I  knew  it  must  be  a  fancy ;  for  she  was 
the  picture  of  health,  and  never  took  a  drop  of  physic  to  my 
knowledge  all  the  time  she  was  in  the  place,  though  there  was 
no  stint  of  ip,  God  knows,  and  it  just  under  her  hand,  as  one 
might  say.     But  no  matter,  go  she  must,  and  go  she  would, 
and  go  she  did.     She  bid  the  children  good  bye,  and  never  a 
tear  in  her  eye ;  but  she  felt  it  for  all  that,  in  her  own  queer 
way,  and  she  trembled  all  over  when  I  told  her  she  must  be 
sure  to  come  to  us  for  her  holidays,  and  we'd  pay  her  fare  ; 
and  if  she  didn't  get  this  school  she  was  going  after,  she  was 
to  come  back  to  us.    The  children  missed  her  and  so  did  I,  I'll 
not  deny  it.     As  for  Flora,  it  took  all  the  peppermint  lozenges 
and  jujubes  in  the  surgery  to  stop  her  crying  for  a  full  week, 
and  I  did  not  know  where  to  turn  for  anything.    Tom  was  the 
onlj  person  in  the  house  that  did  not  mind  much,  but  that  was 
through  Sam   Sullivan,  his  assistant.     '  I  never  could  get  any 
good  of  him  while  that  girl  was  in  the  place,  my  dear,'  he  would 
saj,  ^and  as  to  trusting  him  to  make  up  a  prescription  or 
remember  a  direction  if  she  was  about  the  surgery,  I  daren't 
^  it.     Sam  would  have  poisoned  half  the  parish  if  I  had  not 
caught  him  in  time  more  than  once,  Mrs.  Mangan,  so  don't 
fret,  it's  all  for  the   best.     We'll  send  the  children  to  day- 
school,  or,  if  you  must  have  a  governess,  look  out  for  a  red- 
Jiaired  fright  this  time,  not  a  red-haired  beauty.     It  wasn't 
fair  to  me,  ma'am,  to  me/  Tom  would  say,  to  make  me  laugh ; 
but  I  would  only  tell  him  not  to  bother ;    he  didn't  know 
what  a  loss  she  was  to  me ;  how  could  he  ?   No  man  ever  knows 
how  things  get  done  in  a  house,  let  alone  a  man  like  Tom,  that 
doesn't  mind  whether  they  do  get  done  or  whether  they  don't, 
80  long  as  his  boots  are  polished  and  there's  a  log  of  mutton  for 
dinner." 

***** 
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Candidate  No.  5  gave  her  brief  clear  replies  to  the  ques- 
tions put  to  her.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  interrogatory, 
which  elicited  satisfactory  evidence  of  her  competency,  she  was 
directed  to  write  a  sentence  on  a  sheet  of  foolscap,  as  the  other 
four  candidates  had  done. 

The  Clerk  rose,  and  indicated  the  place  at  the  side-table. 
Katharine  Parrell  took  the  seat  he  pointed  out,  and  drew  off 
her  cotton  gloves,  displaying  a  white  and  shapely  hand ;  then, 
without  either  hurry  or  hesitation,  she  wrote  for  a  few  minutes 
on  the  paper  before  her.  The  Clerk  stood  at  a  little  distance, 
and  when  she  laid  down  her  pen,  he  took  up  the  sheet,  and 
placed  it  before  the  chairman.  In  a  perfectly  legible  hand, 
every  letter  well  formed,  candidate  No.  5  had  written — 

'^  If  the  Board  of  Guardians  shall  be  pleased  to  appoint  me 
to  the  post  of  Schoolmistress,  I  will  do  my  utmost  to  fulfil  its 
duties  to  their  satisfaction.  "  Katharine  Farukll.^' 

^^I  think  we  have  got  our,Schoolmistress,*'saidMr.  BeUew, 
when  Candidate  No.  5  had  retired  to  the  waiting-room.  "  I 
never  saw  such  a  handwriting,  for  a  woman,  in  my  life.'* 

"I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  such  a  face,''  remarked  an 
elderly  guardian  on  the  chairman's  right. 

*'  Never  mind  that,"  said  Mr.  Bellew ;  ''  a  pretty  face  is  no 
hurt  to  a  sensible  young  woman,  and  she's  evidently  a  rock  of 
sense.  Look  at  her  upstrokes ;  look  at  her  n's  and  her  u's — 
no  mistaking  one  for  the  other.  Not  an  uncrossed  t,  or  an 
undotted  i.  Strong  indication  of  character — order,  method, 
conscientiousness.  And  what  a  capital  notion,  to  write 
that  sentence!  First-rate,  /  call  it,  quite  first-rate.  My 
opinion  is,  that  we've  got  our  Schoolmistress.  What  say  you, 
gentlemen  ?  " 

They  said  ^'  Yes,"  and  the  chairman  proposed  that  Katha- 
rine Farrell  should  bo  informed  at  once  of  the  result  of  their 
deliberation.  Thus  it  came  to  pass  that  the  successful  Candi- 
date was  No.  5. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

ON    THE   HILL- SIDE. 

The  main  street  of  the  town  of  Narraghmore  was  intersected 
by  a  number  of  smaller  streets,  narrow  and  steep,  which  ended 
in  a  straggling  suburb  on  the  hill-side  that  had,  in  old  old 
times,  been  enclosed  within  the  precinct  of  a  monastery.  A 
steep  road  wound  round  the  mountain,  up  beyond  the  small 
houses,  with  their  patches  of  garden,  from  which  a  fine  pros- 
pect seaward  and  landward  stretched  before  the  observer. 
This  road,  was  distinctly  visible  from  the  town  for  a  consider- 
able distance  ;  and  as  it  formed  the  mail-car  route  to  the  moun- 
tainous districts  of  the  county — only  the  main  line  of  railroad 
existed  at  the  period  I  write  of — people  were  in  the  habit  of 
frequenting  it  about  the  time  at  which  that  vehicle  passed 
round  the  shoulder  of  the  hill,  in  the  morning  '^  out,^^  and 
at  evening  "  in/^  It  was  a  tempting  place  for  lounging 
in  fine  weather,  with  all  the  luxuriant  and  dreamy  beauty  of 
the  land  and  mountain,  the  river  and  the  sea,  displayed  before 
and  on  either  side  of  one ;  for  on  the  hill-side  several  detached 
masses  of  stone  made  convenient  seats  in  the  spring,  half 
hidden  by  the  golden  gorse ;  and  in  the  shifting  light  the 
prospect  was  as  changeful  as  dissolving  views. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  of  a  beautiful  day  in  April, 
when  the  driver  of  the  mail-car!  between  Narraghmore  and 
the  villages  of  the  mountain  district  beyond,  pulled  up  on  the 
turn  of  the  road  which  has  been  described,  to  set  down  one  of 
four  passengers  who  formed  his  load  on  that  occasion.  The  pas- 
senger, who  carried  no  luggage,  stood  for  a  few  moments  look- 
ing after  the  car  as  it  disappeared,  before  he  stepped  off  the  road, 
and  seated  himself  on  a  flat  block  of  stone  embedded  in  the 
earth  a  few  feet  up  the  hill-side.  He  was  a  tall,  athletic  man, 
perhaps  thirty  years  of  age,  with  a  clear,  dark  complexion, 
fine  crispy,  curling  black  hair,  and  eyes  of  the  keen,  sparkling 
blue,  as  much  Spanish  as  Irish  in  type,  which  is  most  fre- 
quently found  where  there  has  been  a  mixture  of  the  two  races. 
He  was  a  fine-looking  man  ;  and  though  without  any  preten- 
sion to  the  condition  of  a  gentleman,  had  no  vulgarity  of  face 
or  figure.  He  was  dressed  in  a  suit  of  dark  tweed,  and  wore 
a  soft,  broad-brimmed  brown  wide-awake  hat,  which  became 
Iris  dark  face  well.     As  he  sat  on  the  flat  stone,  he  removed 
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his  hat,  and  passed  his  hand  through  the  masses  of  his  thick, 
dark  hair,  absently,  like  one  troubled  and  perplexed. 

A  little  later,  when  the  road  was  quite  solitary, '  and 
the  shades  of  evening  were  gathering  over  the  hill-side,  a 
woman  appeared,  coming  up  from  the  straggling  suburb  of 
the  town ;  and  at  sight  of  her  the  man  rose,  and  stepped 
towards  her.  They  met  at  the  edge  of  the  road,  and  the  woman 
spoke  first. 

'^Fm  late,''  she  said;  "Mrs.  Bellew  kept  me.  They 
always  think  my  time  is  theirs,  for  any  nonsense  they  want  it 
for.     Well?'' 

"  She  is  very  ill  indeed,"  replied  the  man. 

They  had  not  shaken  hands,  these  two,  or  uttered  any 
ordinary  greeting ;  and  now  they  walked  side  by  side  along 
the  road,  away  from  the  town.  The  setting  sun  touched  the 
woman's  figure  with  light,  and  glanced  oflf  her  shining  hair. 
They  were  quite  alone  ;  not  another  figure  was  to  be  seen 
along  the  hill-side  ;  the  monotonous  creaking  of  a  cart  in  the 
distance,  and  the  barking  of  dogs  in  the  town  below,  were 
the  only  sounds  to  be  heard.  The  woman  pressed  her  hands 
together,  and  then,  throwing  them  wildly  open,  as  though  she 
flung  restraint  from  her,  grasped  the  man's  arm. 

"  Don't  say  it  in  that  voice  1  Don't  seem  to  be  sorry,  when 
you  bring  the  best  news — almost  the  best  you  could  bring," 
she  said,  in  a  low,  hurried  voice.  "  What  can  be  the  good  of 
our  pretending  to  each  other  ?  Is  it  not  enough  to  have  to 
deceive  every  one  else  ?  At  least,  when  we  are  together,  let 
us  tell  the  truth.  She's  very  ill ;  tell  me  more  of  that.  What 
chance,  what  hope  is  there,  Dominick  ?  " 

She  leaned  against  him ;  her  face  touched  the  shoulder  of 
the  arm  she  held — ^her  fair  face,  with  its  brilliant  eyes,  wonder- 
fully luminous,  despite  their  lack  of  colour — and  seemed  to 
draw  his  dark  face  down  to  it  by  a  spell ;  for,  in  the  glance 
which  fell  upon  her  ere  his  lips  met  hers,  there  was  repul- 
sion which  gainsaid  the  passion  in  his  kiss.  She  clung  to  him 
for  a  moment  with  a  murmur  of  the  softest  sound.  '^  My 
darling,  my  darling  ! "  she  said  ;  but  the  next  she  loosed  her 
hold  of  him,  and  repeated  her  question — 

"  What  hope  is  there,  Dominick  ?  " 

"Don't  say  that;  don't  say  that;  it's  unlucky,"  said 
the  man,  uneasily.  "  It  frightens  me  when  you  say  that, 
even  if  you  don't  mean  it  to  the  full.     It  is  a  bad  thing  to 
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say  of  ike  poor  woman,  God  help  her !  and  His  hand  heayy 

upon  her  as  it  is ;   and,  Kate,  Kate '*  (he  caaght  her  in 

his  anns,  regardless  of  any  possible  observation)  ''  IVe  done 
her  "wrong  enough  as  it  is,  without  grudging  her  the  little  life 
that's  left  in  her.  IVe  brought  a  sad  heart  away  with  me  to- 
day from  the  sight  of  her/' 

The  woman  tore  herself  away  in  a  fury. 

"And  youVe  brought  a  false  heart  to  meet  me  T  Is  that 
what  you  mean  ?  TouVe  done  her  wrong  enough  !  And  what 
wrong  have  you  done  me  ? ''  She  spoke  with  the  utmost 
vehemence,  hurrying  onward,  as  it  seemed,  unconsciously. 
'*  It's  your  place,  indeed,  I'm  thinking,  to  read  me  lessons, 
and  teach  me  my  duty  to  the  old  woman  that  you  married, 
God  knows  why,  the  old  woman  you  would  have  been  glad  to 
get  rid  of  before  ever  you  saw  my  face  !  Fm  no  liar,  and  no 
hypocrite,  Dominick  Daly ;  and  when  I  want  to  know  a  thing,  I 
ask  it ; — more  by  token  if  I  want  to  know  it  from  you,  I  don't 
care  what  you  think  of  the  question,  or  whether  you  like  it  or 
not.  Did  you  not  talk- of  '  chance'  or  '  hope '  ?  Or  if  you  did 
not  talk  of  them,  who  meant  them  but  you  f  And  now  you 
have  come  from  seeing  her,  and  you  are  full  of  pity,  and 
remorse,  and  things  I  don't  understand.  I  understand  nothing 
but  the  love  of  you,  and  the  longing  for  life  with  you ;  and  you 
are  angry  with  me,  because  I  go  back  to  yesterday,  and  what 
we  said  to  each  other  then." 

"  No,  I'm  not  angry  with  you,  Kate;  Fm  angry  with  myself." 

"And  for  what?  But  you're  not;  it's  7/iy  fault;  it's  all 
my  fault.  Didn't  I  see  it  in  your  face,  and  hear  it  in  your 
voice,  when  I  came  to  Narraghmore  ?  Did  you  tell  me  it  was 
an  unlucky  day  for  both  of  us  ?  Unlucky  !  when  I  had  man- 
aged to  leave  Athboyle  without  vexing  my  friends,  and  to  get 
here  without  anyone's  finding  out  why.  I  saw  it,  Dominick ;  I 
knew  it.  You  could  not  deceive  me,  though  you  tried — ^you 
tried  hard  when  you  met  me  that  night  to  persuade  me  it  was 
only  the  surprise  that  ailed  you.  The  surprise  !  Aye,  indeed  ! 
But  I  tell  you,  Dominick  Daly,  it  was  more  than  surprise :  it 
was  fear  that  ailed  you  then,  and  it's  fear  that  ails  you  now." 

She  had  hurried  on  beyond  him,  and  now  she  turned  and 
faced  liim.     The  man  looked  at  her,  full  of  trouble. 

"Don't  say  such  things  as  that  to  me,  Kate,"  he  said, 
sadly.  "  If  I  was  afraid,  it  was  good  fear  for  you  and  for  me, 
for  the  harm  that  I  had  done  you,  and  the  harm  you  were 
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doing  yourself,  my  girl,  all  for  my  sake — all  for  my  sake,  by 
coming  here/^ 

^'  Not  all  for  your  sake/^  she  said  moodily,  with  a  quick 
bending  of  her  thick  eyebrows;  "much  for  my  own.  You 
could  have  lived  without  me,  I  could  not  live  without  you.  I 
could  not  bear  my  life  after  you  left  Athboyle  -,  I  came  to  hate 
the  place,  and  the  children  themselves,  and  if  I  had  stayed 
longer  with  the  Mangans  we  would  not  have  parted  friends. 
It's  a  slavish  life  I  lead  here,  and  it's  none  the  pleasanter 
because  the  ladies  have  taken  me  up,  but  there's  you  to  see  in 
it,  and  our  chances  to  watch ;  and  if  you  had  more  courage, 
Dominick,  I  would  not  mind  anything.  But  you  vex  me; 
you  try  my  hot  and  headstrong  temper.  What's  the  good  of 
not  telhng  out  the  truth  to  one  another." 

With  the  last  few  sentences  her  voice  softened,  the  anger 
in  her  face  died  out,  and  she  smiled  faintly,  a  beautiful, 
persuasive  smile. 

"I  know,  I  know,'^  said  Daly,  tenderly,  and  drew  her 
within  his  arm.  "  I  believe  I  am  the  coward  you  call  me, 
Kate.  But  I  am  not  afraid  for  myself.  I'd  die  for  you, 
darUng,  and  you  know  it  well,  without  a  murmur ;  but  I'm 
afraid  of  disgracing  you,  I'm  afraid  of  bringing  you  to  shame. 
And  you're  headstrong,  as  you  say,  and  above  being  cautious  ; 
but  you  mustn't  be  above  it,  darling,  for  it's  only  caution  can 
save  you  from  the  danger  I've  brought  you  into.  /  can't  save 
you,  though  I'd  lay  down  my  life  sooner  than  you  should 
come  to  harm." 

"  I  will  be  cautious,"  said  the  woman,  but  with  a  touch  of 
impatience  in  her  voice ;  "  I  will  do  anything  you  like,  if  you 
will  only  be  honest  and  outspoken  with  me,  and  not  scruple 
where  it's  too  late  for  scruples.  It  will  be  easy  to  be  cautious 
if  it's  not  to  be  for  long,  and  that's  just  why  I'm  asking  you, 
what  chance  is  there  ?  " 

With  characteristic  pertinacity  the  woman  had  come  back 
to  her  first  question.  With  characteristic  yieldingness  the 
man  gave  in  to  her  importunity,  and  answered  it,  though  she 
again  put  it  in  the  form  he  had  protested  against. 

"I  found  my  wife  very  ill  indeed,"  he  said.  '^She  has 
had  three  fits  since  Monday,  and  she  is  awfully  altered.  Mrs. 
Cronin  says  she  doesn't  think  she  can  last  six  months." 

"  Six  months  !  " 

Genuine,  undisguised  disappointment  was  in  the  tone  in 
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which  the  woman  uttered  these  two  words;  once  more  the 
momentary  look  of  repulsion  crossed  Daly's  face. 

''She  has  suffered  more  than  she  ever  did  before.  She 
fell  on  the  fender  in  one  of  the  fits,  and  bruised  her  face 
shockingly,  and  though  she  was  all  right  to-day,  she  could 
hardly  speak  to  me ;  she  had  bitten  her  tongue  so  severely, 
and  it  was  so  sore.  Oh,  Kate,  it  is  a  sorrowful  sight  to  see 
her." 

'^  Of  course  it's  a  sorrowful  sight,  and  a  scandalous  sight 
too ;  for  what  brought  a  fine  young  man  like  you  with  a  wife 
like  that,  and  you  only  twenty- two  years  old  when  you  married 
her?^' 

"  I  thought  you  knew,  Kate.  It  was  for  my  father's  sake, 
to  keep  the  bit  of  land  for  the  old  man ;  he'd  have  broken 
his  heart  if  he'd  lost  it.  Mary  Kearney  had  the  money,  and 
she  was  not  a  bad-looking  woman  then  ;  she  was  never  a  bad- 
hearted  or  a  bad  tempered  one,  and  I  never  cared  for  any  one. 
I  never  thought  I'd  see  the  face  that  would  turn  the  world 
upside  down  for  me;  your  face,  my  darling.  And  she  was 
a  good  wife  to  me,  and  a  good  daughter  to  the  old  people  until 
they  went,  and  the  sickness  came." 

"  And  you  were  good  to  her  too,  I'm  sure  of  it ;  and  it's 
no  fault  of  yours  that  she's  a  poor  creature  now,  with  no  life 
in  her  but  misery.  It's  hard  on  you,  Dominick,  to  be  tied  to 
the  like  of  her,  now  that  the  old  people  are  gone,  and  she  an 
object,  with  the  faUing  sickness,*  who  can't  enjoy  her  life ;  and 
it  would  be  hard  even  if  you  and  I  had  never  met.  But  we  have 
met,  and  you  love  me,  not  as  I  love  you,  though,  that  isn't  in 
you ;  but  I'm  content  that  you  love  me  as  well  as  you  can, 
and  now  it's  hard  on  us  two.  That's  all  I  mean,  and  nothing 
can  be  truer." 

'^  I  know,  and  I  feel  it  too ;  but  it  was  pitiful  to  see  her 
to-day,  Kate,  with  her  poor  white  face,  and  her  thin  grey  hair, 
and  her  hands  all  done  up  with  rags,  where  she  had  hurt 
them." 

"  Disgusting  !  And  you  would  try  to  keep  her  alive,  and 
she  like  that ;  and  you  call  that  charity,  and  conscience.  I'm 
Eure   she    can't   wish    to    live   herself,   when   she   is   in   her 


senses." 


*'0h,  but  she  does,"  said  Daly,  quickly.     "She  is  very 
anxious  to  live,  and  to-day,  as  well  as  she  could  speak,  she 

*  EpUepfj  is  called  bj  this  expressive  name  in  Ireland. 
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begged  me  to  try  and  find  a  new  cure  for  her.  She  clings  to 
her  poor  life,  Kate,  as  much  as  we  cling  to  ours,  with  love  and 
hope  in  it,  and  I  daren't  grudge  it  to  her ;  it's  unlucky  ta 
grudge  life  to  any  one.     We  mustn't  build  on,  on  that'' 

^'  What  else  have  we  to  build  on  ?  ''  asked  the  woman,  not 
fiercely  this  time,  but  with  sad  seriousness,  as  if  appealing  ta 
his  reason.  "  Just  look  at  the  facts,  and  tell  me  what  else  have 
we  to  build  on  ?  It  has  been  wonderful  luck  for  me  to 
please  the  people  here,  and  get  the  countenance  of  the  ladies 
in  spite  of  Father  John,  for  he  doesn't  like  me,  though  he 
does  like  you,  and  he  suspects  us  both.  Yes,  take  my  word 
for  that,  Dominick,  he  suspects  us  both ;  and  if  things  have  to 
go  on  long  as  they're  going,  he'll  make  us  feel  his  hand  hot 
and  heavy  in  our  affairs.  And  if  you  lost  your  place,  and  I 
lost  mine,  where  would  wo  be  then,  lohen  the  time  comes  ?  " 

• "  Where,  indeed !  Surely,  it  can't  be  that  I'm  to  bring 
you  into  misery,  if  ever  I  have  the  chance  of  making  you  my 
wife?" 

"It  wouldn't  be  misery,  anyhow,  even  if  it  was  great 
poverty,"  said  the  woman,  fervently.  "  Of  course  we  must  do 
our  best  to  avoid  that,  but  I  would  not  mind  it  so  very  much. 
I  think  it  never  could  be  anything  but  heaven  to  me,  just  to  be 
your  wife.  Oh,  Dominick,  darling,  if  she  was  only  dead,  that 
poor  wretch  whose  life  is  of  no  use  to  her.  Hush  !  there's 
some  one  coming  along  the  road  !  " 

She  started  from  him,  and  ran  up  the  hillside  to  a  point 
whence  she  could  see  for  some  distance,  despite  the  gathering 
gloom.  They  had  walked  on  a  good  way,  and  it  was  growing 
dark.  Daly  stood  where  she  had  left  him,  following  her  rapid 
movement  with  his  eyes.  She  looked  ahead,  then  crouched 
down  behind  a  huge  block  of  stone  set  in  a  circle  of  golden 
gorse,  and  peeping  round  its  edge,  said  in  a  distinct,  but 
cautions  voice — 

"  It's  Father  John,  he  must  not  see  me.  Turn  back  at  once, 
and  go  down  towards  town,  he  must  overtake  you ;  don't  look 
back." 

Dominick  Daly  promptly  obeyed  her,  and  she,  drawing 
back  her  head,  remained  concealed  by  the  block  of  stone. 
In  a  few  moments  the  figure  of  a  stout,  elderly  man,  in  the 
dress  of  a  priest,  mounted  upon  a  powerful  well-bred,  well-fed 
brown  horse,  which  he  rode  at  a  sober  trot,  came  by  the 
shoulder  of  the  hill,  and  passed  out  of  the  watcher's  sight. 


NO   SIQN.  103 

She  allowed  a  few  moments  to  elapse  before  she  stepped  down 
the  hillside  to  the  edge  of  the  road,  and  looked  after  the  horse 
and  its  rider.  They  had  overtaken  the  pedestrian^  and  E^tha- 
rme  Farrell  could  make  out  that  Father  John  O^Connor  pulled 
ap  to  speak  to  the  Clerk  to  the  Union^  and  that  afterwards 
the  priest  rode  on  a  footpace  towards  Narraghmore,  yfitii 
Dominick  Daly  walking  by  his  horse^s  side. 

3|e  )ic  :4e  «  3fc  ♦  ♦ 

The  Guardians  of  the  Poor  at  Narraghmore  had  every 
reason  to  be  satisfied  with  the  resolt  of  their  decision  in  favour 
of  Katharine  Farrell.  The  new  schoolmistress  was  clever^ 
diligent^  and  efficient ;  the  pauper  children  were  well  taught 
and  well-disciplined ;  and  if  they  did  not  feel  a  warm  regard 
for  their  instructress^  that  fact  did  not  concern  any  of  the 
parties  to  the  transition.  There  were  no  complaints^  and  the 
general  opinion  was  that  Miss  Farrell  was  fit  for  a  better  post 
than  that  of  mistress  to  a  Workhouse  School.  Some  of  the 
ladies  who^  in  various  capacities^  visited  the  school,  told  her 
that  they  thought  so,  and  wondered  she  did  not  rather  take  a 
governess's  place;  but  Elatharine  replied  that  she  was  not 
qualified  for  anything  beyond  the  nursery-governess's  post 
which  she  had  relinquished.  She  had  her  evenings  to  herself, 
the  pauper  children  were  no  concern  of  hers  out  of  school 
hours,  and  she  was  accountable  to  nobody.  In  Mr.  Bellew,  the 
chairman,  Katharine  had  an  active  friend  and  patron.  His 
admiratioxi  of  her  handwriting  took  practical  form;  he  had 
engaged  her  to  attend  at  his  house  on  three  evenings  of  every 
week,  to  instruct  the  young  Bellows  in  the  noble  art  of  pen- 
manship. Mr.  Bellow's  house  was  two  miles  from  the  town, 
but  E^tharine  Farrell  cared  nothing  for  the  distance,  was 
ready  to  walk  it  in  all  weathers,  and  had  been  in  the  habit 
of  doing  so  for  many  weeks  before  it  was  observed  that 
Dominick  Daly  frequently  escorted  her  on  her  way  back. 

Dominick  Daly  held  a  high  character  at  Narraghmore.  He 
had  brought  it  with  him  from  the  County  Monaghan,  of  which 
he  was  a  native.  He  was  the  son  of  plain  people,  '^  small 
&rmers  "  in  that  sense  of  the  word  which  surprises  English 
people  accustomed  to  an  interpretation  of  it  that  would 
have  a  magnificent  signification  in  the  sister  kingdom.  He 
had  been  well  educated  for  his  station  in  life,  partly  at  the 
national  school  of  the  district  in  which  he  lived,  and  partly  by 
lus  uncle^    who  was   a  priest,  and   consequently  the  pride. 
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honour,  and  glory  of  the  humble  family.  But  neither  the 
dignity  of  the  brother  nor  the  industry  and  cleverness  of  the 
son,  could  keep  trouble,  in  the  shape  in  which  the  small 
farmers  of  Ireland  are  most  familiar  with  trouble,  away  from 
the  homestead  of  the  Dalys ;  and  a  remedy  had  been  found  in 
that  resource  which  Dominick  Dalv  and  Katharine  Farrell 
discussed  in  a  tone  so  fraught  with  peril,  long  years  after- 
wards. 

The  promising  young  man  married  a  rustic  heiress  of 
local  renown,  who  loved  him  well  enough  to  endow  him  with 
herself  and  her  money  on  unequal  conditions.  Mary 
Kearney's  five  hundred  pounds  saved  the  farm  and  made  the 
old  folks  happy.  She  and  her  young  husband  were  not  bad 
friends,  but  she  early  fell  into  ill  health,  and  after  some  time 
became  a  victim  to  epilepsy.  When  his  father  and  mother 
died,  within  a  few  months  of  each  other,  Dominick  Daly,  who 
had  no  taste  or  talent  for  farming,  relinquished  the  farm 
to  his  landlord,  on  terms  so  much  to  the  advantage  of  the 
latter,  that  he  was  generously  ready  to  give  his  *^  good- 
word''  to  so  unprecedentedly  easy-to-manage  an  individual, 
when  he  applied  for  employment  in  one  of  the  many  capacities 
which  had  temporary  existence  during  the  famine  and  fever 
periods,  when  public  and  private  resources  were  alike  taxed 
to  the  utmost  for  the  relief  of  the  suflFering  population.  Domi- 
nick Daly  fulfilled  his  functions  admirably,  and  gained  a  high 
character,  not  only  for  diligence,  activity,  and  probity,  but 
for  kindliness  and  humanity.  Many  were  the  stories  circulated 
of  his  helpfulness,  his  sympathy,  his  generosity  and  self-deni  al 
His  own  slender  resources  were  freely  taxed,  to  add  to  the  sums 
which  it  was  his  business  to  dispense,  and  his  strength  and 
time  were  as  freely  given  in  the  service  of  the  poor.  He  and 
his  afflicted  wife  had  long  lived  apart,  and  such  arrangements 
as  had  been  within  his  power  were  made  for  her  comfort. 
Mrs.  Daly  had  gone  to  live  with  a  relative  of  her  own,  a  widow 
named  Cronin,  at  a  small  village  several  miles  north  of 
Narraghmore;  and  the  remnant  of  her  "fortune,^'  all  that 
had  not  been  wasted  in  the  vain  efibrt  to  make  the  smalf  farm 
pay,  was  scrupulously  applied  to  her  use  and  benefit  by  her 
husband.  Life  in  common  had  become  impossible ;  he  must 
shift  for  himself,  and  the  poor  woman,  submissive  to  her  hard 
fate,  lived  her  life  of  patient  sufiering,  sometimes  cheered  by  a 
visit  from  him,  when  she  was  capable  of  being  cheered,  but 
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g^daallj  becoming  less  and  less  able  to  understand  or  think 
about  anything  except  her  own  bodily  condition.  A  year 
before  the  time  at  which  I  take  up  the  story  of  Dominick 
Daly's  Ufe,  he  met  Katharine  Farrell,  who  was  then  living  at 
Athboyle,  in  the  humble  situation  which  Dr.  Bourke  had  pro- 
cured for  her,  as  nursery  governess — which  might  be  freely 
interpreted  nurserymaid,  only  for  the  grandeur  of  the  thing — 
to  his  sister's  children.  Until  that  hour  love  had  been  an  un- 
known sentiment  to  Dominick  Daly.  It  came  to  him  in  so 
seductive  a  guise  that  he  was  its  victim  before  he  had  time 
or  thought  to  reason  upon  its  guilt.  The  strange  beauty  of 
the  girl  was  a  revelation  to  the  man  who  had  never  seen  or 
thought  of  beauty  of  any  other  order  than  the  red-cheeked 
blooming  comeliness  of  the  country  girls ;  and  the  dauntless- 
ness  of  her  character  had  fascination  for  an  unconsciously 
imaginative  mind,  with  education  and  tastes,  though 
undeveloped,  beyond  the  class  to  which  Dominick  Daly 
belonged.  The  girl  recognized  her  conquest,  and  exulted 
in  it.  She  knew  Daly  to  be  a  married  man,  but  she  heeded 
that  barrier  very  little.  His  wife  was  dying  ;  she  had  it  from 
Sam  Sullivan,  the  doctor's  assistant.  Daly  had  told  him  all 
about  the  case,  and  Sam  had  prescribed  for  the  sick  woman 
with  all  the  fervid  zeal  and  presumption  of  ignorance.  It  was 
a  question  of  a  very  short  time.  So  Katharine  Farrell 
silenced  the  few  and  faint  warnings  of  a  conscience  which 
had  never  been  keenly  susceptible  ; — she  had  been  under 
less  than  the  ordinary  influences  of  religious  instruction  in 
Ireland ; — and  gave  herself  up  to  the  passionate  attachment 
with  which  Daly  inspired  her,  with  an  absence  of  caution 
which  must  have  ended  in  a  catastrophe,  had  Daly  not 
been  called  away  from  Athboyle  by  a  piece  of  good  fortune. 
His  services  during  the  troublous  times  had  come  under  the 
notice  of  several  gentlemen  connected  with  the  neighbouring 
county,  and  he  was,  through  the  influence  of  some  of  them, 
ofiered  the  respectable  and  decently-paid  ofiice  of  Clerk  to 
the  Union  at  Narraghmore.  At  the  hour  of  parting  a  com- 
plete understanding  was  arrived  at  between  Dominick  Daly 
and  Katharine  Farrell ;  and  he  pledged  his  future  life  to  her 
with  all  possible  solemnity. 

*'  When  I  am  a  free  man  I  will  marry  you,  so  help  me  God,** 
were  the  words  of  Daly^s  promise,  uttered  with  the  fullest 
intent.     "  Be  true  to  mo  as  I  will  be  true  to  you.'' 
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"How  true  will  that  be?  There  are  pretty  girls  at 
Narraghmore ;  and  out  of  sight  out  of  mind  with  men,  they 
say/' 

'^  They  say  wrong  then.  There's  not  a  woman's  face  in  all 
the  world  I  care  to  look  at  but  yours,  and  you  know  it  welL 
May  be,  darliijig,  if  I  had  a  better  right  to  love  you — ^if  I 
could  bring  you  a  good  conscience  as  well  as  a  burning  heart — 
you  might  not  be  so  sure  and  certain  of  me ;  but  your  hold  is 
on  my  soul,  my  girl,  your  hold  is  on  my  soul/' 

He  locked  her  in  his  arms  in  an  agony  of  grief  and 
remorse,  and  if  he  had  dared  to  pray  while  she  lay  there,  he 
would  have  prayed  that  he  might  see  her  no  more  until  he 
should  be  a  free  man.  And  then  he  lefb  her,  and  she  liked  hia 
grief,  but  was  angered  by  his  remorse.  It  was  weak,  she  felt, 
and  Katharine  Farrell  disliked  weakness.  Time  went  on  ;  her 
life  was  very  dull  after  Daly's  departure ;  and  news  of  him 
reached  her  but  rarely.  A  constant  correspondence,  in  addition 
to  its  being  foreign  to  the  customs  of  people  of  their  class, 
would  have  excited  imdosirable  attention,  and  Katharine  had  a 
troublesome  observer  on  the  spot,  in  the  person  of  her  admirer 
and  slave,  Sam  Sullivan.  From  the  few  letters  which  reached 
her,  Katharine  gathered  that  Dominick  Daly  was  filUug  his 
post  to  his  own  and  his  employers'  satisfaction,  and  that  he  was, 
though  as  much  her  devoted  and  adoring  lover  as  ever,  more 
patient  than  she  had  believed  he  could  be,  under  the  sentence 
of  separation.  She  missed  the  excitement  out  of  her  life ;  he 
might  dwell  upon  the  sentiment,  but  she  wearied  for  the  sight 
of  him,  for  the  sense  of  her  power  over  him,  for  his  words, 
and  looks,  and  caresses.  He  wrote  vaguely,  he  hardly  ever 
mentioned  his  wife,  and  she  wanted  to  know  all  about  her ; 
so  that  she  might  weigh  and  mefisure  her  own  chances,  the 
probable  duration  of  her  own  horrid  waiting.  She  would  have 
greedily  hstened  to  every  detail  of  the  poor  woman's  suffering 
condition,  as  she  greedily  read  everything  relating  to  epilepsy 
that  she  could  find  in  the  medical  books,  with  a  sight  of  which 
the  unconscious  Sam  propitiated  her. 

At  length  Katharine  Farrell  discovered  an  opportunity  of 
escaping  from  the  irksomeness  of  her  life  at  Athboyle;  an  op-, 
portunity  so  unlocked  for  and  improbable  that  it  seemed  almost 
miraculous.  There  appeared  in  the  county  newspapers  an 
advertisement  by  the  Board  of  Guardians  of  the  Narraghmore 
Union,   setting  forth  that*  the  post  of   Girls'    Schoolmistress 
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there  was  yacant^  and  describing  the  qualifications  necessary 
for  a  candidate  for  the  same.  To  what  profit  Katharine  Farrell 
tamed  this  opportunity  has  been  already  told.  Her  quick 
perception  made  it  evident  to  her  that  it  was  of  the  last  im- 
portance that  a  previous  acquaintance  between  herself  and 
Dominick  Daly  should  not  be  suspected  by  anybody  at 
Narraghmore^  and  without  intimating  the  nature  of  her  pur- 
pose, she  wrote  to  him  in  these  words  ; — "  You  will  shortly 
see  me,  when  and  where  you  will  be  least^  prepared  to  find 
me.  Don't  show,  by  word  or  look,  that  we  have  met  ever 
before." 

The  experiment  was  successful,  and  Katharine  Farrell  was 
triumphant.  She  had  left  her  former  situation  on  good  tenns 
with  her  employers,  and  her  present  situation  ensured  her  the 
society  of  her  lover  under  circumstances  which  rendered  it 
natural  that  they  should  meet  frequently.  The  scene  of  her 
daily  avocations  was  in  the  vicinity  of  the  scene  of  his,  and  with 
ordinary  caution  they  might  have  been  safe.  With  ordinary 
patience  they  might  perhaps  have  been  happy ;  but  Katharine 
Farrell  had  scant  patience,  and  she  wearied  at  Narraghmore  as 
she  had  wearied  at  Athboyle,  for  "  her  rivaFs  ''  death.  Yes, 
she  had  actually  so  twisted  the  truth  in  her  perverted  mind  that 
the  wife  of  her  lover,  the  woman  whom  she  wronged,  all  un- 
conscious of  her  existence  as  Mary  Daly  was,  she  called  in 
her  own  thoughts,  her  rival. 

•  :|c  3|e  :(c  3|c  3|e 

Dominick  Daly  had  not  seen  his  wife  for  several  weeks 
before  this  day.  He  suffered  much  at  this  time.  His  feehngs 
and  his  conscience  were  engaged  in  a  strife  which  grew 
bitterer  day  by  day ;  a  strife  which  tore  and  tossed  him  between 
the  combatants,  and  was  full  of  horrible  temptation  to  sin 
still  deeper  than  his  unholy  love,  to  sin  of  thought  and  hope 
and  wish.  And  to-day  the  woman  whom  ho  loved  so  madly, 
the  woman  whose  hold,  as  he  had  truly  said,  was  on  his  soul^ 
had  given  to  thought  and  hope  and  wish,  plain,  terrible,  con- 
scious speech.  Aye,  and  that  was  not  all  that  had  come  to  him 
to-day.  There  was  one  person  whom  Daly  and  Katharine  had 
not  deceived,  and  whose  suspicion  Katharine  had  divined, 
with  the  quickness  in  which  she  far  surpassed  her  lover.  When 
she  said,  "  Father  John  suspects  us  both,^^  she  had  struck  the 
trail  of  the  gravest  danger  in  the  path  of  their  guilty  love. 

The    Reverend   John    (^Connor   was    the    parish    priest 
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of  Narraghmore,  and  of  the  old  authoritative  type.  He 
was  a  stem-tempered  man,  downright  in  his  ways,  and 
uncompromising  in  his  principles.  Fine  distinctions  re- 
specting the  limits  of  spiritual  authority  were  not  in  Father 
John^s  line.  The  morals  of  his  flock  were  distinctly  his  "  own 
business/'  and  he  had  a  keen  eye  for  a  black  sheep,  or  a 
straggler.  He  worked  very  hard  himself,  and  he  made  his 
curates  work  very  hard,  and  one  of  his  notions  was  that  the 
very  poor  were  especially  his  own  charge,  so  that  the  work- 
house came  in  for  much  of  his  special  supervision,  and  such  of 
its  inmates — a  majority,  though  the  population  was  largely 
Protestant — as  "belonged  to  him,''  as  he  used  to  say,  had 
good  reason  to  thank  him  for  his  zeal,  and  very  little  chance 
of  escaping  their  "  duties."  Father  John  looked  them  up, 
and  looked  up  the  officials  too,  and  very  soon  and  clearly  mani- 
fested that  he  was  not  particularly  delighted  with  the  selection 
which  the  Guardians  had  made  of  a  schoolmistress.  There 
was  nothing  to  be  said  against  her  recommendations,  or  her 
teaching,  or  her  demeanour  generally ;  but  Father  John  found 
out  very  soon  that  she  neglected  "  her  duties,"  and  was 
addicted  to  the  society  of  Dominick  Daly,  a  married  man,  and, 
what  was  worse,  a  married  man  with  an  invalid  wife  at  a 
distance.  Her  education  was,  no  doubt,  even  above  the 
requisite  mark,  and  she  wrote  a  very  fine  hand ;  but,  no  matter 
about  all  that.  Father  John  would  have  been  well  satisfied 
with  something  less  in  these  respects.  Katharine  Farrell  was 
not  the  sort  of  schoolmistress  he  wanted  for  "  his"  poor  children, 
Daly  was  a  good  fellow;  he  had  behaved  right  well  in  the 
famine  and  in  the  fever ;  but  he  was  not  over  strong-hearted, 
and  that  woman  would  easily  be  the  ruin  of  him,  if  she  made 
up  her  mind  to  it.  Anyhow,  it  was  not  right,  it  must  and  it 
ought  to  give  scandal  to  those  whom  it  was  Father  John's 
business  to  keep  from  scandal.  Father  John  was  an  honest 
and  straightforward  man,  in  addition  to  being  an  authorita- 
tive priest,  who  would  never  be  troubled  with  the  notion  of 
delicacy 'with  respect  to  his  ^^  tackling"  any  member  of  his 
flock  on  a  point  included  within  his  estimate  of  the  range  of 
either  faith  or  morals ;  and  so  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he 
would  ^'  tackle "  Daly  at  the  earliest  opportunity ;  also  that 
there  must  be  an  end  to  all  that  he  disapproved  of  in  the 
matter,  or  that  he  (Father  John)  would  bring  it  under  the 
notice  of  the  Board  of  Guardians,  and  procure  the  dismissal 
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of  Miss  Farrell.  Though  Katharine  was  far  from  suspecting 
the  full  extent  of  Father  John^s  evil-mindedness  towards  her, 
it  was  with  a  sinking  of  the  heart  unusual  to  her  hardy  nature 
that  she  saw  Daly  evidently  summoned  by  the  priest  to  an 
interview,  instead  of  beiiig  dismissed  with  a  passing  salutation. 
The  correctness  of  her  foreboding  was  revealed  when  Daly 
said  to  her,  the  next  time  they  met — 

"  I  could  do  nothing  with  him,  darling.  There^s  no  good 
in  attempting  to  deceive  Father  John.  He  knows  men  and 
women  too  well ;  he  read  me  oflF  like  a  book.  And  he  would 
listen  to  nothing  but  that  you  must  go  away,  or  I  must.^^ 

Katharine  received  this  decision  of  her  lover^s  with  sullen 
displeasure.  Everything  was  against  her.  And  to  think  how 
easily  everything  might  be  for  her  !  Only  the  wretched  life 
of  an  epileptic  woman ;  a  life  which  was  a  burden  to  the  owner 
and  a  plague  to  other  people,  between  her  and  happiness ! 
If  Daly's  wife  would  but  die,  all  would  be  well ;  there  would 
only  be  a  decent  time  to  wait — a  very  short  time  under  such 
circumstances — and  meanwhile  they  might  set  Father  John^s 
scruples  at  rest,  by  openly  avowing  an  engagement.  To  gain 
time  was  now  an  important  object.  Father  John  would  hardly 
make  her  give  up  one  employment  until  she  should  be  pro- 
vided with  another,  and  that  might  not  be  a  rapid  process.  A 
clever  expedient  presented  itself  to  Katharine^s  ready  wit ;  she 
might  conciliate  the  priest  by  putting  her  difficulties  before 
him,  and  asking  him  to  find  a  place  of  refuge  for  her.  She 
acted  on  the  idea  successfully.  Father  John  received  her 
confidence  with  sympathy,  admonished  her  as  to  her  present 
conduct,  and  promised  to  get  her  out  of  the  difficulty  as 
speedily  and  eflfectually  as  might  be.  But  the  opportunity  was 
as  tardy  in  presenting  itself  as  Katharine  hoped  it  might 
prove.  The  weeks  wore  on,  and  nothing  occurred  worthy  of 
notice,  except  that  Miss  Farrell  had  a  brief  holiday,  and 
availed  herself  of  it  to  visit  her  former  employers.  So  the 
spring  ripened  into  summer  at  Narraghmore. 


CHAPTER  III. 


^'dominick's  cure.^^ 


Ths  Clerk  to  the  Union  lodged  in  a  house  in  a  small,  quiet 
street,  which  branched  oflf  from  the  main  street  of  Narragh- 
more.    His  rooms  were  on  the  second  floor;  the   first  was 
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used  as  a  bookseller's  and  stationer's  shop  by  an  individual 
who  did  not  do  a  roaring  trade  by  any  means^  and  whose 
temper  had  been  much   soured  by  the  introduction   of  the 
Circulating  Library  system,   and  the  necessity  he  had  been 
under  to  adopt  it.     He  had  yielded,  but  in  as  restricted  a 
degree  as  possible,  and  the  '^  circulating  side  '*  of  the  sl^op 
was  calculated  to  disappoint  visitors  a  good  deal.     It  had  its 
attractions,  however,  in  a  small  way,  as  a  centre  of  gossip  : 
women  met  each  other  beside  the  book  counter  who   never 
met  each  other  anywhere  else,  and  it  afforded  a  slight  but 
welcome  interruption  to  the  deadly  dullness  of  female  life  in  a 
place  which  had  plenty  of  resources  for  men  ;  but,  like  most 
Irish  towns,  supplied  nothing  but  church  or  chapel-going  to 
women.     Dominick  Daly  was  busy  writing  in  his  sitting-room 
one  day  at  the  end  of  May,  his  table  was  crowded  with  official 
papers,  and  he  was  pulling  up  some  arrears  of  business.     He 
looked  tired  and  troubled,  and  once  or  twice  he  left  off  writing, 
took  a  letter  from  his  breast-pocket,  read  it,  and  replaced  it. 
At  length  he  laid  aside  the  official  papers,  and  said  half  aloud — 

^^  There  will  be  time  to  send  it  to-night.'' 

"It"  was  a  letter.  He  began  to  write  it,  slowly, 
thinking  much,  laying  down  his  pen  often,  and  loaning  his 
head  on  his  hands,  gazed  at  the  words  he  had  written,  but 
as  though  his  thoughts  were  far  away.  Presently  he  took 
from  the  lower  part  of  his  desk  a  small  parcel,  done  up  in 
white  paper,  with  the  neatness  of  a  chemist's  making-up, 
but  without  any  label,  and  folded  round  it  the  sheet  on 
which  he  had,  after  all  his  thoughts,  written  only  a  few 
lines.  He  was  about  to  place  the  packet  in  an  envelope  when 
a  knock  at  the  door  interrupted  him.  He  paused,  and  said 
"  Come  in."     His  visitor  was  Katharine  Farrell. 

"Katharine!"  he  exclaimed,  rising,  and  while  his  face 
flushed  at  the  sight  of  her,  with  visible  e  mbarrassment  in  his 


manner. 


Yes,"  she  said,  "I  came  to  look  for  you.  There's 
sickness  at  the  Bellows,  and  I'm  not  to  go.  You  don't  seem 
to  want  me  much." 

You  know  I  always  want  you ;  only " 

Only  you're  afraid  of  the  tongues  about  the  place.  Never 
mind,  let  them  prate.  I'm  going  next  week.  I  slipped 
through  the  shop  below,  and  nobody  saw  me.  Are  you  ready  ? 
Can  you  come  out  ?  " 
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Ske  had  not  taken  a  aeat^  and  he  had  not  resamed  his. 
She  was  looking  about  with  the  cariosity  a  woman  always  feels 
in  the  surroondings  and  belongings  of  the  man  she  loves. 

"  I  can,  in  a  minute  or  two.     I  must  finish  a  letter." 

Another  knock.  A  man  who  wished  to  speak  to  Mr.  Daly. 
"  He  Can^t  come  in  here/'  said  Daly,  hurriedly,  to  Katharine ; 
''111  be  back  in  a  few  minutes.  Left  alone  in  her  lover's 
room,  Katharine's  eyes  fell  on  his  desk.  The  packet  wrapped 
up  in  the  letter  he  had  just  written  lay  upon  it,  also  an  envelope 
on  which  was  a  name,  '^  Mrs.  Daly.'' 

S^atharine's  face  flushed  deeply,  as  she  saw  the  words^ 
"Mrs.  Daly;"  she  muttered,  "Ah,  that  will  be  my  name  some 
day.  When — when  ?  What  people  are  left  in  the  world,  no 
good  to  themselves  or  others,  but  to  stand  in  their  way  I  I'd 
like  to  see  what  he  finds  to  say  to  her." 

After  a  moment's  hesitation,  Katharine  slipped  the  packet 
oat  of  the  paper,  and  taking  iiie  seat  Daly  had  vacated,  she 
read  her  lover's  letter  to  his  sick  and  sufiering  wife ;  read  it 
with  eager  eyes,  and  set  lips,  and  a  gradual  fading  out  of 
every  gleam  of  colour  from  her  cheeks.  Then  she  sat,  hold- 
ing the  paper  away  from  her,  perfectly  still  and  white.  There 
was  no  step  on  the  stairs ;  Daly  was  detained  longer  than 
he  had  expected ;  she  rose,  opened  the  door,  and  looked  along 
the  passage  and  over  the  stairs.  All  was  still,  and  she  re- 
sumed her  seat. 

Five  minutes  afterwards,  Daly  returned,  and  they  went  out  to- 
gether, both  passing  through  the  shop.  Daly  dropped  his  letter 
into  the  box  at  the  post-oflBce  as  they  passed  it,  on  their  way  to 
the  wide  shady  road  which  led  towards  the  canal  bank.  This 
would  be  almost  their  last  walk,  and  the  knowledge,  with  all 
its  pain,  was  a  relief  to  Dominick  Daly.  The  solicitude,  which 
Katharine  did  not  feel  for  herself,  he  felt  for  her ;  and  he 
shrunk  instinctively  from  the  recklessness  which  characterized 
her,  while  he  felt  to  the  utmost  how  entirely  and  passionately 
she  loved  him.  Father  John  O'Connor  had  been  as  good  as 
his  word  ;  he  had  obtained. another  post  for  Miss  Farrell,  at  a 
greater  distance  than  Athboyle  from  Narraghmore,  and  she  was 
to  leave  the  latter  place  within  a  week.  None  too  soon,  for 
though  the  ladies  who  visited  the  school,  and  patronized  the 
handsome  and  clever  young  schoolmistress,  heard  nothing  of 
the  matter,  public  opinion  in  her  own  class  was  not  favourable 
to  Katharine  Farrell. 
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This  was  very  near  their  farewell  hour,  and  the  spirits  of 
both  were  natnrally  depressed.  This  time  it  was  Daly  who 
spoke  of  the  future,  and  dwelt  upon  the  happiness  that  it 
might  bring  to  them  ;  this  time  it  was  Katharine  who  seemed 
disinclined  to  pursue  the  topic.  He  had  heard  from  Mrs. 
Cronin,  Daly  told  her,  that  his  wife  was  considerably  worse, 
and  that  she  was  very  irritable  and  hard  to  manage,  insisting 
upon  it  that  there  were  '^  cures  ^'  to  be  had  if  anyone  would  try 
to  get  them  for  her,  and  bitterly  angry  that  Dominick  had  not 
attended  to  her  latest  request  of  this  kind. 

"  There's  nothing  I  could  do  I  haven't  done,"  said  Daly  ; 
'^  but  Mrs.  Cronin  begged  so  hard  I  would  send  her  something* 
new  just  to  keep  her  quiet.  I  sent  her  some  powders,  there's 
nothing  in  them  but  soda,  and  ihey  can't  do  her  any  harm  ; 
nothing  will  do  her  good  or  harm  now.'' 

Katharine  said  nothing  of  the  satisfaction  which  such 
an  account  of  Daly's  wife  must  have  inspired  iu  her;  she 
only  leaned  close  and  heavily  upon  his  arm,  and  an  uncertain 
smile  passed  over  her  colourless  faoe.  The  man's  heart  was 
full  of  various  feelings,  and  he  gave  expression  to  them  with 
more  than  usual  ease — for  Daly  was  not  generally  free  of 
speech — but  the  woman's  mind  was  seemingly  concentrated 
upon  the  parting  that  was  near,  and  filled  with  an  intensity  of 
anger  against  the  priest  who  had  "  beaten  her,"  as  she  said 
between  her  teeth,  low  and  fiercely.  It  was  not  until  Daly 
was  on  the  point  of  leaving  her  that  Katharine  burst  into 
one  of  the  fits  of  passionate  tenderness  which  irradiated 
her  beauty,  and  made  her  more  than  human  in  her  lover's 
eyes. 

'^  You  will  not  forget  me,  for  one  moment,  when  I  am 
gone,"  she  said;  '^you  will  think  of  me  always,  and  feel 
every  minute  long  that  keeps  you  from  me.  But  it  won't  be 
for  long ;  it  won't  be  for  long." 

"  No,  darling,  there's  something  tells  me  it  won*t  be  for 
long." 

Four  days  later,  a  scene  of  unusual  excitement  might  have 
been  witnessed  at  Grange's — excitement  which  grew  stronger, 
and  laid  hold  on  a  greater  number  of  persons  as  the  hours 
of  the  day  wore  on.  Groups  gathered  on  the  pavement  at 
the  street  corners,  and  there  was  a  throng  round  the  Court- 
house, where  two  of  the  local  magistrates  were  sitting.     Mr. 
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Bellew,  the  chairman,  and  another  member  of  the  Board  of 
Guardians,  were  seen  to  push  through  the  crowd,  and  enter 
the  Court-house  with  perturbed  and  anxious  faces.  Folks  said 
that  Dominick  Daly  was  within  there,  in  the  awful  character  of 
a  man  charged  with  a  capital  oflfence  !  What  was  the  nature 
of  it  ?  People  did  not  seem  to  be  agreed  on  that ;  hence 
the  influx  into  Grangers.  What  was  certain  in  the  matter 
was,  that  two  of  the  county  constabulary  had  come  into 
Narraghmore  early  in  the  day,  and,  after  an  interview  with  the 
sitting  magistrate,  had  proceeded  to  arrest  Dominick  Daly  at 
his  lodgings,  and  that,  very  soon  afterwards,  and  in  some  unex- 
plained way,  the  awful  word  *'  murder ''  was  bruited  about. 
Little  by  little  it  came  to  be  understood  that  the  charge  against 
the  popular  and  generally-respected  Clerk  to  the  Union  in- 
volved the  blackest  and  most  treacherous  of  crimes.  His  wife 
was  the  victim,  the  invalid  wife,  so  much  older  than  himself, 
who  lived  apart  from  him,  up  north-ways,  in  the  mountain 
district,  and  was  afflicted  with  the  falling-sickness — a  cir- 
cumstance that  had  cleared  Daly  from  the  reproach  which 
otherwise  he  would  have  incurred,  in  Ireland,  a  quarter  of  a 
century  ago,  by  living  apart  from  his  wife.  Could  it  be  true  ? 
How  did  they  say  he  had  done  it  ?  The  whole  town  had  seen 
him,  over  and  over  again,  during  the  last  three  days — how 
coald  this  horrible  thing  be  ?  Then  was  given  a  version  of 
the  crime  which  made  it,  if  possible,  still  more  treacherous, 
horrible,  and  cold-blooded — a  version  which  cause  1  the  women 
who  flocked  to  the  circulating  library  side  of  Grange's  shop  to 
exclaim,  with  every  variety  of  epithet,  that  no  one  could  ever 
believe  such  a  thing  of  Dominick  Daly.  This  version  set  forth 
that  he  had  conveyed  the  poison  which  had  caused  his  wife's 
death,  in  a  letter  to  her  of  a  kind,  even  affectionate  character. 
It  was  long  since  such  a  theme  had  offered  itself  to  the  news- 
mongers of  Narraghmore. 

It  was  remarkable  that  public  opinion,  or  rather  public 
feeling — as  yet  there  was  hardly  material  for  the  former — set 
much  more  strongly  in  Daly's  favour  among  the  higher  than 
among  the  lower  class  of  people.  The  former  were  in- 
clined to  scout  the  suspicion  of  such  a  crime  against  him 
with  impatient  scorn;  the  latter  hesitated,  and  were  pretty 
unanimous  in  canvassing  a  possible  motive  which  the  gentry 
could  know  nothing  about,  but  which  might  have  "  put  him 

beyond  himself,'*   even  to    the  awful   extent  of  murder.     A 
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whisper  of  this  kind  travels  fast;  and  by  the  next  day, 
wherever  the  story  was  told,  Katharine  Farrell's  name  was 
linked  with  Dominick  Daly's  in  ominons  conjunction — espe- 
cially by  the  women,  who  were  ready  enough,  and  not  without 
some  sound  sense  in  their  readiness,  to  declare,  that  if  he 
"  did  it,'*  she  had  driven  him  to  it.  Didn't  everybody  know 
that  she  was  always  after  him?  Was  it  any  secret  that 
Father  John  0^  Connor  did  not  like  the  looks  of  it,  and  had 
his  eye  on  the  two  of  them  this  long  time  ?  Who  but  he  was 
getting  Miss  Farrell  quiet  and  easy  out  of  the  place,  without 
raising  a  scandal  ?  All  this,  and  much  more  of  similar  import, 
modified  the  incredulity  with  which  the  story  was  received  at 
Narraghmore. 

That  story,  horrible  as  it  was,  had  straightforward  sim- 
plicity about  it,  and  was  narrated  at  the  inquest,  by  Mrs. 
Cronin,  the  dead  woman^s  friend  and  relative,  with  a  plain 
directness  that  told  terribly  against  Dominick  Daly. 

Mrs.  Daly  had  been  for  a  long  time  subject  to  very 
severe  epileptic  fits,  for  which  she  had  been  treated  in  the 
ordinary  way  by  the  parish  doctor  at  Kilkevin.  She  had 
long  lived  apart  from  her  husband,  with  her  own  consent,  but 
he  occasionally  visited  her.  Whenever  he  did  so,  he  behaved 
kindly  to  her,  and  she  was  undoubtedly  attached  to  him. 
In  reply  to  a  question  by  the  coroner,  Mrs.  Cronin  stated 
that  Mrs.  Daly  had  repeatedly  requested  her  husband  to 
inquire  about  ^^  cures''  for  her,  and  being  pressed  on  this  point, 
she  added  that  it  was  the  deceased  woman's  habit  to  make 
a  similar  appeal  to  every  one,  and  that  she  would  try  all 
the  remedies  suggested,  some  of  them  of  the  silliest  and 
most  superstitious  kind — and  that  for  allowing  her  to  do 
so,  Mrs.  Cronin  herself  had  been  censured  by  the  doctor,  so 
that  of  late  Mrs.  Daly  had  attempted  to  conceal  from  her  that 
she  had  been  trying  experiments.  This  did  not,  however, 
apply  to  the  remedies  sent  by  Mr.  Daly  on  former  occasions,  or 
to  the  medicine  which  her  husband  had  enclosed  in  his  last 
letter  to  the  deceased  woman.  These  had  all  passed  through 
Mrs.  Cronin's  hands,  and  been  administered  by  her.  "  She  did 
not  misdoubt  anything  that  Mr.  Daly  would  send,"  was  her 
explanation  of  this  breach  of  the  doctor's  orders ;  "  he  was  a 
knowledgeable  man."  With  fatal  precision  the  death  of  Mrs. 
Daly  was  traced  to  the  effect  of  the  ^^  cure  "  which  had  come 
to  her  in  her  husband's  last  letter. 
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"She  cheered  up  greatly/'  said  Mrs.  Cronin,  "  when  she 
got  the  letter.  '  He  hasn't  forgot  me,  God  bless  him,^  says 
she,  'and  he  hasn't  gave  me  up,  like  Dr.  Todd,  that  gives 
me  just  the  one  old  thing.  Make  haste,  Sally  dear,  and  mix 
me  a  glassful  of  Dominick's  cure.  He  says  I  may  take  it 
night  and  morning ;  but,  with  the  blessing  of  God,  Fll  begin 
it  this  minute.'  So  I  mixed  the  cure  in  a  glass ;  it  was  a  white 
powder,  and  I  put  a  pretty  big  spoonful  in  it,  for  the  poor 
creature  thought  she  could  never  get  it  quick  enough,  or 
enon^  of  it,  and  it  was  hard  to  mix ;  but  she  took  it  ofif  as 
gay  as  could  be ;  and  then  she  says :  '  I'll  lie  down  on  my 
bed  a  bit,  before  I  answer  his  letter.  Didn't  I  tell  you, 
when  he'd  go  about  it  in  earnest,  Dominick  would  find  a 
cure  for  me?'" 

These  were  practically  her  last  words.  A  short  time 
after  she  had  swallowed  the  first  dose  of  the  ^'  cure,"  she  was 
seized  with  such  sjrmptoms  as  made  Mrs.  Cronin  send  for 
Dr.  Todd,  who  immediately  detected  all  the  features  of  poison- 
nig  by  arsenic.  His  evidence,  and  that  of  Mrs.  Cronin,  was 
complete  and  conclusive;  and  the  post-mortem  examination 
would  doubtless  confirm  the  doctor's  opinion.  The  unfortunate 
woman  had  been  speedily  released  from  her  sufferings,  and 
the  first  question  of  the  doctor  had  elicited  such  suspicious 
^circumstances  against  her  husband,  that  he  had  immediately 
communicated  with  the  police,  who  applied  for  a  warrant  for 
Daly's  arrest. 

The  inquest  was  adjom*ned  for  several  days ;  and  it  said 
much  for  the  suspected  man  that  there  was,  at  that  distance 
from  the  place  of  his  abode,  a  general  knowledge  of  his 
good  character,  a  general  feeling  that  he  had  been  '^a 
good  friend  to  the  poor,''  and  therefore  must  not  be  lightly 
fi^pected.  But  there  was  no  levity  in  the  suspicions  which 
closed  round  Dominick  Daly  like  a  black  cloud,  and  fairly  shut 
™  in,  when  the  last  letter  he  had  written  to  his  wife,  and  the 
remainder  of  the  powder  which  Mrs.  Cronin  swore  to  as  having 
been  conveyed  in  that  letter,  were  produced,  and  the  powder 
saving  been  analyzed,  was  found  to  contain  arsenic. 

The  evidence  forthcoming  on  the  resumption  of  the  inquest, 
subsequent  to  the  analysis  of  the  poor  remains  of  the  victim, 
^ae  rendered  additionally  impressive  by  the  fact  that  a  fire 
^i  brot^i  out  in  the  laboratory  at  which  the  dreadful  pro- 
<^  of  examination  was  conducted,  and  almost  all  its  contents 
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had  been  destroyed.  But  the  sad  fragments  of  mortality 
which  were  to  reveal  a  crime  and  to  bring  a  criminal  to  re- 
tributive justice,  were  saved  by  a  ghastly  accident.  A  fire- 
man tossed  a  sealed  jar  out  of  a  window  in  the  blazing 
laboratory;  it  fell  uninjured  upon  the  grass,  and  there  it 
was  found,  amid  the  ruins  of  two  costly  buildings,  set  on  fire 
none  could  tell  how — and  made  to  deliver  up  the  secret  wliich 
it  held. 

The  coroner's  jury  returned  their  v  erdict — "Wilful  Murder" 
against  Dominick  Daly;  the  consequent  formalities  were 
speedily  accomplished,  and  the  accused  man  was  committed 
to  jail  in  the  county  town,  Portm  urrough,  to  take  his  trial  at 
the  summer  assizes. 

In  Ireland  the  domestic  murder  is  an  uncommon  variety. 
A  tourist,  not  gifted  with  tact,  took  occasion  to  comment  to 
his  hostess,  at  a  Dublin  dinner-party,  upon  the  lawlessness  of 
the  country  through  which  he  had  just  travelled  in  perfect 
safety,  and  the  prevalence  of  homicide.  "Yes,"  replied  the 
lady,  "  I  daresay  it  does  strike  the  English  mind,  because  there's 
such  a  difference,  you  see.  Irish  murderers  kill  their  enemies ; 
English  murderers  kill  their  wives  and  children,  their  sweet- 
hearts and  their  friends.''  She  was  justified  by  the  general 
facts.  And,  of  all  the  species  of  domestic  murder  in  Ireland, 
killing  by  poison  is  the  rarest.  The  present  was  a  case  which 
combined  all  the  elements  of  uncommonness,  and  popular 
excitement  was  at  a  white  heat. 

Where  was  Katharine  Farrell?  No  one  knew.  She 
had  left  Narraghmore  before  the  memorable  day  which  brought 
the  news  of  Mrs.  Daly's  death.  Immediate  inquiry  was  made 
for  her  by  Mr.  Bellew,  but  he  ascertained  only  that  she  had  been 
at  Mrs.  Mangan's  house  at  Athboyle  when  the  news  of  the 
^rime  and  the  first  stages  of  the  inquest  reached  that  neigh- 
bourhood, causing  almost  as  much  excitement  there,  where 
Daly  was  well  known  and  remembered,  as  at  Narraghmore 
itself.  She  had  left  them,  Mr.  Mangan  wrote  to  Mr.  Bellew 
— ^'slipped  away,"  he  expressed  it,  no  doubt  because  she 
knew  they  would  hear  what  they  had  heard  since;  but 
she  need  not  have  left  them  for  that ;  they  were  not  people 
to  turn  against  a  poor  girl  whom  they  had  known  so  long 
because  she  was  mentioned  by  ill  tongues  in  a  black  busi- 
ness, which  might  not  prove  to  be  so  black  after  all. 
No    doubt   they   would  hear   from    her  soon,  and  then  he 
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would  let  Mr.  Belle w  know.  Thus  did  the  cheery  nature 
of  Tom  Mangan  come  out  under  adverse  circumstances. 
"Divil  a  bit  of  poison  there's  in  it  at  all,  in  ray  opinion, 
Sam/'  said  he,  in  confidence,  to  his  assistant,  **only 
they're  new-fiangling  over  it;  and  I  hope  they  won't  new- 
fangle  Daly  till  he's  on  the  gallows,  with  their  science. 
Haven't  we  had  them  in  the  surgery  and  everywhere  else 
as  stiff  with  fits  as  ever  anybody  was  with  anything.'^  But 
Sam  Sullivan  had  his  own  reasons  for  believing  that  thi.n 
was  a  bad  business,  and  the  full  results  of  the  inquiry  were  too 
much  even  for  Tom  Mangan^s  determination  to  take  the  most 
favourable  view  of  everything. 

While  Daly  was  on  bail,  pending  the  inquest,  he  did  not 
leave  his  rooms,  but  received  there  a  visit  from  Mr.  Bellew, 
^ho  found  him  engaged  in  sorting  and  destroying  certain 
private  papers.  He  was  quite  calm,  but  looked  ill  and  deeply 
sorrowful,  and  his  demeanour  had  a  singular  hopelessness 
about  it  which  strangely  impressed  his  friends. 

The  county  jail  at  Portmurrough  was  a  prison  of  the  good 

old  sort,  as  ugly  outside  as  it  was  cheerless  and  severe  within. 

Dominick  Daly  was  an  *'  odd  sort  of  a  prisoner,"  the  gaolers 

said  to    one   another,  though   they  were  used  to  a    great 

variety,  and  could  not  be   expected  to   feel  much  interest 

m  the  specimens   of   criminality  with   whom   they  had    to 

ao  in  the  way  of  business.     He  was  singularly  absent-minded, 

and  exhibited  none  of  the  restlessness  and  curiosity  which 

generally  characterize  prisoners,  before   trial,   at  all   events. 

Uke  a  man  dazed,"   one   described   him;   'Mike   as  if  he 

^as  looking  at  something  so   fixed,    he  could   see   nothing 

else,"  said  another,  and  he  was  generally  admitted  to  *'take 

^^  quieter"   than  any  accused  person   remembered   in  the 

pnsou  Minals.     Daly  was   not  unbefriended ;  Mr.  Bellew,  as 

lias  been  already  said,  took  active  steps  for  his  defence,  and 

rather  John  O^Connor  wrote  to  him,  saying   that  he  would 

get  aud  see  him  on  a  certain  day.     Daly  had  a  long  inter- 

^ew  with    the    solicitor   whose    services    Mr.    Bellew  had 

^gaged,   and   with  Mr.   Bellew   himself;    but  in    reply   to 

Father  John  O'Connor's  letter,  he  wrote,  very  respectfully, 

Wt  firmly,  declining  to  see  him.     When  this  became  known  at 

^arraghmore,  the  gentry,  who  were  on  Daly's  side,  felt  that  it 

^as  a  bad  sign  ;  it  staggered  them  ;  and  the  lower  classes  read 

iQ  it  a  confirmation  of  their  belief  in  his  guilt  and  its  motive. 
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Of  course  he  didn't  want  to  see  Father  John,  they  said.  Why 
would  he  ?  His  Reverence  was  too  knowledgeable  for  him 
all  along,  and  av  he'd  minded  him,  he  wouldn't  be  "  th^-e  '* 
now. 

Dominick  Daly  had  been  &  week  in  the  jail  at  Portmurrough; 
and  with  the  exception  of  Mr.  Bellew  and  the  solicitor,  Mr. 
Cormac,  nobody  had  visited  him.     He  enjoyed  the  privileges, 
OP  the  rights,  of  an  nntried  prisoner ;  books  and  writing  ma- 
terials  were  supplied  to  him,  and  interviews  with  his  fi^ends, 
should  such  present  themselves,  would  be  undisturbed  by  the 
presence  of  officials.     But  Daly  neither  read  nor  wrote.     His 
letter  to  Father  John  O'Connor  was  the  only  one  which  he 
addressed  to  any  of  his  firiends ;  and  when  Mr.  Bellew  left 
him,   he  repeated  more   than  once  that  he  ,  had    absolutely 
nothing  more  to  say  than  whatever  it  was  that  he  had  said 
during  their  one  interview.     The  books  lay  unopened  on  the 
deal  table,  painted  black,  which  stood  beneath  the  high-placed 
barred  window  of  his  prison  room.     He  would  sit  for  hours, 
profoundly  still,  his  hands  folded,  his  head  down,  his   eyes 
iixed  on  the  floor ;  then  he  would  rise  and  pace  the  narrow 
bounds  which  shut  him  from  the  outer  world,  also  for  hours, 
not  wildly  or  fitfully,  but  mechanically,  like  one  whose  limbs 
obeyed  an  impulse  given  to  them  without  thought  or  purpose. 
He  rarely  spoke  aloud,  or  gave  way  to  any  external  sign  of 
emotion,  but  sometimes,  in  the  depth  of  the  night,  he  would 
toss  restlessly  on  his  narrow  couch,  and  emit  that  terrible 
sound,  which  is  worse  to  hear  than  the  wildest  utterance  of  a 
woman's  despair,  the  low,  long  groan,  in  which  the  anguish  of 
a  man's  heart  finds  its  voice. 

One  day,  after  he  had  been  walking  to  and  fro  until  he  was 
weary,  Daly  seated  himself  at  the  table  and  began  to  write, 
muttering  to  himself  as  he  did  so  : — 

''  Can  I  exactly  recall  the  words  ?  Am  I  quite  sure  of 
them  ?  Quite  sure  that  there  is  no  loophole  for  escape,  or  for 
suspicion  ?  I  wasn't  thinking  much  of  what  I  was  about  when 
I  was  writing  it,  and  yet  it  seems  to  come  back  clearly  enough 
now." 

Then  he  wrote : — 

''  I  am  sorry  for  the  news  you  send  me  in  your  letter,  and 
what  I  hear  from  Mrs.  Cronin.  Have  you  been  rightly  mind- 
ing the  doctor  ?  You  must  remember  the  cure  I  got  for  you 
at  Athboyle  had  nothing  at  all  to  do  with  what  the  doctor  gives 
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yon,  and  you  must  just  go  on  as  if  you  were  not  taking  it. 
Perhaps,  as  you  say  it  has  not  done  you  any  good  at  all,  it 
would  be  the  best  way  for  you  to  drop  it  altogether,  and  try 
the  powder  I  send  in  this.  It  is  an  entirely  new  cure,  and  I 
am  in  hopes  it  will  succeed.  But  there  is  no  use  in  letting  on 
about  it  to  anyone,  they  will  only  laugh  at  you  for  wanting 
other  people's  cures  when  you  have  the  doctor  attending  you 
regularly.  So  take  the  powder  in  a  little  cold  water,  just  a 
spoonful  at  a  time  whenever  you  feel  bad,  and  say  nothing 
about  it  to  anybody.  Above  all,  be  particular  that  Dr.  Dunne 
does  not  find  it  out,  for  he  would  be  very  angry  at  you  want- 
ing any  physic  but  his,  and  with  me  for  interfering.  Mind 
this,  Mary,  it  would  be  a  bad  thing  for  me  to  be  found  out  in 
sending  you  this  cure,  and,  maybe.  Dr.  Dunne  would  not 
attend  you  any  more  if  he  discovered  you  quacking  yourself, 
for  no  regular  doctor  likes  it.  Mrs.  Cronin  must  say  nothing 
about  it  either,  for  she  would  be  in  the  scrape  as  well  as  our- 
selves.'* 

*'  I  don't  think  there's  a  word  left  out,  or  put  in,'*  mused 
Daly.  '^  There  it  is,  all  there  was  about  it,  and  what  could 
there  be  more  ?  I  never  sent  her  any  warning  before ;  I  never 
told  her  to  keep  any  of  the  cures — real  medicine  too — that 
Sam  made  up  for  me,  from  anybody.  If  she  never  mentioned 
them  to  the  doctor,  it  was  because  she  was  sensible  enough 
herself  not  to  do  it.  She  had  good  sense  about  everything 
but  the  one  thing — the  notion  that  the  sickness  could  be  cured. 
ThiR  is  the  only  caution,  and  Mrs.  Cronin  can  swear  it,  I  ever 
gave  her.  It  looks  plainer  and  easier  there  in  black  and  white 
than  it  has  looked  all  along,  in  my  poor  mind ;  it's  a  relief  to 
see  it  there.  There's  not  a  loophole  there  for  suspicion  or 
for  doubt." 

He  laid  his  arms  upon  the  table,  and  bowed  his  head  down 
upon  them.  "  How  ?  how  ?  how  ?  "  he  murmured ;  and,  after 
a  pause,  "  God  grant  that  I  may  never  know  I  "  Then  the 
silence  was  unbroken,  and  he  preserved  the  same  attitude 
unmoved.  Heavy  steps  sounded  upon  the  flagged  passage 
outside,  but  Dominick  Daly  did  not  heed  them,  until  the  key 
grated  in  the  lock  of  his  room  door,  and  he  looked  up  at  its 
sound.  The  gaoler  stood  in  the  doorway ;  by  his  side  was  a 
woman  with  her  veil  down. 

'^  Person  to  see  you ;  governor's  order,"  or  some  such 
words,  met  the  prisoner's  ear,  as  he  sprang  to  his  feet  in  a 
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moment.  The  next^  the  prison  o£Gicial  had  slammed  and 
locked  the  door,  and  he  and  his  visitor  were  alone.  Another, 
and  the  woman  had  flung  herself  upon  him,  not  into  his  arms — 
for  he  did  not  make  any  movement — but,  with  her  own  clasped 
tightly  round  him,  had  forced  him  back  into  the  chair  from 
which  he  had  risen,  and  was  kneeling  beside  him,  still  holding 
him  in  that  frantic  grasp. 
'^  Dominick !  Dominick  !  '^ 
"  Katharine  !  Great  heavens !     You  here  !  ^' 

They  were  almost  the  same  words  that  he  had  said  to  her 
the  last  time  she  had  come  unexpectedly  into  his  presence ; 
but  the  voice  in  which  he  said  them  was  not  like  his  voice,  and 
his  face  was  like  a  spectre^s.  She  shifted  the  clasp  of  her 
arms,  and  raised  them  to  his  shoulders ;  she  pressed  her  face 
against  his  rigid  breast,  and  ground  her  teeth  together  with  a 
shivering  moan. 

His  arms  were  free  now,  but  he  did  not  move  them ;  he  did 
not  put  her  from  him,  or  draw  her  to  him ;  he  sat  perfectly 
still,  as  if  the  touch  of  her  had  turned  him  to  stone.  Her  face 
was  quite  hidden,  the  brow  and  eyes  were  squeezed  against  his 
rough  coat,  and  she  caught  the  cloth  in  her  teeth,  while  she 
fought  with  a  strong  convulsive  agony,  and  put  it  over  her. 

''  Vm  here,  Fm  here,  at  last.  I  wasn't  able  to  come  sooner, 
for  my  strength  played  me  false,  and  left  me ;  but  it's  come 
back,  darling,  and  Fm  here.  I'm  strong  again ;  I'm  strong 
enoiigh  for  what  I  have  to  do." 

Again  she  shivered,  and  ground  her  teeth,  and  hid  her  face 
yet  more  closely  against  his  rigid  breast.  And  still  he  did  not 
move,  but  he  shut  his  eyes  fast,  and  breathed  like  a  tired 
runner. 

''  And  what's  that,  Katharine  ?  " 

She  looked  up,  strained  her  head  back,  saw  his  face  dis- 
tinctly, loosed  her  hold  of  him,  and  sunk  on  the  floor,  gazing 
awe-stricken  at  him.  Her  face  was  thin  and  white,  her  almost 
colourless  eyes  were  dim,  but  there  looked  out  of  them  a  terrible 
despair. 

'' '  What's  that  / '  he  asks  me  ?  To  tell  you  the  truth— all 
the  truth — and  then  to  tell  it  to  them,  and  take  you  out  of  this." 

He  pushed  his  chair  back  beyond  her  reach  as  she  sat 
huddled  on  the  floor,  and  spoke,  but  without  looking  at  her. 

"  I  know  the  truth,  not  all  of  it,  but  enough — all  I  want  to 
know.     For  God's  sake,  tell  me  nothing,  and  go,  go  !  " 
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"  You  Jcnouj !  What  do  you  mean  ?  ^*  Her  voice  almost 
<lied  awaj  with  some  terror,  with  some  sickening  anguish, 
stronger  than  that  which  had  rent  her  soul  when  she  came  into 
the  prison  room.  "  You  can't  know.  Why  don't  you  look  at 
me,  Dominick?  Why  won't  you  touch  me  ?  Why  don't  you 
kiss  me  ?  ^'  She  raised  herself  to  a  kneeling  attitude,  and 
dragged  herself  a  few  inches  along  the  ground  towards  him ; 
but  he  stopped  her  with  an  outstretched  hand. 

"  Come  no  nearer  me,"  he  said ;  "  you  are  my  wife's  mur- 
deress."  He  spoke  in  the  lowest  whisper,  and  with  his  gaze 
upon  the  door. 

"  0  God  I  And  I  did  it  for  your  sake  ! '' 
After  this  there  is  a  silence,  and  the  two  look  in  each 
other's  faces,  as  two  lost  souls  might  look.  Then  the  woman 
begins  to  speak^  low  and  rapidly ;  and  as  she  speaks,  she  sinks 
back  into  her  former  attitude,  but  tears  oflF  her  bonnet,  and 
clutches  the  masses  of  her  thick  red  hair,  which  have  fallen  on 
her  neck,  and  pulls  at  them  wildly. 

"  I  did  it  for  your  sake.     I  had  been  thinking  about  it, 
about  how  it  could  be  done,  ever  since  that  night  when  Father 
John  (y Connor  spoke  to  you — the  same  night  that  you  told 
me  she  wanted  you  to  send  her  a  new  cure.     It  was  that  night 
you  vexed  me  to  the  soul ;  for  you  pitied  her,  and  would  not 
grudge  her  the  life  that  was  no  good  to  her,  and  was  standing 
between  you  and  me.     And  after  that  you  vexed  me  sorer  and 
sorer;  for  you  sent  her  cures,  and  I  thought  they  were  like  to 
do  vrith  her,  for  she  grew  no  worse ;  and  the  time  was  creep- 
ing on,  and  the  priest  was  watching  you  and  me.     And  then 
came  the  strong  and  heavy  hand  of  him  upon  me,  and  'he  said 
I  must  go— go  away  to  a  strange  place,  and  leave  you,  after 
all  the  pains  it  cost  me  to  come  where  you  were,  and  to  stay 
where  you  were.     I  must  go,  and  you  must  stay,  and  be  no 
nearer  to  me  than  in  the  beginning,  when  I  could  have  lived 
without  you,  Dominick  Daly.     And  then  I  thought  how  little 
good  her  life  was  to  herself,  and  how  much  harm  to  us,  and 
how  easily  it  might  be  ended,  if  only  I  could  get  some  way  of 
seuding  her  a  cure. 

"  The  way  of  getting  the — stuff  came  to  my  mind  readily. 
I  had  only  to  get  back  to  Athboyle,  for  ever  so  short  a  time, 
and  Sam  Sullivan  would  not  watch  what  I  was  doing  in  the 
shop  so  close  but  that  I  could  get  something  that  would  not 
turt  her  much,  but  would  put  her  out  of  your  way  and  mine.^^ 
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He  listenecl^  after  a  fruitless  attempt  to  stop  her,  with  a. 
fascinated  eagerness,  but  with  growing  horror  and  avoidance^ 
as  the  words  came  more  and  more  coherently  from  her  livid 
lips. 

"  I  swear — I  could  swear  it  if  it  were  the  last  word  I  had 
to  speak  in  this  world — I  never  thought  that  she  would  have 
anything  to  suffer.  I  knew  nothing  about — about  poison  that 
tortured.  I  believed  that  poison  only  put  people  to  sleep  for 
ever ;  and  when  I  got  at  it,  through  Dr.  Mangan's  leaving 
his  keys  about,  it  was  laudanum  I  was  looking  for;  but  when  I 
found  the  powder,  I  had  no  other  notion  but  that  it  would  be 
all  the  same,  only  easier  to  get  it  sent  to  her  somehow.  But 
I  never  could  think  of  a  way  of  sending  it,  and  I  carried  it 
about  in  my  pocket  day  after  day,  until  that  day  I  went  to  see 
you  at  Grange's,  and  you  went  out  to  speak  to  some  one,  and 
left  me  in  the  room  with  the  letter  you  had  jUst  written  to  her, 
and  the  cure  you  were  sending  to  her.  I  read  the  letter,  and 
I  saw  the  opportunity.  Who  was  to  know  ?  She  would  just 
take  the  powder  you  were  sending  her,  and  some  of  mine  in  it, 
and  she  would  go  to  sleep  for  ever ;  and  we  would  be  quit  of 
her,  and  happy,  happy,  happy,  ever  aft^r.'^ 

She  rocked  herself  from  side  to  side,  pulling  at  her  hair, 
and  he  listened,  appalled. 

^'  You  stayed  away  a  good  while,  and  I  made  up  the  pow- 
der ;  and  when  we  went  out,  you  put  it  in  the  post ;  and  the 
next  I  heard  of  it  was  the  news  that  she  was  dead,  and  yoa 
were  taken — ^you,  as  innocent  as  the  daylight,  Dominick,  my 
darling.  And,  first,  I  nearly  died  with  the  fright,  and  the 
helplessness;  but  then  I  saw  that  there  was  something  for  me 
to  do,  and  I  did  it.^' 

She  paused,  and  checked  the  swaying  of  her  body.  Her 
hands  hung  in  the  heavy  loops  of  her  red  hair.  Something 
like  a  smile  came  for  a  moment  into  her  face. 

*'  I  got  into  the  place—the  horrid  place  at  Kilkevin ;  it  was 
close  to  my  new  school-house — and  I  picked  acquaintance  with 
the  servants,  and  I  set  fire  to  the  laboratory.  I  went  very 
near  to  saving  myself  and  you  that  time.'' 

"  Stop,  stop ;  for  God's  sake,  stop !  "  said  Daly,  hoarsely. 
''  What's  the  use  ?  " 

"  Very  near  to  saving  myself  and  you,"  she  went  on,  as  if 

^^  had  not  spoken,  knitting  her  brows  into  a  frown ;  ^'but 

was  a^  (i\^t  me.     And  then  I  fell  sick.     I  don't  know  any 
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more^  tmtil  two  days  Ago,  and  then  I  got  well  enough  to  come 
here/' 

"  Why  did  yon  come  ?     Oh,  why  did  yon  come  ?  '* 

^'  He  asks  me  ! ''  she  said  again.  ^'  He  asks  me  !  I  came 
for  the  same  reason  that  made  me  do  everything  else  that  I 
have  done ;  becanse  I  love  yon,  and  I  must  take  yon  ont  of 
this  now/' 

Was  she  mad  ?  Had  the  crime  turned  her  brain  7  or  rather 
had  she  committed  the  crime  becanse  her  brain  was  already 
tnmed  ?  In  his  mind,  weary,  although  strained  to  the  utmost 
pitch  of  excitement,  he  asked  himself  these  questions.  He  was 
awake  to  the  imminent  need  of  making  her  comprehend  the 
full  tmth  as  regarded  him  and  his  determination ;  and  he  con- 
quered the  horror  of  speaking  to  her,  a  great  horror,  though 
the  mined  wreck  of  the  old  guilty  love  floated  somewhere  on 
the  surging  waves  of  his  troubled  mind  all  the  while.  They 
would  have  little  time,  and  there  was  much  to  say. 

So  Daly  rose,  and  lifted  her  from  the  floor.  As  his  hand 
closed  round  her  arm  she  kissed  it,  quickly,  roughly ;  but  he 
did  not  heed  the  action.  He  placed  her  in  the  chair  beside 
the  table,  and  picked  up  her  bonnet. 

*'  Put  this  on,''  he  said ;  "  you  haven't  long  to  stay  here ; 
and  now  you  are  here,  there's  a  great  deal  to  be  said.  I 
prayed  God  that  you  might  not  come,  but  prayers  of  mine 
are  not  likely  to  get  far  on  their  way  to  Heaven.  I  prayed 
that  I  might  never  see  you  again  " — she  started — ^^  for  your 
sake  and  my  own.  I  hoped  you  were  safe  out  of  harm's  way, 
when  I  knew  it  was  you  that  did  it." 

''  How  did  you  know  ?  " 

^*  I  knew  it  from  the  first  moment.  I  knew  it,  because  I 
remembered  that  night,  and  the  feeling  that  came  over  me, 
like  a  warning,  when  you  wished  the  sick  woman  dead.  I 
knew,  hecause  I  deserved  it — not  liow  you  did  it,  but  that  you 
had  done  it,  and  what  the  end  must  be." 

^' Yes,  the  end  is  easy  to  see,"  she  said.  ^'  It  would  have 
come  quicker  if  I  could  have  stood,  or  walked,  or  been 
carried  here,  before  to-day.  But  you'll  forgive  me  for  that, 
won't  you  ?  I  wanted  to  tell  you  all,  before  I  should  tell  the 
others." 

''  What  others  ?  " 

'*  The  gentlemen  ;  and  get  you  out  of  this.  It's  all  over, 
and  it  seems  a  long,  long  time  since  I  had  the  notion  that  we 
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migbt  be  quit  of  her,  and  harm  could  never  come  to  you. 
iiow  should  I  have  dreamed  that  harm  could  come,  when  your 
own  letter  seemed  to  make  it  secure  ?  '' 

His  glance  turned  to  the  letter,  as  he  had  written  it  out 
from  memory.     It  lay  close  beside  her  hand  at  that  moment. 

"  It  seems  a  long  time  since  then ;  everything  is  lost  and 
gone.  That  was  before  the  shock,  before  I  knew  they  had  sus- 
pected you  and  taken  you.  But  since,  I  have  come  to  my 
right  mind  again,  and  can  tell  it  all  clear  out.  Some  of  the 
harm  can  be  undone/' 

''None  of  the  harm  can  ever  be  undone,^'  said  Daly. 
"  Listen  to  me  now,  for  time  is  precious,  and  try  with  all  your 
might  to  understand  every  word  that  I  am  saying  to  you.'' 

"  I  understand,  I  understand."  Once  more  she  began  to 
rock  herself  from  side  to  side,  and  to  twist  her  fingers  as  if  in 
pain. 

''  You  must  do  nothing  of  what  you  intended  to  do.  You 
cannot  take  me  out  of  this,  or  out  of  what  is  to  come,  by  any- 
thing that  you  can  do  or  say.  Hush  !  do  not  interrupt  me  by 
one  single  word  !  " 

The  woman  obeyed  him ;  she  was  cowed  by  the  power  and 
the  command  in  him  which  she  had  never  seen  before,  and  she 
was  too  true  a  woman  not  to  recognize  them,  with  something 
like  faint,  far-off,  admiration,  even  thus,  and  now. 

"  You  must  go  away,  and  stay  away ;  you  must  never  make 
a  sign.  Everything  that  can  be  done  for  my  defence  will  be 
done ;  the  gentlemen  are  seeing  to  that.  I  shall  have  a  fight 
made  for  me ;  it  will  fail,  but  not  through  the  fault  of  my 
friends,  God  bless  and  reward  them  !  But  you  must  never 
be  heard  of  again  in  any  way  or  anything  relating  to  me." 

She  looked  at  him,  in  sheer  blank  astonishment,  quiet 
now. 

"  Until  the  trial  ?  Do  you  mean  that  ?  But  when  I  tell 
them,  there  will  be  no  trial." 

''  You  shall  never  tell  them." 

In  an  instant  she  started  from  her  seat,  and  rushed  towards 
the  door.  But  he  caught  her,  and  held  her,  while  she  struggled 
with  him  fiercely,  trying  to  tear  away  the  folds  of  her  shawl, 
with  which  he  had  covered  her  mouth. 

"  Let  me  go  !  let  me  go  !  "  she  gasped  faintly ;  "  am  I  to 
kill  her  and  you  too  ?  " 

"  You  surely  toill  kill  me,  if  you  don't  obey  me." 
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Still  she  struggled,  until  he  repeated  this  several  times ;  at 
length  she  yielded,  exhausted,  and  feebly  muttering,  '^  Go  on, 
then,  tell  me  what  I  am  to  do,''  sank  down  before  the  table, 
with  her  arms  spread  out  upon  it,  and  her  face  hidden.  He 
spoke  from  thenceforth  with  perfect  composure. 

"  There  will  be  a  trial,  and  I  shall  be  defended.     I  have 
told  the  gentlemen  that  I  am  not  guilty,  and  they  believe  me. 
I  have  told  them  the  truth ;  there  was  nothing  but  soda  in  the 
powder  I  put  in  the  letter,  and  the  letter  was  intended  to  pre- 
vent my  poor  wife  from  finding  out  that  I  was  putting  a  harm- 
less cheat  upon  her.     The  doctor  would  have  told  her  that  I 
was,  if  she  had  let  him  see  the  medicine  as  I  sent  it.     My 
defence  will  be  the  simple  truth,  and  that  the  poison  that 
killed  her  got  mixed  with  the  harmless  powder   in  some  way 
which  I  cannot  explain.     That  defence  will  be  quite  useless, 
because  there  will  be  the  letter — they'll  believe  their  reading 
of  it,  and  not  mine;  and  there  will  be  the  motive" — he  paused, 
and  a  shiver  passed  over  him — "  the  motive,  which   can   so 
easily  be  proved  against  me.'* 

"  Aye,  aye,"  she  murmured,  "  there  was  a  motive,  only  it 
was  mine,  not  yours  ;  it  was  mine,  like  the  crime." 

"No/*  he  said,  sorrowfully,  '^  it  was  ours;  and  I  am  the 
guiltier.     It  was  a  terrible  day  for  you  when  you  saw  me  first." 
"  My  curse — no,  no,  my  blessing  be  upon  that  day  !  "  mur- 
mured the  woman. 

"  Curses  or  blessings  upon  it  are  all  one  now.  I  am  not 
going  to  give  it  either.  All  that  is  gone  for  ever,  like  the 
time  that  is  gone.  What  we  have  got  now  is  very  short. 
That  letter — there's  a  copy  of  it  nnder  your  arm  this  minute — 
and  the  motive,  the  talk  about  you  and  me — the  talk  that  I 
Blight  have  hindered,  had  I  been  an  honest  man,  and  so  saved 
you  from  all  the  rest — and  the  evidence,  will  hang  me,  if  all 
the  counsellors  in  the  kingdom  were  on  my  side." 

She  lifted  her  face,  and  turned  it,  hardly  to  be  recognized 
in  its  mask  of  livid  fear,  towards  him.  His  meaning  was 
breaking  upon  her. 

''  Hang  you !  When  I  did  it !  When  I  shall  tell  them 
that  I  did  it !  " 

*'  Yon  shall  never  tell  them.  This  is  what  I  have  to  say  to 
you.  I  have  known  from  the  first  that  you  did  it,  and  there  is 
no  turn  which  you  could  have  given  to  circumstances,  that  I 
have  not  been  prepared  for.     Did  you  think,  that  you  were 
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coming  here  to  oonfess  yoar  crime  to  me^  yoar  tempter  and 
your  fellow-sinner  ?  '* 

"  No,  no,  my  lover ;  oh,  Dominick,  my  lover  !  " 

''  Did  you  think,  I  say,  that  you  were  coming  here  to  con- 
fess it,  because  yon  and  I  too  are  utterly  beaten,  and  then  to 
go  and  tell  it  to  the  world  and  take  the  penalty  of  it,  letting 
me  go  free  ?  Free  to  what  ?  Did  yon,  in  your  womanish 
folly,  when  the  madness  of  murder  had  passed  away  from  you, 
think  such  a  thing  as  that  ?  '^ 

Scorn  of  her,  horror  of  her,  pity  too,  were  in  his  voice  and 
in  his  fiwje,  and  also  the  power  which  forced  her  to  reply  with 
the  truth. 

'^  I  did.     I  think  so  now.     It  shall  be  so." 

'^  It  shall  not  be  so.  You  shall  not  tell  that  truth,  and 
before  we  part  for  the  last  time  in  this  world  you  shall  swear 
to  me,  your  lover,  as  you  called  me,  the  only  oath  I  want  fit>m 
you — ^that  you  will  never  tell  it  till  your  death  is  near  to  yon, 
nearer  than  mine  to  me  to-day,  or  for  many  days  to  come. 
You  shall  swear  this  to  me,  if  you  don't  want  to  know  that 
the  blackest  despair  of  all  comes  to  me  from  you,  blacker 
despair  than  the  judge  or  the  jury  could  sentence  me  to,  if  I 
had  ten  lives  for  them  to  take  from  me.  Listen  to  me,  Katha- 
rine,''  the  vehemence  of  his  tone  changed  to  a  solemn  earnest- 
ness ;  "  by  the  living  God,  who  shall  be  our  judge,  if  you  do 
not  swear  that  oath  to  me,  or,  having  sworn  it,  if  you  do  not 
keep  it,  I  will  go  into  the  dock  and  plead  guilty .'' 

"  And  what  good  would  that  do  you,"  she  stammered,  "  if 
I  was  there,  and  told  them  the  truth  ? '' 

^' Which  I  would  swear  was  a  lie.  Who  would  believe 
your  word  against  mine,  do  you  think  ?  I  would  tell  them : 
here  is  a  girl  whom  I  have  deceived,  an  innocent  girl,  with  a 
good  character,  and  respectable  people  to  swear  to  it,  and  I,  a 
married  man,  made  love  to  her,  and  tempted  her,  and  promised 
to  marry  her  when  I  should  be  free.  And  she  loved  me,  and 
trusted  me,  and  now  she  wants  to  die  for  me.  D'ye  think 
they'd  believe  your  story,  when  Fd  tell  them  mine  from  the 
dock,  with  the  letter,  and  the  remains  of  the  powder,  and  the 
evidence  to  back  it ;  and  nothing  to  back  yours  but  the  love  of 
a  villain  like  me  to  account  for  your  tremendous  lie,  and  the 
old  belief  that  there's  nothing  a  woman  won't  do  for  her  lover, 
to  make  them  think  mine  the  truth  7  There  would  not  be  a 
chance  for  you.     There's  not  a  man  from  Donegal  to  Cape 
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Clear  would  believe  your  story,  or  doubt  mine.     So,  if  yoa 
want  to  bang  me,  as  surely  as  if  you  put  the  rope  round  my 

neck  with  your  own  arms ^' 

"  And  what  else  have  I  done  ?  "  she  moaned. 
"  Go  and  tell  your  story.  At  least,  it  would  make  a  quick 
end.  There's  httle  trouble  with  a  murderer  who  pleads 
'  Guilty,'  and  tells  them  all  they  want  to  know  from  the  dodc. 
It  will  have  the  same  ending,  anyhow,  as  I  believe,  but  there 
are  my  chances  in  a  trial.  Great  or  small,  there's  always  some 
chance,  and  God  is  above  all.  Who  knows.  He  may  have 
mercy  upon  me,  if  mercy  it  would  be.  Tell  your  story,  and  you 
destroy  my  chance ;  you  are  the  minister  of  his  justice  to  me. 
Anyhow,  I  have  told  you  what  I  will  do.  Make  up  your 
mind — there's  very  little  time,  we  shall  be  interrupted  soon — 
what  you  will  do." 

"  I  will  swear,  and  keep  my  oath." 

She  stood  up,  trembling,  but  her  face  was  calmer,  less 
death-like,  and  she  touched  a  crucifix  upon  the  table-— ^' I 
swear  to  obey  you  in  this ;  but,  but,  the  chances,  there  are 
chances  ?  " 

''  I  have  said,  there  are  chances.  I  don't  count  upon  them  : 
don't  you  count  upon  them  either.  You  have  no  more  to  do 
with  this,  or  with  me.  You  have  only  to  go  away,  and  to  keep 
silence,  in  any  case,  and  to— to  repent." 

HiR  voice  feltered,  and  his  eyes  dropped  from  her  face. 
She  laughed. 

"  That's  all !  "  she  said.  ''  In  any  case^  whether  you  are 
saved  from  the  punishment  of  my  act,  or  whether  you  suffer 
for  it,  I — ^I  who  did  it,  wicked  as  it  was,  devil  as  I  am,  for 
your  sake,  and  because  I  could  not  live  without  you,  I  have  only 
to  go  away,  and  keep  silence,  and  repent.  I  must  obey  you, 
for  you  are  stronger  than  I  am,  and  you  have  beaten  me  by 
your  threat,  because  I  never  thought  of  what  you  could  do, 
only  of  what  I  could  do  myself;  and  now  I  know  you  would 
keep  your  word,  so  you  have  conquered  me.  Ws  done  mith. 
It's  over;  but  I'll  tell  you,  at  least,  what  was  in  my  miserable 
mind.  It  was,  that  when  I  had  told  the  truth,  when  you 
knew  that  my  wretched  ignorance  had  never  taken  in  the 
notion  that  the  death  she  had  to  die  could  be  a  hard  one,  or 
the  most  distant  dread  that  it  could  harm  you ; — an  awful  fool, 
Dominick,  a  miserable  fool ; — ^when  I  was  going  to  give  myself 
up  to  my  righteous  doom,  and  you  were  going  to  be  cleared 
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of  suspicion,  you  would  tell  me  that  you  forgave  me,  because 
it  was  all  for  your  sake ;  that  you  would  let  me  rest  for  one 
moment  in  your  arms  again ;  that  you  would  say  to  me,  ^  I 
loved  you  once/ '' 

She  made  the  slightest  possible  movement,  as  if  to  approach 
him,  but  he  stepped  back.  She  went  on  rapidly — "That 
can't  be  now — you  have  beaten  me.  You  know  better  than 
I,  and  your  ingenuity  would  make  anything  that  I  could 
do  useless.  The  punishment  must  come  to  me  in  its  worst 
shape.  You  told  me  once  that  you  would  die  for  me, 
Dominick,  and  I  believed  you ;  but  you,  you  could  live  for 
me  yet;  there  are  those  chances  you  spoke  of,  you  know. 
There's  that  one  gleam  in  all  this  black,  dreadful  night !  ^' 

She  drew  a  little  nearer;  a  wild  light  came  into  her 
eyes,  her  white  cheeks  were  streaked  with  crimson.  Her 
hands  fluttered  like  leaves,  and  her  gown  stirred  with  the 
trembling  of  her  knees. 

''  I  will  repent,  I  will  repent,  if  the  chances  are  for  yoi^ ; 
and,  and,  if  you  will  give  me  a  chance  then,  Dominick,  my 
darling,  my  lover — I  love  you — ^how  shall  it  be,  since  you  have 
beaten  me,  and  I  cannot  die  for  you,  if  the  chances  are  for 
you  ? '' 

She  clasped  her  hands,  and  stretched  them  towards  him. 
A  terrible  yearning,  half  madness,  half  memory,  all  anguish, 
was  in  her  beautiful,  dreadful  face.  He  recoiled  still  farther, 
and  answered  her  thus  : — 

"Woman,  if  the  chances  were  for  me,  I  would  rather  be 
hanged  twice  over  than  see  your  face  again.'' 

She  uttered  a  sharp  cry,  like  that  of  an  animal  caught  in 
a  trap.  The  next  instant  the  step  of  the  gaoler  sounded  on  the 
flags  outside.  She  drew  her  shawl  around  her,  she  lowered 
her  veil,  and  she  said,  between  her  shut  teeth,  as  the  key  turned 
in  the  lock — 

"  I  shall  never  repent.  You  never  loved  me,  and  the  past 
is  a  lie.'' 

The  prison  official  had  brought  Daly's  dinner. 
"  I  am  ready  to  go  now,"  said  Katharine   Farrell,   with 
►erfect  composure.     "  Perhaps  you  will  kindly  take  me  to  the 
rate." 

She  passed  through  the  door  without  another  word,  and 
stood  in  the  passage  until  the  man  joined  her. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

NO   SIGN. 

No  Buch  intense  public  excitement  had  stired  Portmnrrongh 
for  years,  as  that  which  was  aroused  by  the  trial  of  Dominick 
Daly  for  the  murder  of  his  wife.  It  spread  far  and  wide 
throngh  all  the  northern  province,  and  more  people  poured  in 
from  the  towns  than  the  Court-house  could  have  accommo- 
dated had  its  dimensions  been  tenfold  their  extent.  The 
deepest  interest  was  shown  in  all  the  arrangements  and 
rumoured  arrangements,  and  the  smallest  particulars  of  the 
prisoner's  bearing  were  received  and  detailed  with  avidity. 
The  counsel  for  the  Crown  was  an  eminent  barrister  in  large 
criminal  practice ;  the  counsel  for  the  prisoner  was  almost  as 
famous  a  member  of  the  legal  profession.  It  was  understood 
that  witnesses  to  character  would  not  be  wanting.  Mr.  Bellew 
had  worked  unremittingly  and  generously  for  the  accused  man, 
in  whose  g^lt  "  it  went  against  his  instinct,^'  as  he  said,  to 
believe.  It  went  against  other  people's  instinct,  as  well,  to 
believe  that  Dominick  Daly  was  a  murderer ;  but  the  case 
was  a  strong  one — ^the  facts  were  stubboru.  It  was  said 
that  the  prisoner's  communications  to  his  attorney,  Mr. 
Cormac,  had  been  of  the  briefest  and  most  meagre  kind ;  and 
that  the  only  defence  to  be  set  up — the  '^  system "  of  the 
accused,  as  it  would  be  called  in  French  legal  phraseology — 
would  be  the  suggestion  of  certain  modes  by  which  the  poison 
which  had  caused  Mrs.  Daly's  death  might  have  been  mixed 
with  the  bicarbouate  of  soda,  which,  according  to  the  prisoner's 
declaration,  was  the  sole  contents  of  the  packet  enclosed  in 
Daly's  letter  to  his  wife.  A  letter,  written  strongly  in  the 
prisoner's  interests,  and  more  ingenious  than  judicious,  in 
which  a  number  of  theories  and  possibilities  on  this  point  were 
set  forth  and  discussed,  had  been  published  in  one  of  the  local 
journals,  and  had  excited  universal  attention  and  comment. 
"  Forewarned,  forearmed,"  was  said  to  have  been  the  comment 
of  the  counsel  for  the  Crown  on  this  zealous  indiscretion ;  '^  if 
we  had  been  met,  unprepared,  with  some  of  these  theories,  it 
might  have  been  very  diflScult  to  upset  them.  As  it  is,  there's 
time  to  smash  them  all  at  our  leisure."     The  story — that  is^ 
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Farrell,  and  the  supposed  motive  for  the  crime,  had  spread 
from  Narraghmore  in  all  directions,  and  had  almost  assumed 
the  dimensions  of  a  party  question.  There  were  those  who 
upheld  the  woman,  maintained  her  innocence,  and  declared 
that  it  was  infamous  to  charge  a  girl  who  had  so  good  a 
character  as  Miss  FarrelFs  with  being  aught  but  the  victim  of 
a  designing  villain.  There  were  those  who  maintained  that  if 
Daly  was  guilty,  she  had  tempted  him  to  the  deed ;  who  were 
ready  to  accept  the  oldest  version  of  the  oldest  sin — '*  the 
woman  beguiled  '^  him.  There  was  even  a  third  party,  who 
held  a  middle  course,  and  said  it  was  all  a  mistake  :  Daly  was 
nothing  to  Miss  Farrell,  nor  she  to  him ;  she  had  nothing  to 
do  with  the  matter.  All  parties  alike  were  ignorant  of  the 
whereabouts  of  Miss  Farrell.  She  had  given  up  her  school ; 
and  it  was  supposed,  but  not  hnown,  that  she  had  gone  back 
to  her  friends.  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Mangan ;  about  whom,  also,  there 
was  not  a  little  public  curiosity,  for  the  dispensary  doctor's 
assistant,  a  young  man  named  Sullivan,  was  to  be  called  by 
the  Crown  in  the  case,  and  his  evidence  would  bring  the 
possession  of  arsenic,  which  had  been  the  fatal  agent,  home 
to  the  prisoner  as  closely  as  the  prosecution  had  the  power 
of  bringing  it.  This  was,  it  was  said,  the  one  compara- 
tively weak  link  in  the  chain ;  the  evidence  on  the  point  being 
strongly  presumptive  only.  Concerning  Daly's  demeanour, 
public  rumour  was  agreed.  He  had  borne  the  long,  slow 
weeks  of  his  imprisonment  with  a  silent  composure,  in  which 
those  who  believed  him  guilty  discerned  the  hardihood  of  a 
criminal,  and  those  who  did  not  so  believe  found  the  calm  of 
conscious  innocence.  In  this  case,  as  in  every  other  case  in 
which  the  hearts  of  human  beings  are  shut  from  human  ken, 
people  judging  from  externals  judged  at  random,  and  saw  no 
symptoms  but  those  they  were  predisposed  to  see. 

No  fairer  ever  dawned  over  sea  and  land  than  the  summer 
morning  which  ushered  in  the  last  hours  of  Dominick  Daly's 
long  anguish  of  patient  waiting.  The  beauty  of  the  earth  was 
in  its  full,  exquisite  prime,  and  the  deep  buzz,  the  indescribable 
stir  of  midsummer  life  was  abroad  in  the  air  everywhere. 
Even  the  brief  journey  in  a  close  and  guarded  vehicle,  from 
the  prison  to  the  Court-house,  gave  Daly  a  glimpse  of  the 
fulness  of  life  and  beauty  which  had  come  to  the  earth  and 
the  sky  since  he  hadjlast  looked  upon  them,  a  free  man.  It 
was  only  a  glimpse,  however,  he  was  soon  in  his  place — that 
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dreadful  place  into  which  he  stepped^   a  strong  man  in  his 
prime,  with  years  of  lusty  life  in  clear  brain,  throbbing  veins, 
and  muscular  limbs,  and  with  all  the  natural  yearning  love  of 
life  which  no  sorrow  can  crush  while  health  is  unimpaired, 
which  springs  up  into  agonizing  strength  and  vitality  at  the 
least  menace  to  its  treasure,  and  thrills  with  terrible  anguish 
ia  the  presence  of  such  danger  as  his  ; — that  dreadful  place, 
which  he  might  leave,  young  and  strong  still,  but  going  down 
more  surely  to  his  grave  than  any  fever-stricken  wretch,  whose 
hours  of  existence  were  only  to  be  guessed — not  counted — ^like 
his.    The  murmur  and  swaying  of  the  crowd,  the  sound  like  the 
sea  in  a  shell,  the  movement  like  the  surging  of  a  wave,  came 
distantly  to  him,  not  hurtfuUy,  for  a  moment,  and  he  was  in  a 
dizzy  dream  where  there  were  faces,  where  the  solitude  of  the 
past  weeks  was  not,  and  there  were  light  and  movement.     The 
next,  it  faded,  and  all   the  hideous  reality  was   before,  and 
around,  and  with,  and  in  him.     He  stood  in  a  felon's  dock,  a 
turnkey  behind  him,  to  be  tried  for  his  life,  for  the  murder  of 
his  wife.     This  was  the  court,  these  were  the  jurors  on  whose 
words  his  life  would  soon  depend.     He  saw  it  all  now,  the  face 
of  the  judge,  the  array  of  the  lawyers,  the  men  who  would  pre- 
sently call  the  witnesses,  those  witnesses  who  would  all  tell  the 
truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth,  with  the  full 
assurance  of  their  convictions,  and  assent  of  their  conscience, 
and  yet  it  would  be  the  deadliest  of  all  falsehoods  that  ever  a 
grinning  devil  inspired  men  withal, — the  crowd  of  spectators, 
whose  faces  wore  every  kind  of  expression  from  mere  brutish 
apathy  to    keen    curiosity,   and   from  critical  observation  to 
compassionate  interest.     Yes,  there  were  faces  on  which  he 
read  compassion,  in  his  long  look  at  the  place  of  his  agony, 
before  he  addressed  all  the  powers  of  his  mind  and  body  to 
the  process  of  it, — and  they  did  him  good.     Yes,  "  good  *' 
actually  came  to  the  prisoner,  whose  dark,  wasted  face,  thinned 
hair,  and  clothing  hanging  loose  upon  the  frame  it  had  fitted 
closely,  told  a  tale  which  not  one  interpreted  aright  in  that 
dismal  hour.      From  first  to    last  Dominick   Daly  bore  his 
awful  ordeal  with  quiet  and  manly  courage. 

The  trial  proceeded,  amid  the  breathless  attention  of  the 
spectators  who  were  fortunate  enough  to  have  secured  places, 
and  was  duly  reported  with  tolerable  fidelity  to  the  crowd  assem- 
bled outside— a  crowd  which  conducted  itself  with  exemplary 
<«4eT  and  decency..  The  solemnity,  and  something  which  there 
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was  of  secretly-felt  romance  in  the  prisoner's  position,  appealed 
to  the  imaginative  side  of  the  Irish  people,  and  nowhere  among 
them  would  there  have  been  heard  the  ribaldry  and  the  brutal 
jests  which  a  similar  scene  would  have  provoked  among  an 
English  mob  composed  of  similar  elements.  The  trial  proceeded 
with  fatal   smoothness,  from   the   prisoner's   plea   of   "Not 
guilty,''  to  the  examination  of  the  witnesses,  few  but  terribly 
suflBcient.     There   was   only  one   departure  from   the  course 
which  rumour  had  marked  out  to  be  followed  by  the  counsel 
for  the    Crown ;  it  was  in  the  imputation   and  pressing   of 
motive  on  the  accused.     Only  a  very  keen   observer   could 
have  detected   the   prisoner's    anxiety  on  this   point,  or  re- 
cognized   his  relief  when  the  learned    gentleman  contented 
himself  with  generalities  about  tho  eucumbrance  on  a  young 
man's  liberty  of  an  elderly  and  invalid  wife,  a  sufferer  from  a 
repulsive  disease,  necessarily  separated  from  him,  and  a  burden 
on  his  slender  means.     A  modification  of  the  latter  argument 
was  procured  by  the  proving  that  the  remnant  of  the  murdered 
woman's  own  portion  had  sufficed  to  maintain  her,  but  the 
favourable  inference  was  balanced  by  the  suggestion  that  the 
remnant  would  have  reverted  to  her  husband.     The  strong^ 
evidence  of  Daly's  kindness  to  his  suffering  wife  was  easily 
disposed  of  by  the  plea  of  motive.     A  man  who  had  such  a 
crime  in  his  mind  would  naturally  seek  to  establish  such  a  plea, 
by  winning  the  intended  victim's  confidence ;  and  was  it  not 
exactly  this  which  the  prisoner  had  done  ?     To  him,  the  only 
living  being  to  whom  her  death  would  be  an  advantage,  to 
whom  her  continued  existence  was  an  evil,  the  poor  woman 
trustingly,  unsuspectingly  apphed  for  advice  and  cure.     There 
came  over  Daly's  mind  while  ho  was  listening  to  this  a  curious, 
impersonal  sense,  as  of  curiosity  and  question  in  some  matter 
remote  from  himself.     How  easily,  how  readily,  how  much  as 
a  matter  of  course,  the  great  criminal  lawyer,  habituated  to  the 
dark  shades  of  human  character  and  life,  took  for  granted  a 
situation  abhorrent  to  the  imagination  of  the  man  he  was  de- 
picting, and  impossibly  unnatural  to  his  character  and  his'daily 
life  !     Could  anything  be  too  hard  or  too  terrible  for  him  to 
believe,  knowing  what  he  Jcnew,  Daly  dimly  wondered,  as  he  lis- 
tened to  the  argument,  as  though  it  concerned  somebody  else  ? 
Perhaps  not ;  and  yet  such  a  hell  upon  earth  as  the  human  soul 
given  over  to  the  devices  which  the  glib,  polished  tongue,  on 
whose  accents  the  crowd  hung,  was  describing,  almost  outdid 
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his  powers.  His  fancy  travelled  back  to  what  had  been  the 
peaceful,  prosaic,  well-behaved  truth  of  his  former  life,  and 
for  a  moment  amazement  filled  him — a  feeling  as  though  him- 
self and  all  around  him  were  utter  unrealities,  that  nothing 
could  be  true,  or  have  tangible  existence,  where  so  wildly 
false  a  theory  was  gravely  put  forward  with  any  chance  of 
being  accepted  as  true.  But  this  dazed  wonderment  fled 
before  his  own  ever-present  knowledge  of  the  truth.  This 
gentleman's  grave  picture  of  a  state  of  things  which  never  had 
any  existence,  his  building  up  of  a  drama  which  had  no  scene, 
no  actors,  no  life  at  all,  was  a  trifling  accessory  to  the  general 
illusion  of  which  Daly  was  the  centre.  Every  few  minutes  as 
they  passed  by  added  a  fresh  link  to  the  quickly-forming, 
soon-to-be-closed-up  chain  of  evidence  which  should  prove— 
a  lie.  And  there  stood  the  one  who  knew,  the  helpless 
prisoner,  in  the  iron  grip  of  the  irresistible  and  dreadful  law, 
the  man  by  whose  will  all  this  was  going  on,  whose  word  could 
tumble  the  whole  card  edifice  into  ruins. 

The  examination  of  witnesses  elicited  nothing  beyond  the 
facts  which  have  already  been  narrated.  Great  interest  and 
importance  attached  to  the  evidence  of  Samuel  Sullivan,  the 
assistant  at  Dr.  Mangan's  dispensary  at  Farney.  It  proved  to 
be  very  simple,  rather  damaging  to  the  business  character 
of  Mr.  Sullivan,  but  confirmatory  of  the  theory  of  the  counsel 
for  the  Crown.  Mr.  Sullivan  admitted  that  Daly  had  had 
free  access  to  the  surgery  during  his  stay  at  Athboyle 
in  the  previous  year,  that  it  was  possible  he  might  have 
abstracted  drugs  even  of  the  kind  which  ought  to  have  been 
most  scrupulously  kept  out  of  the  reach  of  any  one  but  the 
dispensary  doctor  and  himself;  and  that  any  such  abstraction, 
if  it  had  taken  place,  must  have  been  carried  out  with  a  pur- 
pose considerably  far  ahead,  for  ten  months  had  elapsed  since 
Dominick  Daly^s  removal  from  Athboyle  to  Narraghmore.  On 
being  questioned  concerning  his  own  relations  with  Daly  in  the 
interval  between  his  removal  to  Narraghmoro  and  the  perpe- 
tration of  the  murder,  Sullivan  admitted  that  he  had  helped 
Daly  to  persuade  his  wife  that  he  was  endeavouring  to  find 
remedies — '^  cures,^^  as  the  poor  woman  had  expressed  it — 
for  her  incurable  disease.  On  two  occasions  he  had  sent 
him  ''  real  medicine,  but  quite  harmless,''  for  the  purpose 
of  being  transmitted  to  Mrs.  Daly ;  but  of  the  last  fatal  expieri- 
ment  he  knew  nothing  whatever.     This,  however,  had  no  im- 
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portance  in  the   case  ;  bicarbonate  of  soda  was  to   be  had 
anywhere. 

A  keen  observer  would  have  seen  that  the  dark,  wasted  face 
of  the  prisoner  twitched  as  if  with  pain,  that  his  nostrils  dilated 
and  closed  with  his  more  laboured  breathing,  and  that  he  lost 
control  over  the  tale-telling  mouth-muscles,  while  the  hand 
upon  the  rail  in  front  of  him  took  a  firmer  hold  of  that  barrier, 
a  hold  which  blanched  the  knuckles  and  empurpled  the  finger- 
nails. What  if  they  should  ask  this  witness  whether  any  other 
person,  not  of  the  Mangan  family,  had  had  access,  later  and  more 
complete,  to  the  deadly  drugs  in  the  unsafe  surgery  ?  What  if 
Sullivan  should  name  Katharine  Farrell,  wake  up  the  rumour  in- 
side the  court  which  had  never  slumbered  outside  it,  suggest  the 
truth  to  the  prisoner's  counsel,  either  as  a  flash  of  absolute 
conviction,  or  as  a  cunning  and  plausible  possibility  of  defence, 
and  all  should  be  revealed  ?  Daly  passed  through  the  agony 
of  a  hundred  deaths  in  the  throes  of  this  terrible  vision  of  the 
possible.  At  one  moment  there  arose  within  his  sick  and 
sinking  soul  a  desperate  impulse  to  stop  the  trial,  to  say,  '^  My 
lord,  you  are  wasting  your  time,  and  these  gentlemen  their 
skill.  My  plea  was  a  falsehood ;  I  retract  it.  I  am  guilty .'' 
But  this  passed  with  the  sense,  almost  simultaneously  borne  in 
upon  him,  by  the  voice,  the  manner  of  the  witness— who  never 
looked  at  him  after  the  first  glance  of  recognition — that  Sam 
Sullivan  fully  believed  in  his  guilt.  This,  in  its  turn,  fortunate 
as  he  immediately  recognized  it  to  be,  was  a  shock  to  him. 
With  all  the  completeness  of  the  conception  which  had  come 
from  his  strength  of  will,  it  had  not  occurred  to  him,  that 
Sullivan  would  help  him  by  so  genuine,  but,  to  the  accused 
man's  mind,  so  monstrous  a  credulity. 

The  examination  proceeded,  and  the  prisoner  recognized, 
with  intense  perception  external  in  some  strange  way  to 
himself,  calm  as  if  exercised  hy  another  for  another,  .in  the 
centre  stillness  of  the  storm  which  was  sweeping  around 
him,  that  as  Sullivan  brought  fact  after  fact  out  of  his 
memory,  each  fact  justified  his  belief  in  the  aggregate  meaning 
of  them  all.  Circumstances  had  so  favoured  the  prisoner's 
fixed  resolution,  that  they  formed  a  net  of  evidence  without 
a  dropped  stitch  in  its  meshes ;  and  Daly^s  mental  comment 
when  Sullivan's  cross-examination  was  safely  (!)  concluded, 
was :  '^  If  Sam  was  not  convinced  of  my  guilt,  he  would  have 
been  a  fool.''     His  old  companion  and  friend  went  down  with- 
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oat  a  glance  at  the  dark^  wasted  face  in  the  dock^  and  with 
^whatever  there  was  of  irresistible  pity  in  his  heart  traversed 
by  the  bitter  sense  that  he  had  been  dnped^  and  used  as  a  tool 
by  Daly. 

The  hours  wore  on,  and  the  case  was  near  its  completion. 
The  oowd  inside  and  outside  the  Court-house  had  known  no 
diminutioTi  in  numbers  or  flagging  of  interest  all  day.  Would 
it  be  concluded^  or  would  it  last  over  another  day  ?  It  came 
to  be  understood  that  the  Court  would  sit  late^  to  conclude  the 
case.  The  eminent  criminal  lawyer,  counsel  for  the  Crown, 
and  the  only  a  Uttle  less  eminent  criminal  lawyer,  counsel  for 
the  prisoner,  were  both  exceedingly  busy,  and  anxious  to  get 
away,  as  they  probably  would  do,  together,  to-morrow  morn- 
ing ;  and  the  jury  would  naturally  prefer  not  being  locked  up 
for  the  night.  There  was  no  talk  of  a  '^  boot-eater ''  among 
them,  and  the  case,  for  one  so  terrible  and  so  important,  was 
a  very  simple  one.  To  an  overwhelming  mass  of  circumstan- 
tial evidence,  direct  and  collateral,  what  had  the  counsel  for 
the  prisoner  to  oppose  ?  Some  testimony  to  character,  and  a 
few  suggestions,  which  there  was  nothing  to  back,  of  round- 
about possibilities  by  which  poison  might  have  come  into  the 
victim's  possession,  rather  than  the  direct  and  apparent  means 
by  which  she  really  had  received  it.  When  his  counsel  began 
to  speak  for  him,  to  do  his  best  with  such  flimsy  material,  to 
work  with  the  untrustworthy  tools  of  appeal,  persuasion,  and 
reflections  on  the  terrible  responsibility  of  a  rash  and  erroneous 
judgment,  its  irrevocable  consequences,  and  the  benignant 
latitude  of  doubt,  Daly  listened  with  agonized  earnestness. 
Stronger  than  ever  within  him  sprang  up  the  yearning  love  of 
life,  as  he  was  at  last  face  to  face  with  his  "  chances.'^  Some- 
times he  shifted  his  gaze  for  an  instant  from  the  man  who  was 
pleading  for  him,  to  the  faces  of  the  spectators,  that  he  might 
learn  how  the  pleading  afiected  them,  that  he  might  gather 
what  they  thought  of  his  chances ;  but  only  for  an  instant,  it 
reverted  to  the  central  point.  He  could  hardly  hear  at  times,  for 
all  his  listening,  because  of  the  ticking  in  the  veins  all  over  his 
body,  and  the  heavy  throbbing  of  his  heart,  which  rocked  his  * 
whole  frame,  he  could  not  but  fancy  it  must  be  visibly.  How 
long  might  a  man  live  and  bear  that?  How  soon  must  such 
destructive  ravage  amid  its  mysteries  overthrow  the  mere  human 
fabric,  delivered  up  to  the  ruthless  violence  of  its  immortal 
tenant,  thus  turned  rebel  ?    Nevertheless,  with  all  that  raging 
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strife  within  him,  the  man's  will  got  the  mastery,  and  enabled 
him  to  estimate  his  '^chances"  aright,  to  see  how  the  truth,  as 
he  alone  knew  it,  would  be  at  once  the  soUtary  and  the  impos^ 
dble  solution  of  the  falsehood,  which  all  the  efforts  of  his  coun- 
sel were  powerless  to  shake.  And  Dominick  Daly  saw  that  his 
'^  chances ''  were— none.  When  the  whole  dreadful  perform- 
ance was  over,  when  the  counsel  for  the  Crown  had  replied, 
with  contemptuous  brevity,  and  the  judge  had  delivered  his 
charge  to  the  jury  with  all  becoming  gravity ;  when  the  twelve 
jnrymen  left  their  box,  taking  his  life  in  their  hands,  and  he 
was  about  to  be  removed  from  the  dock  until  he  should  be 
required  to  listen  to  their  award;  the  spectators,  gazing  at 
him,  saw  a  face  like  that  of  one  dead,  with  eyes  unclosed. 

But  when,  the  jury  having  returned  to  their  places,  after 
an  interval  of  only  three-quarters  of  an  hour,  the  prisoner  was 
brought  into  court  again,  he  stood  up  firmly,  strongly,  a  fine 
man  in  his  prime ;  and  he  held  his  head  high,  and  looked  out 
with  his  blue  eyes,  unflinching  and  unshamed.  His  two  hands 
held  the  rail,  but  they  neither  trembled  nor  steadied  them- 
selves by  any  strain,  and  his  dark  wasted  face  was  slightly 
tinged  with  colour.  The  long  summer  day  was  closing  into 
the  sweet,  solemn,  starlit  summer  night.  The  Court-house 
was  lighted  when  they  brought  the  prisoner  back,  and  he 
stood  up  at  his  very  best — ^not  the  nearest  friend  he  had,  not 
the  woman  who  had  done  this,  had  ever  seen  him  look  more 
manly,  brave,  and  full  of  life,  than  the  court,  the  jury,  and 
the  crowd  saw  him  then. 

There  passed  but  little  change  upon  him  as  the  verdict 
which  found  him  ^'  Guilty ''  was  declared,  and  the  usual  ques- 
tion was  put  to  him  whether  he  had  anything  to  say  why 
sentence  of  death  should  not  be  pronounced  against  him  ? 
The  colour  did  not  fade  from  his  cheek  when  he  answered, 
speaking  quite  distinctly,  and  with  marked  respect — 

'^  Nothing,  my  lord,  except  that  my  plea  is  the  truth.  I 
am  not  guilty.'' 

Deep  oppressive  silence  filled  the  court  until  the  judge 
spoke.  Daly  took  his  hands  from  the  rail,  and  clasping 
them  loosely,  bowed  his  head  low  and  submissively  while  the 
judge  sentenced  him  to  be  hanged  by  the  neck  until  he  should 
be  dead ;  bowed  it  a  little  lower  at  the  words  '^  and  may  the 
Lord  have  mercy  on  your  soul,''  and  stood  in  that  attitude  for 
a  full  minute  after  it  was  all  over.     Then  he  roused  himself, 
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and  the  turnkey  took  him,  not  roughly,  by  the  arm.  As  he 
obeyed  the  signal,  he  glanced  for  an  instant  into  the  Court 
again — his  last  look  save  one  at  a  crowd  of  his  fellow-creatures 
— and  in  that  instant  he  saw  the  face  of  Father  John  O'Connor. 
The  priest,  jammed  into  a  comer  near  the  jury-box,  was 
looking  at  the  prisoner  with  such  intense  attention  that  ha 
was  altogether  heedless  of  the  pushing  mass  around  him.  His 
stem  face  was  exceedingly  pale,  and  his  lips  were  moving  un- 
consciously. Their  eyes  met,  in  that  brief  moment ;  the  next 
Dominick  Daly  was  on  his  way  to  the  condemned  cell,  which 
should  give  him  up  only  to  the  gallows. 


When  Dominick  Daly  was  taken  back  to  the  jail,  the  usual 
increase  in  the  severity  of  his  conditions  of  imprisonment  was 
put  in  operation.     From  the  presumptive  he  had  become  the 
proven  felon,  and  the  degradation  had  to  take  form  and  system. 
But  there  was  no  active  ill-will  towards  him.     The  officials  of 
a  prison  are  seldom  actuated  by  an  abstract  hatred  of  crime, 
and,  according  to  the  jailer's  standard,  a  very  great  criminal 
may  be  a  "  good  prisoner,''  and  if  he  be,  will  be  treated  ac- 
cordingly.    Daly  was  essentially  a  "  good  prisoner,"  perfectly 
acquiescent,  civil,  and  quiet.     It  was  tho  opinion  of  the  head- 
jailer,  an  experienced  individual  who  regarded  criminals  from 
the  "  class  '^  and  '^  specimen  "  point  of  view,  and  was  a  great 
many  years  beyond  the  possibility  of  being  surprised,  shocked, 
or  indeed  moved  by  anything,  that  if  '^  they  "  could  only  get 
a  commutation,  and  turn  Daly  into  a  "  lifer,"  the  experiment 
would  work  admirably,  and  Daly  would  prove  a  credit  to  the 
system,  and  to  the  place  which  should  witness  his  fulfilment  of 
his  term  of  punishment.  Daly  had  requested  an  interview  with 
the  Governor  of  the  Jail  at  Portmurrough,  and,  it  baving  been 
granted,  he  stated  to  that  gentleman,  in  the  strongest  terms, 
his  wish  that  nobody  might  be  permttted  to  have  access  to  him. 
On  the  Governor's  expressing  some  surprise  at  so  unusual  a 
prayer,  Daly  replied,  with  respectful  decision  : 

"  I  have  no  relatives,  sir ;  there  is  no  one  who  can  demand 
to  see  me  as  a  right ;  and  I  ask  the  privilege  of  passing  my 
last  few  days  undisturbed.  Except  the  chaplain,  sir,  I  beg  you 
to  permit  no  one  to  see  me." 

'^Are  you  prepared  to  hear,"  asked  the  Governor,  with 
some  curiosity,  for  the  reports  in  circulation  had  reached  him. 
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"•''  that  a  young  woman,  one  Katharine  Farrell,  has  already 
applied  for  permission  to  visit  you  ?  ^' 

"  I  did  not  think  it  would  be  so  soon,  sir,"  replied  Daly  ; 
'^  but  my  request  applies  to  her.  She  is  nothing  to  me,  and  I 
earnestly  beg  that  she  may  be  told  that  I  refused  to  see  her/' 
^  The  speaker  was  a  murderer,  a  prisoner,  on  his  rapidly- 
shortening  road  to  the  gallows,  but  there  was  something  in  hia 
face  and  voice  that  beat  down  the  oflBcial  in  the  Governor,  and 
got  at  the  man,  who  said : 

^^  Never  fear,  Daly ;  no  one  shall  intrude  on  you.  Have 
you  any  other  request  ?  " 

^'I  wish  to  write  a  letter,  sir,  to  Father  John  O'Connor,  of 
Narraghmore.'' 

"  Certainly.  It  must  be  brought  to  me,  open,  I  suppose 
you  know.*' 

Daly  appreciated  the  form  of  words,  but  he  respectfully 
answered  that  there  was  nothing  to  be  written  for  which  he 
would  desire  secresy. 

His  purpose  was  attained,  although  the  total  exclusion 
of  visitors  was  found  to  be  impossible,  because  Daly's  friends 
immediately  set  on  foot  active  eflTorts  to  procure  a  commu- 
tation of  the  sentence,  and  had  to  be  admitted  to  him  with 
that  purpose  in  view.  He  heard  of  what  they  were  doing  with 
gratitude,  but  without  distressing  anxiety  or  suspense.  He 
had  no  hope  whatever  of  their  success.  "  I  am  cm  innocent 
man,  sir,  as,  God  bless  you,  you  believe  me  to  be,''  he  said  to 
Mr.  Bellew ;   "  but  there  never  was  a  clearer  case." 

His  composure,  never  self-asserting  or  histrionic,  lasted  quite 
unimpaired.  Katharine  Farrell  made  several  attempts  to  gain  ac- 
cess to  him.  She  was  entirely  reckless  of  appearances,  and  even 
the  open  gibes  and  insults  with  which  she  was  assailed  had  not 
any  effect  on  her;  she  passed  them  by  unheeded.  She  haunted 
the  prison  gates,  coming  to  them  in  the  early  morning,  and 
lingering  about  them  through  the  weary  hours  of  the  bright, 
beautiful,  unsympathizing  day.  The  worst,  short  of  the  truth, 
that  could  be  said  of  the  girl,  was  said  at  Portmurrough.  She 
had  been  Daly's  mistress,  and  he  had  been  in  haste  to  marry 
her — so  ran  the  amended  version  of  the  old  Narraghmore 
story.  She  contrived  to  make  acquaintance  with  two  or  three 
of  the  lower  officials  of  the  jail ;  they  were  nothing  loth,  for 
the  murder  was  a  big  incident  iu  their  annals,  and  Katharine 
Farrell  was  interesting ;  and  she  made  sundry  attempts  to  get 
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letters  conveyed  to  Daly,  and  also  to  have  a  liaudkercliief  given 
to  him,  from  her.  It  was  believed,  afterwards,  that  this  hand- 
kerchief was  saturated  with  poison,  and  intended  to  enable 
Daly  to  anticipate  the  sentence  of  death.  But  the  Governor 
was  faithfully  served,  and  in  his  turn  true  to  his  promise  to 
Daly.  No  whisper  of  her  name,  no  rumour  of  her  presence, 
was  permitted  to  reach  the  condemned  prisoner.  Once  she 
contrived  to  make  her  way  into  the  presence  of  the  Catholic 
chaplain  to  the  jail,  and  appealed  to  him  ; 

"I  was  his  sweetheart,''  she  said,  ''and  if  it's  the  people 
inside  there  that  are  preventing  him,  he  has  a  right  to  see  me ; 
if  it's  his  own  act  that's  keeping  me  away,  I  have  a  right  to 
see  him." 

The  chaplain  visited  Daly  and  told  him. 
"Your   reverence  will  hear  my  last  confession  when  the 
time  comes,"  was  Daly's  determined,  strange  reply ;  "  and  then 
you  will  know  what  Katharine  Farrell  was  to  me.     I  will  never 
see  her  again  in  this  world." 

When  the  chaplain  told  her  the  latter  part  of  Daly's  reply 

to  his  appeal — he   said   nothing   of   the   former — Katharine 

Farrell  received  it  with  unexpected  quietness.      She  simply 

said :  '^  I  thank  your  reverence.     I  see  it's  no  use,  and  I'll 

give  it  up,"  and  she  went  away  with  a  firm  step  and  tearless 

eyes.    She  was  looking  strangely  old  and  worn,  and  the  subtle 

beauty  of  her  face  was  dimmed ;  she  was  a  mere  wreck  of  the 

woman  who  had  stood  among  the  golden  gorse  with  Daly,  on 

the  hill-side,  a  few  months  before.     She  drew  her  veil  down 

when  she  came  out  of  the  chaplain's  prosencCj  and  walked 

^way,  along  the  south  wall  of  the  pri'son,  until  she  reached  the 

open  paved  space  in  front  of  the  gate,  where  the  gallows  would 

he  erected.     Here  she  stood  for  some  time,  as  though  she  were 

measuring  its  proportions,  then  she  went  along  the  north  wall, 

^  its  centre.     As  nearly  as  she  had  been  able  to  understand 

the  topography  of  the  jail  from  the  inquiries  she  had  made, 

she  guessed  the  position  of  the  condemned  cell  to  be  beyond 

tiie  portion  of  the  great  wall  exactly  in  front  of  her.     Standing 

there,  she  raised  her  hands  to  her  neck,  and  with  the  old 

^miliar  action,  she  pulled  at  the  neglected  masses  of  her  hair, 

wiat  had  tumbled  down  under  her  bonnet,  anyhow. 

"'I will  never  see  her  again  in  this  world,'  "  she  muttered, 
&^g  straight  before  her  at  the  heavy,  rough,  inexorable 
w&ll^^that  was  what  he  said !     That  was  his  last  message  to 


liO  KO    SIGN. 


lue  !     Then,  by  the  God  whose  face  you'll  soon  see,  Dominick 
Daly,  and  I,  never — you  shall! ^* 

She  turned  sharp  round,  and  walked  away  down  a  neigb- 
bouring  street ;  and  from  that  time,  to  the  end,  she  was  no 
more  seen  in  the  vicinity  of  the  prison ;  she  made  no  further 
attempt  or  appeal. 

The  efforts  made  by  Daly's  friends  to  obtain  a  commuta- 
tion of  his  sentence  proved  unavailing.  The  condemned  man 
was  right;  the  same  answer  came  from  every  one  through 
whose  hands  their  requisition  passed  to  the  consideration  of 
the  Lord  Lieutenant.  ^'  There  never  was  a  clearer  case."  Kot 
until  two  days  before  that  appointed  for  the  execution  did  the 
gentlemen  who  had  undertaken  this  work  of  mercy  relinquish 
their  efforts,  and  abandon  hope.  When  they  were  at  last 
forced  to  do  so,  it  fell  to  the  lot  of  Mr.  Bellew  to  tell  the 
prisoner  the  result  of  their  endeavours.  He  found  Daly  far 
less  anxious  and  agitated  than  he  was  himself.  He  had 
never  hoped.  The  meeting  and  the  parting  between  the 
condemned  man  and  the  gentleman  who  had  believed  him 
innocent  always,  and  still  believed  him  innocent,  were  ex- 
tremely affecting.  At  that  last  hour  Daly  broke  through  his 
habitual  reserve  and  slowness  of  speech,  and  gave  expression 
to  all  the  gratitude  which  filled  his  heart.  When  Mr.  Bellew, 
the  farewell  being  very  neor,  asked  him  if  there  was  any 
final  request  he  would  urge  upon  him,  Daly,  for  the  first  time, 
spoke  to  him  of  Katharine  Farrell. 

"  I  give  you  the  solemn  assurance  of  a  dying  man,"  he 
said,  ^'  that  what  they  say  of  her  is  not  true.  I  loved  her,  sir, 
and  if  I  had  been  a  free  man  I  would  have  married  her ;  but  I 
never  deceived  or  misled  her,  and  she  is  innocent  of  all  harm 
from  me.  If  you  and  Mrs.  Bellew  would  serve  a  poor  lost 
creature,  for  the. sake  of  one  who  owes  you  so  much,  you 
would  protect  her,  and  send  her  beyond  the  seas,  to  some 
strange  place,  where  she  can  live  honestly,  and  outlive  all  this. 
Don't  keep  her  here,  sir;  that  would  not  be  good  for  her  or 
others,  but  send  her,  at  once,  beyond  the  seas.  If,  in  your 
great,  great  goodness,  sir,  you  could  promise  me  that  would  be 
done,  I  could  turn  my  head  and  my  heart  away  from  this  world, 
and  get  ready  for  my  journey." 

"  My  dear  Daly,  my  poor,  poor  fellow  !   it  shall  be  done." 

When  that  was  over,  Daly,  exhausted,  lay  down  for  a  while 
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and  turned  liis  face  to  the  wall.     Bat  not  for  long :  he  soon 
rose,  and  wrote  the  following  letter  to  Father  John  0^  Connor  : 

"  Porlmurrough  Jail,  Saturday,  July  — . 
"Reverend   Sir, — I  am  to  die  on   Monday  morning,  at 
eight  o'clock,  when  you  will  be  saying  your  Mass,  which  I  used 
to  serve  many  a  time.     Maybe,  dear  Father  John,  you  guess 
why  it  was  that  I  could  not  bear  to  see  you  in  this  place,  and, 
maybe,  you  cannot  guess ;  but,  whether  or  no,  you  will  give 
me  credit  for  a  good  intention,  and  you  will  forgive  me  for 
not  being  so  stout-hearted  in  some  respects  as  I  humbly  hope 
and  pray  God  I  may  be  found  in  others.     I  die,  innocent  of 
the  crime  I  am  charged  with ;  but  all  the  same,  my  death  is 
my  own  fault.     No  one  but  myself  is  to  blame  for  it.     The 
blessed  rites  of  the  church  are  to  be  given  to  me  by  other 
hands  than  yours.  Father  John,  and  I  know  you  would  have 
come  to  me,  if  I  had  asked  to  see  you,  even  at  this,  the  last 
hoar.    It  was  not  for  my  own  sake,  it  was  for  yours.     Good- 
bye^ Reverend  Sir;  I  humbly  ask  your  prayers  and  remem- 
brance at  the  altar,  for  a  poor  sinner,  whose  good  friend  you 
always  were.  "  Dominick  Daly.'' 

This  letter  took  him  a  long  time  to  write.     He  pondered 

over  every  line,  almost  every  word  of  it,  and  evidently  found 

the  task  a  very  difficult  one.     "  It  must  be  so  that  if  he  does 

not  guess,  or  know,  he  may  not  learn  from  this ;  but,  if  he 

does,  that  he  may  see  I  know  it  too,  and  am  dying  of  my 

own  free  will  and  choice,  no  victim  of  a  mistake,  of  a  double 

crime."      He   sat    for  some  time,  his   clasped  hands   upon 

the  letter,  and  his  eyes  raised  to  the  broad  streak  of  light 

which  was  falling  through  the  window  of  the  condemned  cell. 

His  face,  more  worn  than  at  the  time  of  his  trial,  was  full  of 

unspeakable  sadness,  but  not  mingled  with  fear.     The  terror, 

the  feeling  of  impossibility,  the   dreadful   agony   and  battle 

With  the  strong  life  in  him,  clamouring  for  its  duration  and  its 

satisfactions,  the  awful  sinking  of  the  spirit,  and  quivering  of 

the  cold,  sweating  flesh,  would  have  to  come  to  him,  as  they 

We  to  come  to  the  greatest   hero,  who    ever   knew  to  an 

absolute  certainty  that  at  a  given  hour  a  violent  death  would 

be  waiting  for  him,  just  beyond  that  door  which  he  can  see 

and  touch;  but  they  had  not  come  to  Dominick  Daly  yet, 

their  ghastly    signs  were  not  upon  him.      An  hour  later,  a 
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whole  hour  oflf  his  tale  of  minutes — but  he  had  travelled  far 
in  that  hour,  all  the  way  back  along  the  road  of  his  life — the 
condemned  man  sent  for  the  jail  chaplain. 


The  Governor  of  the  Jail  at  Portmurrough  was  a  personal 
friend  of  Mr.  Bellew*s,  and,  though  he  did  not  share  that 
gentleman^s  conviction  of  Daly's  innocence,  and  certainly 
would  not  have  committed  himself  to  the  admission  if  he  had 
shared  it,  he  promised  willingly  enough  to  let  Mr.  Bellew 
have  a  private  report  of  that  last  scene  .of  the  tragedy  which  he 
dared  not  witness.  The  following  passages  are  extracts  from 
the  Governor's  letter  to  Mr.  Bellew.  It  was  written  while 
the  body  of  the  man  who  had  died  on  the  gallows  in  the 
morning  lay  as  yet  unburied,  in  its  coflSn  of  rough  planks,  in 
the  whitewashed  corridor  of  the  jail. 

"  .  .  .  .  He  amply  justified  your  confidence  in  his 
courage  and  coolness.  I  have  seen  many  criminals  executed, 
and  not  a  few  examples  of  extraordinary  pluck  among  them, 
but  never  anyone  Uke  Daly.  The  chaplain  was  with  him 
from  four  in  the  morning.  Such  a  fine  morning !  I  men- 
tion this  because  of  a  strange  reference  he  made  to  the 
weather  yesterday.  It  rained  here  a  little  in  the  afternoon, 
and  Daly  most  earnestly  entreated  the  chaplain  to  prevent  his 
body  being  buried  in  the  prison  graveyard,  during  rain.  ^  If 
it  does  rain,  it  won't  last  long,'  he  said,  '  and  I'm  sure  the 
Governor  would  grant  me  this  request.'  He  seemed  so  much 
disturbed  about  it  that  the  chaplain  came  and  told  me  last 
night,  and  I  sent  word  to  Daly  that  he  might  rely  on  his 
wish  being  observed.  Yery  odd,  was  it  not  ?  He  gave  no 
explanation. 

^'  This  morning  he  dressed  himself  carefully,  heard  Mass, 
and  received  Holy  Communion  at  six  o'clock,  with  the 
deepest  devotion;  then  remained  in  conversation  with  the 
chaplain,  who  is  excessively  knocked  up,  to  an  extent,  indeed, 
that  I  have  never  seen  equalled — until  the  time  came.  He 
drank  a  little  tea,  but  touched  no  food ;  and  when  I  saw 
him,  as  he  was  brought  into  the  small  yard,  he  looked 
pale  and  weak.  But  he  did  not  tread  feebly ;  he  was  quite 
calm  and  natural,  and  he  saluted  me  most  respectfully. 
The  chaplain  kept  close  by  his  side,  and  occasionally  whis- 
pered to  him.     He  noticed  the  men  in  the  yard,  and  was 
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suddenly  strangely  affected  by  the    pinioning  of  his  arms^ 
though  he  submitted  to  it    with  perfect  propriety.     'Don't 
let  them  be  seen,'  he  entreated  earnestly;  'for  God's  sake 
don't  let    them   be  seen !      I  can't  go   out  tied  like  this/ 
Then  he  begged  that  an  Inverness  cape,  which  he  had  brought 
with  him  to  the  prison,  might  be  put  over  his  shoulders,  so  as 
to  hide  his  arms.     This  was  done,  and  he  thanked  all  present 
most  earnestly.     All  was  over  very  soon  after.      When  he 
appeared,  tho  crowd  groaned ;  but  there  were  no  shouts,  no 
cries,  no  indecencies.     He  never  once  turned  his  eyes  down- 
wards, until  they  were  hidden  by  the  cap.     I  don't  think  he 
saw  anything  but  the  sky,  and  the  chaplain's  face.     He  whis- 
pered to  him  to  the  last,  and  pressed  the  crucifix  to  Daly's 
breast,  as  he  stood  blindfolded  under  the  noose.     Then  he 
threw  his  arms  round  him  for  a  moment,  released  him,  and 
ran  down  the  steps  back  into  the  jail.     Daly  died  very  easily, 
and  in  a  very  short  time.     The  rope  was  rather  too  long; 
and  as  the  body  hung,  the  feet  were  hardly   twenty  inches 
from  the  floor  of  the  scaffold.     A  dog,  a  mongrel  cur,  which 
somebody  said  had  run  all  the  way  from  Narraghmore,  con- 
trived to  jump  up  somehow,  and  licked  his  boots.     It  got 
kicked  off  the  scaffold,  and,  I  am  afraid,  killed  in  the  crowd ; 
but  the  poor  thing  did   igood  service  first,  for  it  made  for  a 
woman  who  was  standing  in  a  conspicuous  position  in  the  first 
rank  of  the  crowd — she  must  have  been  there  all  night  to  have 
got  so  good  a  place — and  led  to  her  being  identified  as  the 
very  person  you  were  asking  about.  Miss  Farrell,  said  to  have 
been  Daly's  sweetheart,  or  more.     The  woman  seemed  quite 
dazed,  but  she  told  her  name,  and  the  police  took  charge  of 
her.    She  is  very  ill,  and  is  in  the  workhouse  infirmary,  where 
thejr  will  keep  her  until  you  forward  instructions.     She  was  in 
some  danger  of  ill-usage  when  the  people  found  out  who  she 
was,  and  that  she  had  actually  gone  to  see  the  man  hanged.  A 
posse  of  other  women,  who  were  there  with  the  same  object, 
hustled  and  frightened  her,  and  shrieked  hideous  names  at  her, 

but  the  poUce  got  her  away  without  any  real  injury 

l^ly  certainly  was   a  very  fine   fellow I  hope   Mrs. 

Bellew  is  not  quite  knocked  up  by  all  this  dreadful  business.'^ 


The  woman  who  was  carried  from  among  the  crowd  at 
■Daly^s  execution  to  the  workhouse  infirmary  at  Portmurrough 
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was  not  hurt,  in  the  sense  of  actaal  physical  injury,  but  she 
had  received  a  severe  nervous  shock.  For  many  days  and 
nights  she  lay  quite  still  and  speechless,  and  all  the  life  that 
was  in  her  seemed  to  be  centred  in  her  bright,  shallow, 
almost  colourless  eyes.  She  was  well  cared  for,  and  after  a 
while  she  regained  a  little  strength,  and  the  power  of  speech. 
Mr.  Bellew  came  from  Narraghmore  to  see  his  former  protegee, 
the  girl  of  the  commendable  handwriting,  thereby  observing 
his  promise  to  Daly.  But  the  workhoase  doctor  had  no  en- 
couragement to  give  Itr.  Bellew,  in  any  plans  for  her  future 
welfare.  '*  How  long  she  will  linger  I  cannot  say,  of  course,'' 
said  that  matter-of-fact  person  to  Mr.  Bellew  ;  ''  but  she  will 
never  leave  these  walls,  if  the  authorities  will  let  her  stay ;  and 
I  suppose  they  would,  especially  if  a  trifle  were  paid  for  her. 
The  disease  is  a  queer  one ;  I  can't  make  it  out  quite,  but 
there's  mischief  to  the  brain,  beyond  a  doubt,  and  the  heart  is 
all  wrong.  By  Jove,  how  handsome  she's  been,  and  not  so 
long  ago  neither !  I  had  her  hair  cut  off  at  once,  and  I  never 
saw  such  a  thing  in  my  life — enough  for  six  heads  of  hair  for 
women  in  general.  Only  that  one  must  not  say  it  of  red 
hair,  I  suppose,  I  should  say  it  was  beautiful ;  those  old  fel- 
lows in  Venice  would  have  thought  so  a  few  hundred  years 
ago." 

The  chaplain  of  the  jail  evinced  a  remarkable  interest  in 
Katharine  Farrell,  considering  that  the  workhouse  patients 
were  not  in  his  charge.  He  went  to  see  her ;  he  met  Mr. 
Bellew  at  the  infirmary;  he  suggested  that  the  doctor 
should  inform  her  of  her  real  condition,  so  as  to  enable  her  to 
attend  to  her  religious  duties,  and  that  there  should  be  no 
delay.  He  carried  his  point.  Katharine  Farrell  was  told  that 
she  had  not  long  to  live,  but  she  accepted  the  intimation  with 
seeming  apathy.  It  was  not  until  three  days  after  she  had 
received  the  warning  that  she  expressed  any  wish  which  could 
be  regarded  as  a  consequence  of  it ;  and  then  her  wish  was  not 
the  anticipated  one.  She  begged  that  Samuel  Sullivan,  the 
assistant  in  Dr.  Mangan's  dispensary  at  Athboyle,  might  be 
sent  for.  As  there  seemed  to  be  no  reason  in  this  request,  it 
was  not  acted  upon,  until  the  prison  chaplain,  again  inter- 
vening in  an  unaccountable  way,  wrote  to  Mr.  Bellew,  and  in- 
formed him  that  it  had  been  made.  Mr.  Bellew  sent  for  Mr. 
Samuel  Sullivan,  and  the  summons  was  obeyed.  Katharine 
Farrell  lay  in  a  ward  which  had  fortunately  no  other  occupant, 
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and  her  long  interview  with  Sam  Sullivan  was  undisturbed. 
When  he  left  her,  coming  out  with  a  scared  face,  and  the  look 
of  years  added  to  his  age,  he  said  only  that  the  dying  woman 
desired  the  ministration  of  the  chaplain  of  the  Portmurrough 
jail. 

Katharine  Farrell  died  within  a  week  from  that  time. 
What  was  said  between  her  and  the  chaplain  will,  of  course, 
never  be  known ;  but  Sam  Sullivan  made  a  solemn  declaration 
that  the  dying  woman  had  told  him — to  whose  carelessness  it 
was  due  that  she  had  been  able  to  perpetrate  her  crime— the 
story,  which  I  have  thus  imperfectly  set  down,  of  the  obscure 
hero  who  had  "  died,  and  made  no  sign.*' 


END   OF    "  NO   SIGN.'' 


10 


Me  Artistic  JJpirit  in  Pod^nt  ^aetrg, 

BY  J.   W.   COMYNS  CARE. 


Out  of  the  company  of  poets  who  gave  a  voice  to  the  early 
years  of  the  present  century,  there  is  only  one  who  has  touched 
with  any  influence  the  chord  that  keeps  poetry  in  sympathy 
with  art.  The  genius  of  Keats  promised  so  much,  that  we  are 
apt  to  forget  that  the  achievement  also  was  great,  and,  in 
regret  for  what  was  lost  to  us,  to  undervalue  the  strength  and 
beauty  of  what  was  actually  given.  And  yet  there  is  no  man 
of  the  time  whose  work  stands  out  more  clearly  as  a  thing  of 
independent  invention,  nor  among  the  gifts  granted  to  him 
was  there  any  more  noteworthy  than  that  by  which  he  appre- 
hended the  true  relations  of  art  and  poetry.  When  the  author 
of  '^Endymion^'  undertook  to  reshape  for  himself  the  material 
of  his  craft,  recent  revolt  had  brought  tumult  into  the  realm 
of  verse,  and  with  it  an  impatience  of  quiet  and  control. 
Poetry  in  its  new  birth  was  as  yet  only  a  spirit,  and  emotion, 
eager,  searching,  and  passionately  free,  but  without  a  form  to 
clothe  and  fitly  express  its  soul.  The  dead,  outworn  form  had 
but  lately  been  cast  away.  There  was  no  inclination  to  submit 
again  to  new  bondage,  even  if  there  had  been  no  other  causes 
at  work  to  disturb  the  serenity  of  verse ;  but  Unked  to  the 
purely  poetic  impulse  and  partly  controlling  it  were  other 
aims,  political  or  humanitarian,  which  drew  the  poet  from  his 
place,  and  kept  the  spirit  ever  eager  in  the  pursuit  of  vague 
ideals.  Poets  had,  indeed,  undertaken  strange  burdens.  They 
wore  striving  to  carry  upon  their  own  shoulders  all  the  weight 
of  the  revolution,  and  were  impatient  to  invade  the  social  and 
political  world  with  the  keen,  perilous  weapon  of  impetuous  verse. 
Such  a  temper,  serviceable  in  some  other  respects,  was  fatally 
opposed  to  the  influences  which  come  to  poetry  from  art.  The 
abstract  loveliness  of  sculpture,  and  even  the  more  vivid 
realization   of  painting,   reject  instinctively  all  moments  of 
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crisis^  and  penetrate  to  a  life  that  is  in  pause  of  movement^ 
where  energy,  though  present,  is  subdued  to  the  expression  of 
unchanging  beauty.  In  Greek  art  this  sense  of  silence  is 
supreme.  The  most  energetic  action  yields  to  its  influence, 
and  in  the  quiet  realm  into  which  men  and  women,  great  and 
loTely,  with  forms  fit  for  all  labour  and  all  love,  have  been 
borne  off, — the  remote  stillness  overpowers  the  present  move- 
ment, and,  though  there  are  images  enough  of  flight  and  of 
conflict,  no  breath  of  passion  stirs  the  soul  within  the  face. 
The  achievement  of  the  Italian  renaissance  shows  the  same 
spirit  in  a  different  material.  A  splendid  experience  of  passion 
has  taken  the  place  of  the  former  freedom.  Art  no  longer 
looks  back  for  types  of  men  and  women,  unhurt  as  yet  by 
contact  with  the  world ;  but  turning,  as  it  were,  to  the  other 
limit  of  existence,  it  seeks  to  record  upon  beautiful  faces  the 
extreme  trials  of  every  human  emotion.  But  the  change  that 
had  come  to  the  material  of  art  could  not  overpower  its 
enduring  essence;  and  even  in  the  deaigns  of  Michael  Angelo, 
where  every  line  reveals  the  source  and  trace  of  mighty  move- 
ment, a  stillness  that  is  almost  the  stillness  of  death  rests 
upon  the  figures  like  a  controlling  shadow,  holding  all  action 
in  -a  breathless,  mute  suspense. 

It  is  only  at  certain  epochs  that  the  understanding  of  this 
supreme  quality  in  art  can  be  made  greatly  serviceable  to 
poetry.  In  the  happier  seaso^is  of  imaginative  production, 
each  crafl  instinctively  fills  its  allotted  space — the  workman 
apprehending,  without  effort,  the  special  conditions  of  his  work. 
Poetry,  which  lives  by  borrowing,  attracting  to  its  own 
substance  of  intellect  the  raiment  of  every  sense,  then  receives 
with  outstretched  hands,  from  art  or  from  music,  the  gifts  that 
each  has  to  give.  It  must  simulate  the  effect  of  colour  to 
satisfy  the  sight :  form,  too,  it  must  possess,  and  melody  in  its 
numbers.  But  there  are  certain  seasons  when  the  hold  on 
this  side  or  on  that  grows  weak,  and  the  link  that  keeps  the 
harmony  complete  is  loosened  or  lost.  It  was  so  at  the 
beginning  of  the  present  century.  Poetry  found  itself  suddenly 
confronted  with  new  and  untried  problems ;  its  world  became 
extended  both  in  fact  and  spirit,  and  many  emotions  that  as 
yet  had  hardly  found  their  place  in  actual  life,  pressed  urgently 
for  the  supreme  utterance  of  verse.  With  this  unexpected 
advent  of  &esh  material  there  came  the  difficulty  that  always 
makes  itself  felt,  when  the  substance  suddenly  overpowers  the 
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means  of  expression.     Form  was  lost  in  feeling.     The  keen 
sympathies   of  the   great  leaders   of  poetry  yielded  to   the 
victorious  influences  of  the  time,  and  the  higher  claims  of  the 
artist  were  imperilled  amid  the  conflict  of  confused  and  un- 
settled passions.     As  politics  became  the  arena  for  the  play  of 
wild  fancy  and  unfettered  invention,  so,  on  the  other  hand, 
humanitarian  and  social  impulses  forced  themselves  into  the 
ideal  realm  of  the  poet.     For  a  while  the  boundary  lines  between 
philosophic  speculation  and  the  worship  of  unchanging  beauty 
were  borne  away.     Wordsworth  undertook  to  answer  Malthus^ 
and  Shelley  discussed  the  principles  of  a  social   revolution. 
The  things  of  practical  life  were  thus  mingled  with  the  remoter 
and  graver  realities  of  the  calm  life  of  the  imagination,  and 
now,  as  we  look  back — though  the  space  of  time  is  but  brief 
that  separates  us  from  the  work  of  these  men — we  already  see 
how  much  that  was  only  of  passing  significance  had  attached 
itself  to  the  lasting  qualities  of  highest  poetry.     For  the  poet 
had  lost  for  a  while  his  hold  on  the  calm,  secure  spirit  proper 
to  all  imaginative  production,  and  which  in  art  receives  its 
fullest  expression.     The  rush  and  tumult  of  new  passions,  the 
rich  outlook  over  new  ideas,  left  him  for  a  while  at  the  mercy  of 
his  iraterial,  and  in  the  sudden  illumination  of  men's  minds  it 
was  indeed  difficult  to  distinguish  rightly  between  the  beauty 
that  would  stay  and  the  brightness  that  was  only  fleeting.   The 
purely  artistic  control  which  should  be  left  to  the  workman,  in 
the  presence  of  even  the  most  splendid  images,  was  continually 
yielding  to  the  new  onset  of  unforeseen  ideas;   and  in  this 
season  of  confused  outlines  and  rich  but  misshapen  material, 
ithe  poet  often  struggled  inefiectually  for  the  final  shape  that 
should  be  unalterably  fixed.     If  there  had  then  existed  any 
noble  art,  we  can  imagine  how  helpful  would  have  been  its 
influence  to  the  poets  in  their  own  domain.     We  can  conceive 
of  art  and  verse  striving  harmoniously  to  reduce  the  new  world 
of  thought  to   ordered  and   rhythmic   expression — ^verse  re- 
flecting the  passion,  and  yearning,  and  disappointment  that 
filled  men's  hearts,  and  art  transporting  the  image  of  these 
things  within  her  own  stricter  limits,  and  keeping  still  un- 
spoiled that  sense  of  majestic  silence  which  should  rest  upon 
all  great  work,  as  the  seal  of  a  secure  and  perfected  vision. 
In   this  fellowship   the    mute   formality  of   art    would   have 
reacted  upon  the  full  speech  of  verse,  and  would  have  helped 
to  that  calmer  attitude  of  which  verse  stood  so  much  in  need. 
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But  such  art  as  existed  offered  but  a  poor  companioDship ;  all 
that  was  sincere  in  its  achievement  was  concerned  with  the 
grace  or  the  emotions  of  domestic  life ;  it  was  not  yet  conscious 
of  the  larger  problems  which  beset  the  progress  of  poetry,  or 
if  partly  conscious,  as  in  the  co&e  of  Haydon,  it  was  without 
the  needful  technical  gifts  for  so  high  an  endeavour.  It 
becomes  interesting,  therefore,  to  trace  out  by  what  means 
and  through  whom  verse  was  to  work  out  its  own  salvation, 
and  to  note  from  what  causes  the  great  leaders  of  imagination 
were  more  or  less  shut  out  from  the  artistic  influence. 

Byron,  the  most  popular  poet  of  the  century,  probably  felt 

less  than  any  of  his  fellows  the  value  of  the  artistic  spirit. 

Though  he  hurls  his  brilliant  rhetoric  at  the  "  dull  spoiler " 

of  the  Parthenon,  yet  he  gives  nowhere  any  sign  that  thi 

beauty  of  ancient  art  had  so  entered  into  his  nature  as  to 

aSect  his    own   creations.      It  may   even   be   said  that  the 

successes  of  his  genius  depended,  in  great  measure,  upon  the 

ddiberate  abandonment  of  that  quiet  vision  belonging,  as  of 

right,  to  the  sculptor  or  the  painter.     In  all  the  greatest  of  his 

writings,  which  affect  to  be  purely  poetic,  the  motive  is  always 

romantic,  the  method  brilliantly  restless.     He  had   not  the 

power  to  dwell  upon  any  subject  until  it  should  yield  up  to  him 

its  ultimate  secret  of  beauty;    but  content  with  what   was 

nearer,  he  seized  with    eager  and  effective  grasp  upon   old 

forms  of  pathos,  touching  them  with  new  and  splendid  fire. 

He  possessed  an  uncommon  sympathy  with  the  more  common 

states  of  feeling ;  and,  as  with  all  imaginative  work  that  is  not 

quite  complete  in  its  vision,  his  poetry  keeps  about  it  a  savour 

of  morality.     There  is  an  impUed  reference  to  a  standard  of 

good  and  evil ;  an  accent  of  either  penitence  or  rebellion,  even 

in  the  moments   of  freest  utterance.      The  perplexed  and 

troubled  attitude  towards  moral  problems,  great  and   smaU. 

survived  and  dominated  the  other  phases  of  his  genius.     It 

availed  finally  to  turn  the  poet  into  the  satirist.     For  satiro, 

hovrever  audacious   its  utterance,  must  needs  possess   somt' 

standpoint  of  morality ;  all  its  fiercest  attacks  and  its  cruellest 

^Bghter  spring  from  the  contemplation  of  a  world  of  neglected 

duties,  with  its  grim  contrasts  of  faith  and  practice.     Don 

Juan  was  the  complete   expression  of  one   side   of  Byron's 

genius ;  and  as  it  helped  to  perfect  the  portrait  of  its  author, 

^  also  it  increased  his  hold  upon  the  popular  imagination. 

To  acknowledge  a  system  of  moral  law,  and  at  the  same  time 
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to  violate  its  rules,  has  a  certain  fascination  even  for  the  most 
orthodox.  The  career  does  not  disturb  the  empire  of  punish- 
ments and  rewards,  and  the  daring  of  the  chief  actor,  with  its 
''  eternal  perils,"  only  stimulates  the  attention  into  wonder- 
ment. But  this  spii'it  of  revolt  against  morality,  or  acquies- 
cence in  its  control,  finds  itself  in  opposition  to  the  calm  of 
pure  poetic  invention ;  and  even  when  perplexity  yields  to  a 
cynical  self-possession,  it  has  little  in  common  with  the  noblest 
artistic  vision  which  penetrates  and  leaves  behind  the  problems 
of  a  moral  world.  The  true  mission  of  poetry,  no  less  than  of 
art,  is  directed  to  this  goal.  It  seeks  to  snatch  beauty  from 
out  of  the  tumult  of  an  existence  controlled  by  the  laws  of 
good  and  evil,  and  to  crown  her  queen  of  a  quiet  land.  In 
sculpture,  this  is  done  absolutely  and  literally.  The  figures 
carved  for  us  by  Greek  artists  are  the  figures  of  men  and 
women,  of  Uving  and  sentient  beauty,  whose  loveliness  has 
been  suddenly  transfixed  in  a  passionless  dream.  Sometimes 
in  perfect  physical  repose,  or  in  the  performance  of  some 
simple  duty  of  graceful  limbs,  but  not  less  often  in  the  full 
energy  of  excited  action ;  these  figures  nevertheless  constantly  • 
keep  firm  hold  upon  the  essential  calm  of  art.  In  the  very 
noblest  specimens  of  Greek  work  that  survive  to  us — ^the 
pediments  of  the  Parthenon  and  its  frieze,  and  the  frieze  of 
the  Mausoleum — there  is  a  full  expression  of  energetic  move- 
ment, and  even  of  violent  encounter.  But  the  movement, 
with  its  inexhaustible  patterns  of  beauty,  has  outlived  the 
passion  that  suggested  it ;  and  here,  in  the  final  shape  given 
by  art,  it  remains  only  as  an  added  means  of  grace.  In  these 
battles  of  Amazons  and  armed  warriors,  the  uplifted  arm  is 
stayed  for  beauty's  sake ;  this  figure  in  swift  flight  upon  the 
pediment  seems  but  to  pursue  its  one  fair  attitude ;  while  these 
Grecian  youths  imaged  in  the  Panathenaic  procession  guide 
their  impetuous  steeds  in  obedience  to  a  hidden  law  of  harmony. 
Painting,  as  we  know  it  best,  is  a  thing  of  more  modem 
date;  its  world  comes  nearer  to  the  world  that  lies  close 
around  us.  Colour,  with  its  more  vivid  reality  of  effect, 
compels  a  closer  imitation  of  the  changing  passions,  the 
passing  fears  of  actual  life ;  but  the  wider  and  minuter  expe- 
rience of  emotion  is  still  controlled  by  the  same  spirit  wHch 
holds  supremacy  in  the  earlier  art.  In  poetry,  this  sense  of 
silence  rests  as  the  goal  to  which  all  passion  tends.  The 
tumult  and  conflict  of  tragedy  are  only  useful  to  reach  the 
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ultimate  calm  that  follows  tamult^  and  gives  to  passion  its 
fixed  shape  and  firm  outline ;  and  if  we  would  note  the  way  in 
which  this  end  is  gained  by  the  poet  whose  genius,  better 
than  others,  could  track  life  through  every  movement,  we 
have  only  to  dwell  upon  the  closing  scenes  of  Shakespeare^s 
King  Lear,  wherein  all  the  previous  sufiering  and  human 
anguish  seem  suddenly  to  pass  into  the  perfect  tranquillity  of 
a  dream. 

Byron's  genius  had  no  access  to  this  spirit  in  poetry.     His 
understanding  of  passion  is  not  of  the  deeper  sort,  that  reaches 
to  an  outer  light  beyond  the  present  gloom ;  and  the  highest 
occupation  of  his  verse  is  but  to  reflect  the  darkness  and  con- 
fused human  trouble,   not  to  penetrate  its   mystery.     Pas- 
sionately sympathetic  within  the  range  of  his  sympathies,  and 
bitterly  regretful  of  all  the  ills  that  he  knew,  he  yet  never 
reached  to  that  wider  knowledge  and  profounder  pity  which 
come  with  the  artistes  calm  possession  of  the  secrets  of  beauty. 
Even  in  the  lesser  attributes  of  the  poet,   his   achievement 
misses  the  intensity  of  definition  belonging  no  less  to  literature 
than  to  art.     A  rhetorical  splendour  in  the  record  of  vague 
inflaences,    a  brilliant   command    of    illustration,   summoned 
boldly  from  every  source,  sufllice  to  set  forth  to  the  world 
whatever  of  possible  fascination  lies  in  a  single  personality. 
All  else  is  but  remotely  seen  and  imperfectly  apprehended; 
and  his  verse  has,  therefore,  no  power  to  carve  out  in  the  mind 
an  exact  image  of  some  form  of  loveliness  in  clear  and  stead- 
fast outline.     Here,  not  for  the  first,  not  for  the  last  time,  the 
poet  has  been  found  without  the  artist's  supreme  gift.     The 
'^  mortal's  agony  with  an  immortal  patience  blending,''  was  not 
for  him  ;  in  his  art,  the  ^^  agony ''  is  divorced  from  patience, 
and  the  struggle  against  the  maladies  of  life  never  yields  the 
enduring  outline  granted  to  the  marble.     The  greatly  gifted 
artist  is  never  thus  at  the  mercy  of  any  passion ;  he  is  partly  a 
spectator,   even  of  his    own  ills,  and  can  watch  the  move- 
ment and  tumult  of  life  as  one  may  look  upon  the  troubled 
line  of  a  storm-beaten  landscape  cast  up  against  a  twilight  sky. 
He  has  few  tears,  for  what  to  others  bring  only  grief,  to  him 
savours  also  of  beauty.     Byron  is  too  full  of  remorse  for  things 
done,  of  pity  for  his  fate ;  and  thus  it  happens  that  not  only 
the  form  of  his  work  as  a  whole,  but  even  the  forms  of  separate 
thoughts  and  images,  lose  something  of  ideal  influence  and 
independent  strength. 
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It   is  noticeable  that  Wordsworth   and   Shelley — men   of 
genius,  distinct,  and  in  some  sense  opposed  to  that  of  Byron — 
also  failed  in  giving  to  their  verso  the  sensuous  character  of 
art.     Both  were  irresistibly  attracted  towards  the  purely  in- 
tellectual limits  of  poetry.     Through  them  more  clearly  than 
through  Byron,  we  may  note  the  extent  of  the  new  conquests 
then  being  made  by  verse ;  for  while  they  were  losing  hold  of 
the  formal  beauty  of  the  actual  world  their  spirits — sped  on  a 
new  flight — had  already  reached  to  remote  and  undiscovered, 
recesses  of  personal  emotion.     With  both,  but  in  different 
ways,  the  sentient  life  and  growth  of  things  was  but  a  point  of 
departure.     Passion,  and  the  lips  and  language  of  passion, 
grew  distant  and  intangible  in  their  verse ;  and  even  the  facts 
of  outward  nature  were  dissolved  into  voices  of  the  air-     Wo 
may  think  of  the  genius  of  Shelley  as  of  a  cloud  of  changing 
colour  and  uncertain  form  borne  music-laden  above  our  heads, 
and  touching  the  earth  of  real  grass  and  flowers  only  for  brief 
moments,  and  at  its  topmost  places. 

"  He  who  would  question  him 
Must  sail  alone  at  sunset,  where  the  stream 
Of  ocean  sleeps  around  those  foamless  isles, 
When  the  young  moon  is  westering  as  now, 
And  evening  airs  wander  upon  the  wave." 

His  spirit,  overcome  by  the  passion  of  the  intellect,  turned 
seldom  towards  our  world;  and  in  a  fleet  pursuit  of  far-off 
untried  ideals,  half  forgot  the  undying  beauty  of  things  that 
fade  and  die.  His  verse  is,  therefore,  most  real  when  its 
material  is  most  remote  from  reality.  Clearly  detached  from 
substantial  forms,  it  takes  a  now  coherence,  but  in  a  realm  far 
beyond  the  reach  of  the  influence  of  art.  There,  new  images 
group  themselves  under  new  laws,  with  no  bondage  of  fact,  to 
fret  a  spirit  that  has  sought  to  pass  beyond  the  strict  confines 
of  the  tangible  earth.  It  is  only  in  dealing  with  known  things, 
and  with  actual  passions  and  sorrows,  that  Shelley's  genius 
becomes  incredible.  The  "  Cenci  '^  is  a  drama  of  terrible  masks 
and  fair  faces ;  its  presentiment  of  an  awful  crime  is  harmless 
as  an  intellectual  invention,  unsubstantial  as  a  sick  dream,  and 
even  the  pure  and  suffering  voice  of  Beatrice  herself  scarcely 
echoes  to  the  limits  of  our  known  world.  In  the  "  Alastor,"  or 
*'  the  Revolt  of  Islam,''  or  the  "  Prometheus,"  the  position  is 
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reversed.  The  machinery  is  here  deliberately  unreal ;  but,  in 
the  end,  each  one  of  these  poems  brings  to  us  a  conviction  of 
its  truth.  And  this  is  so,  because  the  characters  who  speak 
and  move  are  no  more  than  eloquent  exponents  of  Shelley's 
warm,  high  hopes,  and  of  a  poet's  dreams  for  the  world.  The 
chosen  phantasy  has  thus  a  force  not  found  in  the  relation  of 
credible  fact.  The  wild,  free  vision  that  creates  the  land  it 
loves,  the  delight  in  beauty  that  has  no  form  or  line,  and  the 
determined  transmutation  of  our  common  nature  into  new, 
aerial  being,  do  not  destroy  for  us  the  loveliness  or  the  power 
of  the  poet's  work ;  for  we  feel  that  these  things,  though  we 
may  seek  them  in  vain  in  our  world,  nevertheless  belong  truly 
and  credibly  to  the  chosen  realm  of  Shelley's  genius.  They 
become,  in  this  sense,  the  expression  of  an  exalted  emotion, 
which  is  human,  seeing  that  it  is  his,  and  through  him,  also 
ours,  and  which  worthily  claims  verse  as  the  means  of  its 
utterance. 

Thus  we  see  that,  not  through  defect  of  artistic  power, 
but  by  reason  of  the  special  devotion  of  his  genius  to  a  chosen 
task,  Shelley  was  shut  out  from  the  peculiarly  artistic  quality. 
It  was  the  special  function  of  his  genius  to  enlarge  the  realm 
of  poetry  on  that  side  most  remote  from  the  realms  of  the 
sculptor  or  the  painter.  He  opened  through  the  awakened 
activity  of  the  intellect,  new  ways  untrodden  before  by  the 
poet,  bearing  thence  back  to  earth  a  rich  experience  of  new 
emotions.  He  lit  up  philosophy  with  the  bright  light  of 
passion,  and  with  the  strong  fellowship  of  unfailing  music, 
penetrated  securely  into  many  remote  and  shadowy  places. 

To  penetrate  the  things  of  the  intellect  with  poetic  heat 
and  fire  was  in  truth  the  task  which  Shelley  had  set  himself 
to  do.  The  dull  order  of  the  world  had  already  been  shaken 
by  actual  events,  and  speculation  was  busy  in  the  invention 
of  all  the  possible  forms  into  which  disturbed  society  might 
re-shape  itself.  These  wild  dreams,  false  to  fact,  had  a 
poetic  reality,  and  the  poet,  seizing  the  ideal  element  in  the 
routine  of  vain  logic,  quickly  outstripped  the  conclusions  of 
the  most  sanguine  philosophy,  and  presented  to  the  world  the 
brightest  picture  of  its  own  regeneration.  And  the  picture 
was  none  the  worse  because  it  had  no  better  foundation  than 
a  poet's  dream.  It  was,  indeed,  precisely  because  Shelley 
earned  speculation  clearly  beyond  the  reach  of  possibility,  that 
it  has  any  right  to  the  enduring  utterance  of  verse.     Had  he 
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been  no  more  than  a  contributor  to  a  barren  controversy  over 
social  schemes,  his  fame  would  not  have  survived  the  failure  of 
the  principles  of  the  revolution.     But  the  use  he  made    of 
those  principles  was  a  poet's  use.     Out  of  them  he  built  up, 
with  passionate  hope  and  love  of  beauty  penetrating  at  every 
point  the  inventions  of  his  intellect,  a  new  world  for  the  forlorn 
spirit  of  man,  remote  from  his  present  sphere  of  existence. 
He  carried  these  wild  but  often  beautiful  visions  to  their  proper 
goal  in  the  firm  land  of  his  imagination,  and  combined  them  in 
such  a  way  that  they  should  be  beyond  the  reach  of  any  man^s 
hope  or  knowledge  but   not  beyond  his  love   and   worship. 
In  this  way   he   awoke  in    the   things   of  the  intellect  ne^^ 
possibilities  of  emotion.     He  gave  the  vague  dreams  of  philo- 
sophers a  right  to  permanent  existence,  by  showing  the  intense 
reality  they  had  for  his  own  nature;  and  he  himself  truly  and 
credibly  inhabited  the   invented   and   perfect   world,  which, 
for  all  common  men,  was  destined  to  perish  quickly. 

But  this  world  of  distant  purity  in  which  we  find  Shelley 
securely  seated,  has  but  slight  contact  with  our  present  life. 
We  can  reach  it  only  through  a  process  of  the  intellect,  or  by 
the  magic  vehicle  of  his  verse.  And  the  independence  of  out- 
ward fact,  which  is  the  one[quality  of  thii^  world,  and  is,  besides, 
the  essence  of  his  genius,  carries  the  poet  far  away  from  the 
substantial  forms  of  art.  For  the  painter  or  the  sculptor  there 
is  no  escape  from  the  bondage  of  the  earth.  There  is  not  even 
the  desire  of  escape.  The  materials  of  their  craft  lie  close 
around  them.  The  forms  of  men  and  women,  the  shape  and 
colour  of  flowers,  the  gold  brilliance  of  sunlight,  the  sombre 
cloak  of  shadow — these  things  do  not  change — they  cannot  be 
invented.  And  the  greatest  victories  possible  to  art — those 
wherein  is  expressed  most  clearly  all  that  is  divine  in  the 
thought  and  purpose  of  an  artist — are  only  to  be  gained  by 
reverent  obedience  to  fact,  and  a  loving  and  close  dependence 
upon  Nature  as  we  know  her.  Thus  the  highest  desire  of  the 
artist  is  not  to  tutor  the  spirit  of  man,  but  to  know  him  in 
the  flesh;  recording  patiently  the  beauty  that  survives, 
expressed  in  changing  line  and  subtle  flush  of  colour. 

The  soul,  revealed  to  the  poet  with  another  and  closer 
intimacy,  appears  to  the  artist  only  through  its  garment  of  the 
flesh,  and  altogether  escapes  his  grasp  unless  the  facts  of  the 
flesh,  with  all  their  subtilties  of  expression,  are  deeply  pene- 
trated and  understood.     All  art  which  has  striven  for  more 
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than  this,  or  has  accomplished  less,  has  so  far  fallen  short  of 
its  rightful  goal.     Christian  art  had  to  wait  for  a  full  knowledge 
of  the  flesh  before  it  reached  its  final  mastery,  and  when  this 
masterj  came  there  was  no  longer  any  thought  for  other  ideals. 
The  earlier  and  more  distinct  religious  sentiment   gradually 
yielded  to  the  greater  mystery  of  revealed  humanity.     Human 
faces  are  no  more  the  exponents  of  simple  worship,  or  of  any 
single  sentiment;  they  become,  as  in  the  faces  of  Da  Vinci  and 
Michael  Angelo,   the  emblems  of  all  human  experience  and 
aspiration  and  disappointment.     Shelley^s  contact  with  man 
was  seldom   of  this  direct   and  immediate  kind.     When   he 
approached  the  world  at  all,  it  was   througb  the  fascination 
of  some  harmless  beauty  of  outward  nature.     The  innocence 
of  flowers,  the  freedom  of  moving  waters,  and  the  flight  of 
high-soaring  birds,  were  fit  images   for   companionship  with 
his  soul ;  and  with  these  images  stamped  clearly  in  the  vaguer 
material  of  his  verses,  he  withdrew  again  into  his  own  distant 
and  peculiar    realm.     Among   the    fragments   of   his  prose 
wntings  left  to  us,  there  is  a  passage  in  which  he  describes 
the  beauty  of  the  figure  of  Niobe  at  Florence.     After  noting 
the  impression  of  grandeur  and  power   in  the   features,  he 
passes  to  the  elements  of  mere  human  influence.     "Yet  all 
"lis/^  he  writes,  "  not  only  consists  with,  but  is  the  cause  of, 
the  subtlest  delicacy  of  clear  and  tender  beauty — the  expression 
at  once  of  innocence  and  sublimity  of  soul,  of  purity  and  strength, 
of  all  that  which  touches  the  most  removed  and  divine  of  the 
chords  that  make  music  in  our  thoughts.''     Here,  in  truth, 
we  find  recorded  the  sources  of  the  poet's  own  peculiar  gift. 
The  "  most  removed  and  divine  of  the  chords  that  make  music 
in  our  thoughts ''  are  those  over  whiph  his  .  hand  had  unfail- 
ing mastery.     No  poet,  it  may  be  said,  has  carried  human 
sympathy   and   human  passion   further  from   their   common 


The  career  of  Wordsworth,  as  a  poet,  was  beset  by  philo- 
sophical speculation  upon  the  basis  of  his  art.  Partly  from 
the  resistance  offered  to  his  early  poems,  and  partly  from 
natural  inclination,  he  was  led  to  commit  himself  to  a  series 
of  rules  and  definitions  which  to  us  now  seem  of  small  sig- 
nificance. But  among  these  definitions  is  one  which  fairly 
expresses  a  necessary  element  in  noble  poetic  composition. 
T^o  speak  of  poetry  as  '^  emotion  remembered  in  tranquillity '' 
^)  indeed,  not  so  much  to  define  the  limits  of  the  particular 
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art,  as  to  denote  one  of  the  stages  through  which  all  imaginative 
work  has  to  pass.  The  sentence  in  this  way  recalls  a  precept  by 
Leonardo  da  Vinci.  ''  In  the  silence  of  the  night/^  writes  the 
painter,  *'  think  over  the  significance  of  the  things  you  have 
studied :  grave  in  thought  the  outlines  of  the  ftices  you  have  seen 
during  the  day ;  for  where  the  spirit  does  not  work  with  the 
hand  there  is  no  art.^^  The  theories  of  an  artist  are  sometimes 
most  eloquent  as  commentaries  upon  his  own  work,  and  in 
these  sentences  both,  taking  thought  of  kindred  elements  in 
imaginative  production,  there  is  an  index  to  the  individualities 
of  the  two  men.  The  faces  of  the  women  drawn  by  Leonardo, 
with  the  gentle  radiance  of  a  remembered  smile  upon  their 
lips,  may  be  not  inaptly  likened  to  visions  of  the  day  cast 
up  upon  the  ^^  silence  of  the  night.^'  They  are  far  off,  these 
forms,  though  we  may  touch  each  precise  curve  of  flesh, 
and  note  each  undulating  wave  of  the  hair;  they  stand  in 
firm  outline,  and  yet  their  presence  is  mysterious  with  the 
light  of  a  recollected  dream. 

Wordsworth^s  definition  is  also  derived  from  elements 
special  to  his  own  poetry,  but  it  needs  to  be  changed  slightly 
before  it  expresses  truly  the  distinction  between  his  unfailing 
tranquillity  and  the  high  calm  proper  to  all  great  art.  With 
Wordsworth,  emotion  is  not  only  remembered,  it  is  begotten 
in  tranquillity.  The  highest  and  most  sublime  feeling  expressed 
in  his  writings  originates  in  reflection;  it  is  far  removed 
from  the  first  motive  to  feeling,  and  is  rather  deliberately 
sought  than  borne  in  upon  the  soul  with  any  urgent  force 
of  present  impressions.  We  may  say  of  his  poetry  that  the 
remoteness  between  the  first  vision  of  outward  nature  and 
the  final  imaginative  utterance,  is  a  chief  and  dominant 
characteristic.  It  is  true  we  find  there  accurate  knowledge 
of  natural  objects,  of  their  forms  of  growth,  and  of  their 
seasons.  Wordsworth  was  studiously  observant  of  every 
smallest  incident  in  rustic  scenery ;  but  form  and  colour  are 
not  fixed  in  -his  verse  by  force  of  emotion,  for  the  emotional 
part  of  his  nature  made  another  use  of  these  things.  He 
endowed  them  with  an  independent  life,  but  it  was  not  the 
obvious  sensuous  life  suggested  by  the  qualities  present 
to  the  eye.  It  was  a  life  begotten  in  reflection  by  a  remote 
and  difficult  association  of  natural  beauty  with  certain  qualities 
of  the  mind.  In  a  very  delicately  appreciative  essay  on  a  certain 
aspect  of  Wordsworth^s  genius,  Mr.  Pater  has  spoken  of  this 
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perception  of  life  in  inanimate  things  as  coming  of  '^an 
exceptional  susceptibility  to  the  impressions  of  eye  and  ear/^ 
as  being,  in  short,  "at  bottom  a  kind  of  sensuousness/' 
Bat  the  term  would  seem  surely  to  be  misapplied  to  a  poet 
who  possessed  such  an  immediate  control  over  the  things  of 
sense— who  could  at  once  translate  the  blinding  beauty  of  a 
field  of  daffodils  or  the  simple  inexplicable  loveliness  of  small 
flowers  into  a  remote  intellectual  language.  An  artist  who 
is  susceptible  to  the  impressions  of  eye  and  ear  in  a  deeply 
sensuous  way,  finds  himself,  in  the  presence  of  outward  nature, 
so  moved  by  the  beauty  of  actual  forms  and  colours,  that  he  is 
driven  to  reproduce,  with  intense  definition,  the  eflfect  of 
reality  in  his  work. 

And  herein,  as  it  seems  to  me,  we  may  arrive  at  an  under- 
standing of  the  distinction  between  the  perfect  tractability  of 
Wordsworth's  genius  and  the  supreme  control  which  finally 
reduces  the  first  emotions  of  sense  to  ordered  expression.     The 
stillness  that  pervades  the  work  of  Michael  Angelo  implies  of 
itself  a  foregone  season  of  passionate  preparation,  wherein  all 
the  recesses   of  human  passion  have  been  sounded.     This  is 
not  the  impression  given  by  even  the  most  sublime  of  Words- 
worth's poems,  while  in  the  less  admirable  parts  of  his  work 
there  is  not  even  the  evidence  of  restraint.     The  stillness  is 
something  inert  and  immoveable,  of  sensibilities  not  quick  to 
feel  the  changing  pulse  of  things,  of  a  nature,  in  short,  that 
Iww  no  passion  to  unite  itself  closely  with  the  thing  it  loves. 
And  yet  it  remains  true  that  he  has  discovered  new  and  pro- 
found sources   of   human   sympathy  in  the  facts   of  natural 
scenery.     For  us,  henceforth,  through  the  might  of  his  genius, 
there  is  a  brooding  personal  presence  in  nature  fit  to  com- 
mnne  with  our  own  highest  moods  of  meditation.     We  feel,  in 
the  supreme  moments  of  his  poetry,  that  nature  is  not  made 
^p  of  separate  images,  that  the  sharply  outlined    forms   of 
leaf  or  flowers  are  only  stray  links  whereby  we  may  connect 
ourselves  with  a  vague  and  distant  personality  underlying 
clouds  and  hills.     Wordsworth's  poetry,  at  its  noblest  pitch, 
I'epreaents  for  us  the  union  of  these  large  symbols  in  nature 
with  the  larger  aspirings  of  our  own  minds.     The  thoughts  that 
otlierwise  go  without  utterance,  the  strange  potent  emotions  that 
growont  of  these  thoughts,  become  expressive  through  the  recog- 
nition of  the  great  brooding  forces  of  the  outward  world.    And 
iii  realizing  to  his  own  consciousness  the  sense  of  this  strange 
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fellowship  with  the  vast  shapes  of  the  earth,  the  poet's  thoaglit 
passes  into  emotion ;  the  clear  intellectual  language  of  precise 
reflection  is  transmuted  suddenly  into  an  utterance  trembling 
and  deeply  moved.     But  the  tenderness  so  begotten,  the  tears 
that  rise  at  the  contemplation  of  "the  meanest  flower  that 
blows,'^  is  far  away  from  common  pathos,  and  has  no  recollec- 
tion of  any  passionate  thought.     The  disturbance  of  feeling 
comes  of  the  new  sense  of  a  great  personality  which  sees  itself 
reflected  in  the  majestic  grandeur  of  noble  hills  in  the  solemn 
shadows  cast  by  moving  clouds ;  in  the  silence  of  deep  water. 
Emotion  thus  comes  as  the  supreme  reward  of  deep  contempla- 
tion.    With  the  artist  it  precedes  the  final  calm. 

It  is  on  the  expressional  side  of  his  art  that  Keats  stands 
inmost  clear  contrast  with  his  fellows.     Life  that  breathes  and 
moves,  and  breaks  into  form  and  flower,  had  a  sweetness  for 
him  which  it  had  lost  for  them ;  nor  was  he  ever  led  by  force 
of  any  philosophy  to  tire  of  the  beauty  of  things  that  are  given 
us   to  see.     His  worship  of  nature  was   at  once  passionately 
near  and  tenderly  remote,  carrying  away  from  (jarthly  beauty 
the  very  taste  and   savour  of  its  lips,  and  bearing  into  a 
chamber  of  distant  dreams  the  minutest  memories  of  living 
form  and  colour.     The  dying  things  of  nature,  as  they  passed 
into  the  new  life  of  his  verse,  kept  still  unspoiled  the  uncareful 
joyousness  of  earliest  growth.    Their  raiment  was  not  changed, 
nor  its  brilliance  lost ;  but  in  their  new  world  of  poesy,  they 
reappear  as  though  transfixed  with  magic  suddenness  in  all 
the  roundness  and  reality  of  sensuous  beauty.     Keats  possessed 
the  joyous  spirit  of  a  discoverer  to  whom  the  whole  world  had 
been  but  newly  found.     ''  I  muse,^^  he  writes  in  one  of  his 
letters,  '^  with  the  greatest  afiection  on  every  flower  I  have 
known  from  my  infancy.     Their  shapes  and  colour  are  as  new 
to  me  as  if  I  had  just  created  them  with  a  superhuman  fancy.'' 

As  the  love  of  nature  returns,  there  must,  in  these  bright 
periods  of  renewal,  always  be  some  spirits  like  to  Keats,  who 
desire  to  attach  no  philosophy  to  the  loveliness  of  grass  and 
flowers.  We  weary  with  laments  over  our  complex  and  infirm 
thoughts  of  the  time — grown  colourless  for  art ;  but  beneath  all 
sickly  speculations,  the  world  of  flowers  and  of  passions,  that 
grow  like  flowers,  still  lies  unspoiled  for  him  who  will  cut 
straight  to  its  centre ;  and  it  is  this  power  of  reverting  to  the 
direct  vision  of  things  that  marks  off  clearly  the  man  in  whom 
the  artistic  spirit  is  supreme.    Being  of  his  time,  Keats  could 
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not  of  course  escape  the  fiercer  influence  of  the  eager,  roman- 
tic spirit  which  colours  the  literature  of  the  century.    He  felt 
it  scarcely  less  keenly  than  Byron  or  Shelley,  and  far  more 
keenly  than  Wordsworth.      The   searching   and    unsatisfied 
longing  of  the  modern  spirit,  the  dim  light  of  modern  feeling 
spread  a  visible  atmosphere  over  all  his  work ;  and  in  "  En- 
dymion,"  at  least,  we  find  the  sentiment  and  even  the  senti- 
mentalism    that   colour  our  later  life.     It  was  no  picture  of 
Greek  love  that  he  there  drew,  or,  being  so,  would  have  been 
no  genuine  work  of  Keats^s  genius.     The  antique  character 
sometimes  claimed  for  his  poetry  is  indeed,  in  that  sense,  not 
possible  to  any  imaginative  work  which  cannot  so  escape  from 
its  own  age  to  take  refuge  in  another.     But  above  the  un- 
conquerable elements  of  difference  between  the  art  of  one  age 
and  that  of  another,  there  is  a  higher  fellowship,  of  which 
criticism  is  always  in  danger  of  taking  too  httle  account.     The 
treasures  of  the  world,  whether  of  art  or  literature,  are  a  store 
to  which  each  day  may  add,  but  from  which  no  day  can  take 
away.    No  critical  canons,  illustrative  of  diverging  taste,  can 
destroy  the  love  begotten  by  Greek  sculpture  or  Italian  paint- 
ing by  Homer  or  by  Shakespeare ;  and,  therefore,  to  what  is 
enduring  in    these  works,   the  spirit  may  return  as   Keats 
returned,  finding  the  old  beauty  still  young  and  new. 

But  if  Keats^s  work  was  no  mere  mechanical  tracery  of  old 
patterns,  and  if  it  expressed,  moreover,  the  dominant  senti- 
ment of  the  time,  by  what  force,  we  may  ask,  was  he  enabled 
to  give  to  his  expression  of  the  sentiment  something  of  classic 
sliape  and  line  ?     Clear  forms,  bright  with  their  proper  colour, 
shine  throngh  the  shadowy  and  romantic  material  of  his  verse. 
He  could  not,  by  the  pursuit  of  any  thought,  get  .far  away 
from  the  tangible  earth  beneath  his  feet ;  the  distinct  images 
of  the  things  that  are  of  its  growth  strike  up  everywhere  like 
flowers  in  ihe  path  of  his  imagination,  and  the  poet's  love  of 
these  images,  stronger  than  the  temptations  of  any  philosophy, 
is  continually  forging  new  links  to  bind  him  a  prisoner  to  the 
enduring  beauty  of  the  only  world  that  we   can   ever  truly 
know.    At  this  point,  Keats  touched  the  ideal  of  the  antique 
world.    Not  in  the  material  of  his  poetry,  for  which  the  artist 
is  always  indebted  to  his  tune,  but  in  the  method  of  his  work« 
nianship,  in  the  temper  and  spirit  of  his  work,  he  reverted, 
ty  force  of  his  own  nature,  to  earlier  models.     He  peopled 
the  vague  romantic  world  with  defined  forms,  and  without 
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breaking  away  from  the  mystic    sentiment,  which  remains  as 
the  atmosphere  of  his  verse,  he  set  even  in  its  obscurer  shadow 
some  precise  shape  of  natural  loveliness.     Thus,  through   the 
dimmer  and   more  shadowy  light  of  our  age,  Keats  pierced  to 
the   fair  world  of  Nature  that  is  unchangeable.      Men  and 
women,  perfect  in  the  flesh,  with  their  feet  on  perfect  flowers, 
move  across  his  fancy  as  in  twilight.     The  poet  has  reached 
to  their  perfection,  and  returns  laden  with  rich  memories  of 
the   senses,  but,  being  of  his  time,  ho  couid  not  cast  oflF  the 
sombre  uncertain  cloud  that  hid  the  sun.     The  earlier  light  no 
longer  remains.     "  The  bright  chamber  of  maiden-thought,^' 
to   quote   Keats's   own   fanciful    image,  "becomes  gradually 
darkened ;  and,  at  the  same  time,  on  all  sides  of  it  many  doors 
are  set  open,  but  all  dark — all  leading  to  dark  passages.''     To 
these  dark  passages  other  poets  committed  themselves,  some 
finding,  at  last,  a  new  light  in  another  realm.     Keats  still  kept 
in  the  bright  chamber,  even  though  its  brightness  was  over- 
shadowed.    But  the  shadow  that  hangs  about  his  work  does 
not  destroy  its  firm  outline.     The  forms  painted  by  Leonardo 
are  so  enclosed  in  darkened  light ;  there  is  a  veil  across  the 
pure  substance   of  their  beauty.     The   freshest  flowers  that 
grow  at  their  feet  p.re  but  dimly  illumined,  but  the  steadfast 
perfection  and  subtlest  changes  of  outline  penetrate  the  dark- 
ness and  reveal  their  real  and  sensuous  existence. 

In  this  delight  in  the  sensuous  shapes  and  colours  of  out- 
ward nature,  as  distinct  from  any  special  message,  their  beauty 
might  have  for  the  mind  in  reflection,  we  recognize  the  quality 
which  at  the  outset  separates  his  work  from  that  of  their  fel- 
lows.    They  were   continually  troubled  with  thoughts  about 
beauty.     Keats  was  chiefly  glad  in  its  possession.     What  he 
added  to  this  first  seizure  of  the  sensuous  aspect  of  things  was 
added  in  the  same  spirit.     He  brought  no  alchemy  to  dissolve 
the  concrete  images  and  recreate  them  in  a  new  and  unsub- 
stantial world,  but  he  multiplied  these  images  so  as  to  fill  the 
whole  space  of  his  verse  with  firm  symbols  worked  into  an 
exquisite  pattern.     At  those  points  where  the  progress  of  his 
imagination  becomes  most  remote  and  unreal  to  the  view,  his 
similes  are  bright  pictures  to  keep  the  reader's  vision  from 
straying.     The   effect   of    Thea's   speech   to   Saturn    in    the 
unfinished  fragment  of  "  Hyperion  "  is  rendered  by  a  quick 
return  to  earthly  and  familiar  shapes  of  beauty.     In  the  speech 
itself  there  is  the  vague,  cloud-like  splendour  of  illimitable 
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space,  tie  suggestion  of  the  colossal  life  and  utterance  of  gods, 
lut  at  its  close  we  get  the  reflection  of  this  far-off  beauty  in 
things  of  nearer  grasp. 

"  As  when  upon  a  tranced  summer-oight, 
Those  green-robed  senators  of  mighty  woods, 
Tall  oaks  branch- charmed  by  the  earnest  stars, 
Dream,  and  so  dream  all  night  without  a  stir, 
Save  for  one  gradual  solitary  gast 
Which  comes  upon  the  silence,  and  dies  off 
As  if  the  ebbing  air  had  but  one  wave. 
So  came  these  words  and  went.** 

The  mind  is  thus  borne  securely  across  the  shadowy  space, 
and  is  received  into  light,  pleasant  halting-places,  chambers 
filled  with  shapes  of  tangible  beauty.  This  gift  of  planting 
defined  images  in  the  larger  area  of  verse,  Keats  was  always 
ready  to  perceive  in  the  poetry  of  others.  He  is  fascinated 
with  Milton's  use  of  the  word  "  vales,''  as  applied  to  the  un- 
known land  of  heaven.  ''  Milton,"  he  writes,  *'  has  put  vales 
in  heaven  and  hell  with  the  utter  affection  and  yearning  of  a 
^reat  poet.  It  is  a  sort  of  Delphic  abstraction — a  beautiful 
thing  made  more  beautiful  by  being  reflected  and  put  in  a 
mist."  And  this  love  of  things  seen  in  the  earth,  and  the  gift  of 
transporting  them,  with  their  earthly  beauty  still  unspoiled, 
into  the  remoter  realm  of  the  poet,  are  the  elements  in  Keats*s 
genius  which  first  draws  it  into  relation  with  the  genius  of  art. 
The  artistic  vision,  with  its  intense  regard  of  nature,  registers 
every  minutest  incident  of  form  and  colour ;  and  the  poet,  bor- 
rowing this  vision  for  his  purpose,  so  gains  for  his  verse  a 
solid  sensuous  character. 

But  the  higher  and  more  essential  communion  of  Keats's 
poetry  with  the  artistic  spirit  is  shown  again,  and  in  another 
way.  The  habit  of  treasuring  up  separate  shapes  of  loveliness 
is  only  the  last  manifestation  of  a  profounder  quality. 
Throughout  his  career,  Keats  was  ever  making  towards  an 
ideal  of  perfect  calm.  ''  I  am  scarcely  content  to  write  the 
best  yerses,  from  the  fever  they  leave  behind.  I  want  to  com- 
pose without  this  fever."  And  again  he  says,  "  Some  think  I 
have  lost  that  poetic  fire  and  ardour  they  eay  I  once  had ;"  and 
he  adds  a  hope  that  he  shall  substitute  ^'a  more  thoughtful  and 
quiet  power."     This  goal  of  quietness  Keats  never  gained  for 

himself  in  his  own  life,  but  it  is  reflected  everywhere  in  his  poetry. 

11 
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He  gave  to  his  verse  what  he  could  not  claim  for  himself,  and, 
nnlike  other  poets  who  have  let  loose  in  their  imaginative  work 
the  riot  of  their  own  brains,  Keats  kept  the  world  of  poetry 
always  more  sacred,  admitting  within  its  portals  only  such  shapes 
as  were  fit  to  inhabit  an  undisturbed  kingdom.  Thus  we  come 
again  to  a  point  whereat  Keats  breaks  away  firom  the  manner 
of  his  time.  For  whereas  he  drew  more  passionately  near  to 
the  earth,  in  his  intense  love  of  its  beauty,^  than  other  poets 
could,  so  he  retreated  further  from  its  present  passions  in  the 
desire  for  a  clear  and  untroubled  vision.  He  desired  to  see 
life  in  its  outlines,  not  to  do  battle  with  any  moralities ;  he 
cared  more  for  the  constant  forms  of  the  world,  its  old  and 
unchanging  passions,  than  for  the  new  phases  of  its  intel- 
lectual doubt  or  ambition  upon  which  other  poets  seized  so 
sympathetically ;  and  whatever  of  this  more  troubled  and 
fluctuating  material  is  to  be  found  in  his  poetry,  is  there  rather 
by  force  of  the  time  than  by  deliberate  purpose. 

We  have  one  exquisite  poem  in  which  Keats's  understand- 
ing of  the  ideal  of  art  is  set  down  in  terms  that  will  themselves 
endure.  The  '^Ode  on  a  Grecian  TJrn^'  expresses,  with  a 
subtlety  and  beauty  beyond  praise,  that  supreme  sense  of 
silence  which  is  given  equally  by  great  sculpture  or  great 
painting,  and  which  seems  to  depend  upon  our  perception  of 
the  might  of  art  to  transport  reality  still  fresh  into  the  fixed 
and  mute  grasp  of  a  dream.  The  outlines  of  a  statue,  the  turn 
of  its  head,  the  swell  of  the  breasts  and  throat,  are  for 
ever  immovable;  the  life  of  the  marble  yields  no  change,  and 
never  flushes  with  any  chance  gusts  of  passion.  That  is  the 
final  impression  which  art  should  give.  But  beneath  this  mute 
and  motionless  presence  there  is  a  vitality  not  less  real,  and 
this  also  is  to  be  revealed.  ''Art  has  but  one  sentence  to 
utter  ;^'  but  into  this  one  sentence  must  be  crowded  many 
bright  memories.  Life  is  suddenly  arrested,  but  not  by  Death ; 
the  one  unchanging  attitude  has  no  pain  of  imprisonment  upon 
it;  it  is  free,  though  it  cannot  pass  into  new  shapes.  These 
two  conflicting  impressions — ^the  sense  of  nearness  to  life,  so 
that  we  catch  the  very  perfume  of  flowers,  and  note  each  deU- 
cate  curve  of  human  flesh,  and  the  other  sense  of  remoteness 
and  utter  calm  overpowering  all  further  speech  and  onward 
movement,  so  that  in  the  silence  and  stillness  of  sculpture  we 
seem  to  feel  that  some  word  has  just  been  spoken,  some  move- 
ment lately  completed — these  two  impressions  are  imaged  with 
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rare  sweetness  in  Keats's  verse.  I  must  quote  tlietwo  stanzas 
into  which  is  thrown  the  expression  of  his  essential  sympathy 
with  art.  They  sum  up  and  complete  what  has  been  but 
imperfectly  said  : — 


ti 


Heard  melodies  are  sweet,  but  those  unheard 

Are  sweeter ;  therefore,  ye  soft  pipes,  play  on, 
Not  to  the  sensual  ear,  but  more  endear'd. 

Pipe  to  the  spirit  ditties  of  no  tone, 
Fair  youth  beneath  the  trees,  thou  canst  not  leave 

Thy  soDg,  nor  ever  can  those  trees  be  bare. 
Bold  lover,  never — ^never  canst  thou  kiss, 
Though  winning  near  the  goal ;  yet  do  not  grieve, 
She  cannot  fade,  though  thou  hast  not  thy  bliss. 

For  ever  wilt  thou  love,  and  she  be  fair. 

Ah,  happy,  happy  boughs !  that  cannot  shed 

Your  leaves,  nor  ever  bid  the  spring  adieu ; 
And  happy  melodist  unwearied, 

For  ever  piping  songs  for  ever  new. 
More  happy  love — more  happy  happy  love. 

For  ever  warm,  and  still  to  be  enjoyed, 
For  ever  panting,  and  for  ever  young ; 
All  breathing  humau  passion  far  above. 

That  leaves  a  heart  high  sorrowful  and  cloyed, 
A  burning  forehead  and  a  parching  tongue." 

The  tone  of  this  poem  is  representative  of  the  controlling 
power  of  Keats's  poetic  work.  I  have  said  that  his  vision 
of  the  world  was  at  once  passionately  near  and  tenderly  re- 
mote^ and  it  is  this  double  sense  of  nearness  and  distance 
which  is  imaged  in  the  ''  leaf-fringed  legend ''  carven  upon  the 
Grecian  nm.  At  every  point  the  breath  and  passion  of  the 
nnderlying  life  penetrate,  without  disturbing,  the  supreme 
calm.  All  forms  of  movement  range  themselves  finally  in  a 
fair  network  of  lines  and  colours,  all  passionate  utterance  is 
controlled  by  a  surrounding  silence.  Keats's  love  of  the 
sensuous  beauty  of  the  world  was  intense  and  strong.  There 
is  no  sign  of  uncertain  knowledge  of  cold  inaccurate  remem- 
brance in  his  figures  and  forms,  and  yet  these  things  which  he 
worshipped  he  also  over-mastered.  And  this  mastery  over  his 
material,  by  force  of  which  he  is  set  in  contrast  with  the  other 
poets  of  the  century,  was  gained  by  the  clear  and  unfailing 
recognition  of  a  world  of  art  distinct  from  the  world  of  actual 
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life.     Into  that  sacred  realm  of  ideal  truth  Byron  and  Words— 
worth  and  Shelley  had  each  admitted  some  fleeting  thing  tha<> 
could  not  live  in  the  purer  air.     Much  injury  has  been  done  to 
Keats's  fame  by  an  accumulated  pity  given  without  knowledge 
of  his  nature^  but  it  should  be  remembered  that  he  himself 
never  bore  about  ^'  the  pageant  of  a  bleeding  heart ; ''  that  if 
he  had  sorrows  they  found  no  utterance  from  lips  that  wera 
moulded  for  higher  melody.     Unlike  Byron,  he  could  not  have 
written  his  own  elegy,  and  unlike  Shelley  he  could  not  turn 
his  verse  into  a  means   of  social  redemption.      These  men 
struck  chords  over  which  his  power  was  less  strong,  but  he  at 
least  held  fast  to  the  great  law  of  art  which  they  sometimes 
forgot.     Throughout  all  the  history  of  great  imaginative  work 
this  recognition  of  a  separate  realm  for  the  artist  has  been 
constantly  present.     The    Greek    face   with   its   passionless 
security  could  not  have  been  the  face  of  the  actual  world,  it 
was  the  face  of  the  quiet  land  into  which  the  artist  strove  to 
transport  humanity.    The  faces  drawn  by  Leonardo  and  Michael 
Angelo  with   all  the  later  passions  held  in  brooding  calm 
suspense,  were  not  assuredly  the  faces  of  real  life.     These 
too  suffered  the  subtle  change  of  ai*t.     And  this  change  per- 
ceived so  plainly  in  sculpture  and  painting  is  also  true  of  the 
processes  of  imaginative  production  in  poetry.     Here,  too,  the 
calm  possession  of  the  secrets  of  beauty  severs  the  facts  of 
life,  choosing  some  and  rejecting  some,  and  over  all  casting  a 
severe  control ;  and  it  is  in  this  gift  given  to  Keats  that  we 
may  perceive  his  sympathy  with  the  artistes  spirit. 

What  has  been  the  fate  of  this  particular  element  in  poetry 
since  Keats  by  the  force  of  his  genius  rediscovered  for  himself 
its  place  and  value  ?  In  one  way  or  another  it  may  be  said  to 
be  the  dominant  influence  in  the  work  of  later  poets.  Flowing 
in  A  direct  stream  from  the  poet  himself,  and  supported  by 
other  influences  to  which  Keats  had  no  access,  the  artistic 
element  has  tended  to  become  increasingly  prominent  in  our 
literature.  We  may  trace  its  direct  influence  in  the  poetry  of 
Tennyson,  where  the  perfect  workmanship  of  Keats  is  graf);ed 
upon  material  that  owes  something  to  Wordsworth.  But  its 
full  acceptance  comes  from  another  quarter. 

Several  of  the  foremost  poets  of  the  present  day  bring  to 
their  work  a  full  knowledge  and  understanding  of  art  itself. 
They  possess  a  store  of  images  and  of  thoughts  that  grow  out 
of  images,  which  they  have  derived  directly  from  positive 
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&asociation  with  painting  and  sculpture.  These  men  coming 
into  the  realm  of  poetry  have  found  Kectts  ready  to  their  hand. 
Their  efforts  to  give  a  precise  and  sensuous  character  to 
literary  expression  could  scarcely  have  been  realized  with  so 
much  readiness  if  they  had  not  found  the  language  already 
moulded  to  that  end  by  the  independent  labours  of  Keats^  who 
thus  partly  anticipated  a  revival  of  the  pictorial  spirit.  Thus 
"we  find  in  the  poetry  of  Mr.  Bossetti^  of  Mr.  Swinburne,  and 
Mr.  Morris,  a  more  distinct  reminiscence  of  Keats  than  of  any 
other  poet  near  to  their  own  time.  He  and  they  have  met 
from  different  starting-points,  but  his  efforts  to  remould  the 
poetic  language  have  at  once  been  found  serviceable  to  them. 
Other  but  very  different  evidence  of  the  prominence  of  the 
artistic  spirit  in  literature  is  afforded  by  Mr.  Browning.  He 
does  not,  like  the  poets  already  named,  reproduce  the  beauty 
and  colour  of  art  in  poetry,  but  with  characteristic  indi- 
viduality he  is  continually  reverting  to  the  critical  basis  and 
the  profounder  philosophy  that  underlie  the  history  and  pro- 
gress of  art.  In  the  presence  of  this  new  advent  of  the  artistic 
spirit  there  is  a  danger  lest  it  should  be  thrown  into  literature 
in  a  form  too  concrete  and  imitative  of  the  technical  artistic 
method.  Poetry  borrows  from  every  side  :  it  cannot  be  bound 
to  any  one  source  of  its  complex  beauty,  and  yet  perhaps  at 
the  present  time  it  tends  to  become  too  nearly  reflective  of 
pictorial  forms  and  colours. 


BT   0£OBQE  F.   QODDABD. 


What  is  a  Dolomite  ?    The  answer  is  supplied,  not  hj  learned 
lexicons,  but  by  the  vanity  of  a  French  professor  and  his 
friends,  who  sought  to  perpetuate  his  patronymic  by  attaching 
it  to  the  eternal  hills.     M.  Dolomieu,  about  one  hundred  years 
ago,  explored  the  country  lying  between  Italy  and  the  Southern, 
T^ol,  and  directed  the  attention  of  the  scientific  world  to  its 
singular  geological  formations.     Out  of  his  researches  and  the 
interest  they  excited  has   arisen   a  theory  of  the  develop- 
ment of  these  mountain  peaks  and  precipices  out  of  the  depths 
of  an  ocean,  by  the  labour  of  marine  artificers,  during  the 
incalculable  ages  that  have  passed  since  the  Spirit  moved  upon 
the'face  of  the  waters.     By  a  similar  process,  it  is  said,  vast 
coral  reefs  are  now  emerging  from  the   Indian  and  Pacific 
Oceans,  to  form  the  Dolomites  of  ftiture  generations,  when 
these  monuments  of  the  past  will  perhaps  have  crumbled  and 
been  shaken  down  by  the  disintegrating  force  of  weather  and 
earthquake,  till  every  valley  is   filled,  and  every  mountain 
brought  low.   There  is,  however,  no  need  to  draw  upon  a  mys- 
terious past  to  account  for  the  fascination  confessed  by  all  who 
climb  their  peaks  and  penetrate  their  solitudes. 

Abrupt  needle-like  points  projected  against  a  clear  sky,  or 
shrouded  in  mist,  columns  and  buttresses  in  many  fancifiil 
forms,  set  the  imagination  at  work ;  the  peaks  of  Monte  Civita 
might  be  the  spires  and  towers  of  some  great  city  defended 
by  crenellated  walls  and  frowning  bastions.  From  these 
stupendous  operations  of  Nature's  engineer  human  architects 
may  have  learned  to  construct  the  picturesque  fortifications  of 
the  middle  ages.  Those  shadowy,  ghost-like  shapes,  paler 
and  more  ghastly  still  as  daylight  fades  from  the  sky,  will 
grow  warm  and  glowing  when  sunrise  reveals  their  delicate 
shades  or  brilliant  colours ;   for  Nature  has  interlaced  their 
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pale  sarfaoe  with  sach  veins  of  various  hue  that  some  of  them 
derive  an  appropriate  name  from  their  distinctive  colouriDg. 

Many  circamstances  have  concurred  to  deter  ordinary 
tonrists  from  visiting  the  Dolomites.  Bough  accommodation 
in  far  distant  villages^  or  none  at  all  in  shepherds'  huts^  dif- 
ficulties in  language  and  indifferent  diet^  disgust  those  who 
delight  in  the  crowded  inns  and  polyglot  communications  of 
cosmopolitan  Switzerland.  Till  recently,  it  was  considered 
too  ardnoas  a  country  for  ladies ;  but  now  a  voyageuse^  wherever 
a  mule  coald  be  made  to  climb^  has  been  taking  notes,  and  has 
publislied  them  ;  railways  draw  nearer  the  borders ;  before  long 
the  nbiquitous  Mr.  Cook  may  organize  expeditions  to  the 
Pehno,  and  Cockney  slang  startle  the  echoes  of  the  Marmolata. 
A  lady  was  indeed  of  the  party  when  these  observations  were 
luade,  and  explored  on  foot  the  wildest  recesses  of  the  Dolo- 
Biites,  accompanied  every  march,  and  surmounted  every  peak 
and  pass.  But,  as  a  caution  to  rash  adventuresses,  it  must  be 
said,  that  to  natucal  qualifications  for  such  expeditions  which 
belong  to  not  all  young  ladies,  she  brought  the  experience  of 
a  practised  mountaineer,  and  added  the  Marmolata  to  a  list  of 
similar  achievements,  at  the  head  of  which  stands  the  monarch 
of  mountains^  Mont  Blanc. 

If  the  precipitous  pinnacles  characteristic  of  these  lime- 
stone formations  afford  little  lodgment  for  masses  of  snow, 
threatening  destruction  from  an  avalanche — if  glaciers,  with 
their  peculiar  perils,  are  less  numerous  and  extensive — yet  the 
Dolomite  region  supplies  su£Bcient  adventures  to  try  enter- 
pnsing  spirits,  who  may  be  disinclined  to  run  the  risk  of 
leaving  their  disjecta  membra,  in  the  cause  of  science,  to  illus- 
trate in  course  of  time  the  downward  progress  of  a  glacier. 
While  the  Northern  Alps  will  from  time  to  time  add  fresh 
Jiarratives  of  disaster  to  the  notoriety  of  certain  localities,  we 
hope  the  Dolomites  may  long  continue  free  from  so  melan- 
choly an  interest. 

There  are  wooden  crosses  enough  among  them  to  indicate 
the  frequency  in  the  winter  season  of  fatal  contests  with  the 
^lexuents,  when  shepherds  and  chamois-hunters  are  overtaken 
m  snow-storms  or  crushed  by  falls.  Some  of  the  steeper 
^^wamits  refuse,  like  an  Eastern  despot,  all  access  to  their  pre- 
sence, until  boots  have  been  deposited  below,  and  homage 
paid  to  the  lofty  crowns  (as  by  Herr  Grohmar,  in  his  ascent  of 
"le  Pelmo),  on  bare  and  lacerated  feet.     Tales  are  not  unfre- 
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quent,  nor  so  long  ago  as  to  have  become  legendary,  of  vil- 
lages entombed  en  masse  beneath  prodigious  landslips^  and  of 
church  spires  still  visible  beneath  the  glassy  waters  of  a  lake. 

The  effects  of  such  a  catastrophe  are  inconceivable^  till  one 
has  visited  the  scene  of  disasters  such  as  not  a  hundred  years 
ago  formed  the  Lake  of  Alleghe.  Huge  rocks  were  cast 
across  the  valley,  damming  the  mountain  stream  till  the  waters 
rose  and  found  an  exit  over  the  lofty  barrier.  On  the  morning 
of  the  fatal  day^  as  the  boatwomen  relate  the  story^  a  shepherd 
hurried  through  the  villages  with  the  terrible  news  that  the 
mountain  was  descending  into  the  valley.  He  was  received, 
like  the  messenger  of  the  moving  wood  of  Bimam,  with  scoff 
and  ridicule ;  but  his  veracity  was  soon  vindicated.  Before 
the  night  had  passed^  the  incredulous  villagers  were  all  crushed 
or  drowned.  On  clear  days  and  calm^  the  ruins  may  be  seen. 
In  swimming  over  these  waters^  one  fears  to  come  in  contact 
with  some  relics  of  the  dead  beneath.  Sometimes,  it  is  said, 
campanile  emerges  above  the  surface,  and  bells  are  heard  to 
toll  the  knell  of  souls  *'  unhouseled,  unanealed,^'  drowned  into 
eternity  by  the  sudden  recoil  of  waters  driven  far  and  deep  up 
the  valley  by  the  falling  mass. 

One  has  no  hesitation  in  finding  the  Anteldo  guilty  of  the 
murder  laid  to  his  account  of  two  whole  villages — so  menacing 
does  his  homed  head  look  now — by  a  sudden  discharge  of 
rocks  in  the  dead  of  night.  He  contrived  to  project  them 
across  the  stream  of  the  Boita,  and  to  destroy  every  building 
on  the  opposite  bank,  without  impeding  the  course  of  the 
river  itself.  These  mountain  faUs  are  due  to  no  volcanic 
agency,  but  merely  to  the  action  of  moisture  and  frost,  and, 
perhaps,  also,  of  air  pent  up  within  their  cavities.  Besides 
these  historical  tragedies,  there  are  strange  facts  for  lovers  of 
the  marvellous.  The  Diirren  See,  for  instance,  is  a  lovely 
little  lake,  into  whose  bosom  three  torrents  discharge  their 
streams;  and  yet,  so  it  is  asserted  on  the  spot,  no  stream 
issues  from  the  lake,  and  its  waters  never  overflow.  The 
phenomenon  may  perhaps  be  explained,  not  as  Charles  11. 
resolved  the  savanfs  problem  of  the  fish  and  brimming  pail,  by 
a  denial  of  the  fact,  but  by  the  existence  of  a  subterranean  exit 
for  the  waters. 

Then  there  is  the  Lago  Morto,  where  no  boat  can  float, 
and  whose  wate2;s  are  deadly  to  the  stoutest  swimmer.    Ex- 
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that  occasion  love  freighted  the  bark  when  it  was  rowed  to  the 
opposite  shore,  and  defied  the  spell,  but  certainly  has  not  dis- 
solved it,  for  Lago  Morto  ('^  The  Lake  of  Death'')  still  remains 
in  the  creed  of  the  inhabitants. 

On  more  substantial  grounds  rests  a  traditional  hatred 
derived  from  memories  of  sanguinary  contests  in  olden  times 
with  Moslem  invaders,  who  penetrated  from  Hungary  on  the 
Hadriatic  into  the  Venetian  provinces.  Even  now  the  inhabi- 
tants associate  the  name  of  Turk  with  all  abominable  things, 
as  in  England  the  Danish  raven  has  retained  its  ill-omened 
reputation.  Travellers,  of  purest  Protestantism,  may  chance 
to  find  themselves  coupled  with  it  in  indiscriminate  anathema. 
May  we  not  ascribe  to  this  former  contact  with  an  Oriental  race 
the  Egyptian  sound  of  some  of  the  mountain  names — Sorapis, 
Tophana,  Serai? 

Approaching  from  the  north,  the  Dolomite  district  is 
entered  by  way  of  Saltzberg  and  the  Konigsee ;  thence  over  a 
mountain  track  to  Funter  See,  where  shelter  may  be  obtained 
for  a  night  in  a  shepherd's  hut.  The  pathway  ascends  through 
forest  with  sufficient  abruptness  to  bring  the  lungs  into  un- 
wonted exertion,  and  occasion  more  frequent  exclamations  of 
"  Schime  Aussicht,'^  than  even  the  lovely  views  of  wood  and 
lake  can  strictly  justify. 

Our  long-legged  guide,  leaving  the  beaten  track,  seemed  to 
amuse  himself  by  testing  our  walking  powers.     We  assumed 
that  it  was  by  way  of  jest  he  was  leading  us  to  the  foot  of  a 
perpendicalar  wall  of  rock,  whose  sharply  defined  edge  cut  the 
sky  immediately  overhead.     It  was,  however,  to  be  our  first 
lesson  in  impossibilities.  Longitudinal  ledges  and  fissures,  worn 
by  the  rain  of  ages,  afforded  better  hold  than  could  have  been 
expected;  and  with  not  more  labour  than  it  would  take  to 
mount  a  ladder  of  six  or  seven  hundred  rounds,  we  reached 
the  top.     Evening  was  closing  in  as  we  descended  upon  the 
huts,  where  the  promise  of  a  hay-loft  was  welcome  after  this 
firsttrial  of  athletics.     In  the  absence  of  lavatory  accommoda- 
tion, some  of  us  set  out  in  the  dusk  to  seek  a  bath  in  the  little 
Wte,  and  made  great  efforts  to  attain  the  only  spot  which — ^a 
rock  rising  abruptly  from  the  water — seemed  free  from  reeds, 
and  gave  promise  of  a  ''  header.'*     Fortunately,  an  impassable 
niarsh  interposed.     We  learned  afterwards  that  at  the  inviting 
point  there  is    an  escape  of  the  waters   into    subterranean 
caverns,  where  objects  thrown  into  the  lake  are  sucked  in,  and 
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seen  no  more.  ^'  Look  before  you  leap  "  should  be  borne  in 
mind  among  unknown  waters.  Many  a  mountain  pool  is  easier 
to  plunge  into  than  to  climb  out  of  by  its  perpendicular  sides. 
These  alps^  as  the  pastures  are  termed^  though  at  a  high  ele- 
yation^  are  so  hemmed  in  by  mountains  that  the  waters  cannot 
escape.  Tarns  and  morasses  are  found  which  fill  the  night  air 
with  miasma.  An  attack  of  fever  from  the  Funter  See  pool 
spoiled  the  pleasure  of  many  a  following  day. 

A  sudden  change  from  commodious  rooms  and  luxurious 
beds  to  a  cattle-shed  and  loose  hay  may  have  its  charms,  but 
is  not  a  good  preparation  for  a  long  day's  march.  To  climb, 
by  means  of  hat-pegs  stuck  in  the  planks,  into  a  loft,  and  there 
recumbent  gaze  through  chinks  in  the  roof  at  the  stars,  may 
have  its  romantic  point  of  view,  but  the  night  wind  blows 
down  through  the  same  apertures  more  freshly  than  even  Miss 
Nightingale  would  approve.  The  beasts  that  have  been  dis- 
lodged from  their  lair  are  endeavouring  all  night  to  regain 
possession;  and  as  they  are  adorned  with  bells,  and  butt 
against  the  door,  visions  of  burglars  and  banditti  are  the  least 
of  the  nightmares  that  haunt  one's  broken  slumbers.  One 
wakes  in  the  dark,  scared  at  the  strange  surroundings,  with  a 
suspicion  of  having  been  translated  unawares  to  another  and  a 
less  comfortable  world. 

At  daybreak  we  make  our  way  across  the  trackless  wilder- 
ness of  the  Steinemes  Meer,  whose  undulating  crests  of  rock, 
tossed  in  wildest  confusion,  might  be  feebly  represented  by  an 
ocean  tormented  in  a  cyclone,  the  monotony  of  the  dreary 
waste  scarcely  relieved  by  brilliant  sunshine,  and  scattered 
groups  of  Alpine  flowers.  The  beauty  of  these  plants  is  no 
new  theme ;  we  might  exhaust  a  dictionary  of  epithets  in  a 
vain  attempt  to  convey  a  notion  of  the  novel  colour-harmonies 
and  wealth  of  graceful  contour  in  leaf,  spray,  bud  and  flower 
of  this  exquisite  mountain  flora.  Not  merely  are  the  senses 
greeted  in  unexpected  spots  with  glowing  colours  and  delicate 
perfume,  but  one's  weary  limbs  and  jaded  spirits  are  actually 
invigorated ;  one  forgets  the  toil  while  under  the  spell  of  so 
much  beauty  and  frttgrance.  By  the  aid  of  these  auxiliaries, 
and  such  material  supplies  as  a  knapsack  could  afibrd  to  carry 
in  addition  to  a  scanty  wardrobe— for  in  such  walking  every 
ounce  is  a  consideration — ^we  crossed  a  lofly  mountain-ridge, 
and  scrambled  down  over  loose  shale  and  patches  of  snow,  for 
four  or  five  hours,  to  the  famous  lake  of  Zellam  See.     Beyond 
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this^  Ferleiten  affords  tolerable  accommodation  for  a  nighty 
and  perhaps  a  taste  of  veal  cliamois^  before  crossing  bj  the 
Pfandlescfaarte  Glacier^  to  romantic  Heiligenblut.  The  pass 
affords  an  easy  initiation  in  the  feat  of  walking  along  a  steep 
slope  of  snow-covered  ice,  with  the  necessary  one-sided  twist 
in  the  ankles.  Here  also  the  novice  may  learn  and  enjoy  the 
pleasures  of  his  first  glissade.  By  far  the  least  fatiguing  way 
of  descending  a  suitable  incline,  if  no  crevasse  yawns  across  the 
track,  is  in  a  sitting  posture,  requiring  only  as  much  effort  as 
will  keep  head  and  heels  in  their  relative  positions.  Thus 
Heiligenblut  may  be  reached  on  the  same  day,  unless  the  fas- 
cination of  the  glacier  that  overhangs  the  route  detain  the 
tiraveller  too  long  in  gazing  upon  its  beauty.  Looking  up  at  it 
from  below,  the  mass  of  suspended  ice  appears  to  rise  nearer 
to  the  clouds,  till  its  blue  transparent  substance  makes  it  seem 
to  belong  more  to  heaven  than  to  earth.  No  lovelier  landscape 
will  present  itself  than  the  early  morning  view,  as  the  tra- 
veller leaving  Heiligenblut  turns  to  take  a  farewell  look  up  the 
valley.  The  church  in  the  foreground  hides  just  enough  of  the 
village  ;  then  beyond  it  rise  the  mountain- sides,  rich  in  wood  at 
their  bases,  and  growing  barer  as  they  rise,  till  they  stretch  in 
the  far  distance  into  a  wild  and  barren  region,  snow-capped, 
and  lost  at  last  in  airy  mist  and  cloudland. 

The  route,  however,  here  described  is  long  and  laborious, 
and  the  land  of  promise  too  long  delayed.  Enthusietsm  may 
supply  for  a  time  a  want  of  training,  but  there  comes,  sooner  or 
later,  a  state  of  physical  depression,  when  even  a  genuine  Dolo- 
mite may  fail  to  arouse  exhausted  energies.  We  had  read  with 
kindling  ambition  the  efforts  of  former  travellers  to  obtain  a 
sight  only  of  those  shrouded  heights  of  the  Marmolata  which 
we  presumptuously  had  fixed  upon,  as  standing  at  the  head  of 
its  profession,  and  best  qualified  to  initiate  us  into  the  arcana 
of  mountain  climbing.  Who  could  read  the  ecstatic  admira« 
tion  of  those  who,  content  to  gaze  from  a  distance,  imagined 
the  marvellous  panorama  that  would  be  revealed  from  its  sum- 
mit ?  Who  could  glance  at  that  sunlit  peak  of  virgin  snow 
without  longing  to  be  master  of  it,  and,  on  the  back  of  its 
shining  glaciers,  to  invade  the  clouds  ? 

As,  however,  we  have  undertaken  to  recommend  a  holiday 
tour,  a  confession  must  be  made  in  the  ear  of  aspiring  novices 
who  may,  under  the  spell  of  similar  sensations,  be  glad  to  have 
had  us  in  their  confidence.  Our  long  foot  journeys  had  been  trying 
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to  unpractised  limbs.  The  night  in  the  Funtor  See  swamp  had 
not  contributed  to  recruit  our  strength,  and  fatigue  somewhat 
cooled  our  ardour  for  unnecessary  climbing.  The  novelty  of 
scaling  rocky  walls,  where,  at  a  little  distance,  there  appears 
no  footing  for  a  cat,  wears  oflF  with  familiarity.  Why  in  the 
midst  of  enjoyment  should  we  tempt  fortune  ?  So  the  pro- 
jected ascent  of  the  Marmolata,  the  crown  of  our  inexperienced 
ambition,  began  to  be  looked  at  by  some  of  the  party  from  a 
prudential  point  of  view.  In  vain  we  read  again  of  the  de- 
lights of  "new  worlds  to  conquer ;  peaks  of  wondrous  grandeur ; 
implacable  ridges  of  the  Marmolata.^'  The  most  striking 
passage  in  our  author  was  that  where  he  declares  that  "  the 
sheer  hard-smoothness  of  those  scarped  rocks  filled  him  with  a 
kind  of  horror/^  How  justly  had  he  anticipated  our  senti- 
ments !  Yet  how  could  we,  short  of  a  shameful  desertion,  get 
out  of  this  hazardous  adventure  ?  A  strange  revolution  was 
wrought  in  our  mental  condition  by  mere  physical  fatigue. 
Day  after  day  that  horrible  mountain  thrust  itself  upon  our 
sight ;  every  height  was  overtopped  by  the  Marmolata,  every 
valley  seemed  blocked  by  its  huge  mass.  Processions  of  moun- 
tains haunted  our  dreams,  with  the  Marmolata  mocking  our 
cowardice.  It  was  like  Frankenstein's  ghost;  we  had  created 
it  for  ourselves  by  our  rash  undertaking,  and  could  not  bring 
our  hearts  either  to  embrace  the  monster,  or  find  a  plea  for 
escaping  from  it  with  honour.  In  this  absurd  state  of  irreso- 
lution, the  time  for  decision  drew  near.  Recruited  by  a  Sun- 
day's repose,  amid  the  comparative  comforts  of  the  Stella 
d'Oro  at  Cortina,  we  had  traversed  the  magnificent  scenery  of 
the  Val  d'Ampezzo,  and  paid  our  devotions  at  Cadore  to 
Titian's  memory.  There  was  nothing  now  to  detain  us ;  the 
guides  had  been  engaged  for  the  mountain.  We  bid  a  reluc- 
tant farewell  to  the  Capua  of  the  Dolomites,  and,  marching  to 
Livina  Lemgo,  find  ourselves  near  the  great  centre  of  our 
fascination  and  our  dread.  That  village  gave  us  cause  to 
renew  our  regrets  for  the  flesh-pots  of  Cortina.  We  were  soon 
toiling,  under  a  burning  sun,  along  the  steep  pathway  that 
leads,  through  picturesque  alternations  of  wood  and  rock,  to 
the  Fedaia  Alp ;  and,  as  the  last  shades  of  evening  stretched 
across  the  valley,  found  ourselves  face  to  face  with  the  inevit- 
able Marmolata. 

The  Fedaia  sheds  had  not  been  opened  since  the  preceding 
summer,  and,  besides  dirt,  contained  nothing,  not  even  a  stool 
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or  a  wisp  of  hay.  We  had  brought  such  supply  of  pots  and 
blankets  as  our  guides  could  carry  up  the  steep.  The  floor 
was  cleared  of  rubbish,  a  fire  crackled  under  the  pot  upon  a 
fireplace  improvised  in  the  centre,  and  the  smoke  having  no 
exit  but  the  door,  soon  drove  us  to  the  open  air. 

After  supper  we  gladly  entered,  to  enjoy  the  warmth  of  the 
dying  embers,  and  disposed  ourselves  in  a  row  upon  the  floor, 
very  like  children  playing  at  going  to  sleep. 

It  was  not  long  before  distant  sounds,  like  booming  guns, 
broke  the  silence  of  the  night.     Nearer  and  louder  they  came, 
tm  the  foundations  of  the  hut  trembled,  and  the  whole  atmo- 
sphere blazed  without  in  sheets  of  blue  and  yellow  fire.     It 
was  dangerous  to  look  abroad,  so  incessant  were  the  forked 
streams  of  lightning;    we  saw   enough    through    the    open 
boarding,  and  in  the  distinct    illumination    of  every  object 
within.     Presently  a  sweeping  rush  of  wind  announced  the 
coming  rain.     Nowhere  but  in  the  mountains  or  in  the  tropics 
are  such  floods  poured  from  the  clouds.     Fortunately,  our  roof 
was  of  wood  j  the  wetter  it  became,  the  more  it  stopped  up  its 
own  chinks,  and  checked  the  broad  drops  that  splashed  upon 
onr  upturned  faces.    The  uproar  passed  away  as  suddenly  as  it 
bad  commenced ;  but  all  hope  of  sleep  was  abandoned,  and  by 
two  o'clock  the  camp  was  astir.  Meantime  hopes  and  fears  had 
been  agitating  our  night  thoughts.     Tales  of  Alpine  disaster 
long  forgotten  came  back  fresh  as  if  they  had  happened  yes- 
terday.   What  if  we  should  be  like  that  German  the  guide 
told  us  about,  who  climbed  half-way  up  a  mountain,  and  then, 
thinking  of  his  wife,  sat  down  and  cried  I     True,  he  got  to  the 
^p  at  last^  and  became  obstreperously  demonstrative  about  it. 
Tben  there  came  a  sound  of  rushing  waters,  and  a  suspicion  (not 
80  unwelcome  as  it  should  have  been)  that  the  hut  and  its  occu- 
pants might  be  swept  away  in  the  torrent,  and  so  an  end  come  at 
least  to  the  chance  of  failing  on  the  mountain.     With  better 
J^aaon,  it  next  occurred  that  rain  in  the  valley  implies  snow  on 
the  heights.     Nothing  the  guides  dread  so  much  as  new-fallen 
SHOW;  it  slips  away  upon  the  hard  ice-slopes,  and  is  both 
fatiguing  and  dangerous.     In  that  curious  contradictory  mix- 
tore  of  sentiments  that  the  human  sensorium  is  capable  of 
BTiataining  at  one  and  the  same  time,  a  strong  sense  of  dis- 
appointment checked  the  feeling  of  relief,  in  the  conviction 
^bat  an  ascent  would  be  pronounced  impracticable.     Prepara- 
tions, however,  continue  to  be  made.     Through  long,  wet  grass 
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we  stumble  in  the  dark,  to  perform  ablations  at  the  brook,  and. 
come  back  shivering  to  the  guide's  fire  in  an  adjoining  shed^ 
the  choice  lying  between  cold  bones  outside,  and  smarting- 
eyes  within.  The  brilUant  stars  showed  no  sign  of  the  tem- 
pest so  lately  passed  away ;  the  guides  foretold  a  successfal 
day ;  and,  with  the  earliest  dawn  of  twilight,  we  took  the  first 
blundering  steps  that  were  to  lead  us  upwards  into  unknown 
regions  of  ice  above  the  clouds,  in  an  ascent  of  between  two 
and  three  perpendicular  miles.  The  first  care  was  to  hide  our 
impedimenta  in  the  thick  scrub  that  fringes  the  base  of  the 
mountain.  A  stray  shepherd  might  otherwise  relieve  us  of 
the  burden ;  for  honesty,  it  seems,  has  taken  flight  from  these 
valleys — ^perhaps  together  with  those  nature's  noblemen  of 
ancient  descent  whom  romantic  travellers  still  indulge  £ei1- 
lacious  hopes  of  encountering  in  the  Padroni  of  village  inns. 

A  beautifiil  flush  of  gold  and  purple,  first  upon  the  floating 
clouds,  then  on  the  mountain  peaks,  as  one  after  another  they 
were  touched  by  the  warm  glow  of  the  rising  sun — '^  the  blush 
of  Earth  embracing  with  her  Heaven  ^' — soon  began  to  charm 
our  eyes  and  cheer  our  hearts,  chasing  away  those  evil  fore* 
bodings  that  are  wont  to  infest  the  twilight  morning  hours. 
The  path  proved  unexpectedly  easy  by  the  side  of  a  snow- 
arched  torrent  that  descended  from  some  unseen  glacier.  The 
formidable  summit  was  concealed  from  view  by  nearer  and 
projecting  crags ;  and  indeed  we  had  enough  to  do  to  look  to 
our  footsteps,  without  gazing  aloft.  The  snow  was  in  excel- 
lent condition ;  two  or  three  slopes  were  crossed  without 
difficulty,  till  a  crevasse  opening  beneath  our  track  warned 
the  guides  of  the  prudence  of  attaching  us  all  together  with  a 
rope,  and  bringing  the  ice-axe  into  play.  Step  by  step  the 
foremost  guide  cut  notches  in  the  steeply-shelving  ice ;  step 
by  step  we  followed  in  tedious  progress,  like  the  measured 
jerks  with  which  the  Ghost  in  Hamlet  stalks  upon  the  stage, 
but  with  occasional  sidelong  slips,  as  the  snow  broke  downwards 
under  our  weight,  and  with  an  alarming  tendency  towards 
the  blue  crevasse,  checked  by  the  friendly  rope  and  staff. 
Thus  linked  together  in  a  row,  and  in  this  manner  of  progres- 
sion, the  image  of  a  long  caterpillar  crawling  over  a  table-cloth 
occurred  as  a  just  representation  of  our  appearance ;  but  no 
caterpillar  ever  looked  so  insignificant  as  we  felt  amid  that 
expanse  of  snow.  In  unwonted  silence  (for  hitherto,  in  spite 
of  Mr.  Whymper's  anathema  upon  talkers,  we  had  beguiled 


THB  DOLOMITES  OF  THE  TIROL.  175 

our  sometimes  weaiy  way  with  talk  and  jeet)  we  croesed  slope 
B&er'  slope^  gradually  rising,  like  a  ship  at  sea,  by  boards  and 
iadcs,  till  there  yawned  before  as  a  long  crevasse,  apparently 
catting  off  all  approach  to  a  mass  of  perpendicalar  rock,  which 
the  gaides  had  been  pointing  oat  with  glee,  as  affording  the 
desired  access  to  Elysiam.     A  paase,  and  earnest  consoltation 
of  gaides ;  evidently  the  expected  crisis  had  come  I    We  try  at 
calm  resignation.      But   qnickly  the  march   is    resamed;  a 
change  in  the  direction  enables  us  to  tarn  the  flank  of  the 
chasm,  but  so  close  to  it,  that  a  pole  goes  through  the  crust, 
and  hangs  there  a  moment  over  the  profound  mysteries  we 
both  long  and  fear  to  look  down  into.     Bent,  as  it  seems,  on 
self-destruction,  our  leader  now  makes  directly  for  that  bare 
and  rugged  crag  that  towers  above  the  glacier,  to  whose  pre- 
cipitous face  no  snow  can  attach  itself.     At  the  juncture  of 
ice  and  rock  there  is  usually  an  awkward  gap,  not  easy  to 
cross  when  the  levels  are  different  and  the  snow  cavernous. 
If  one  happened  to  slip  between,  one  might  glide  a  long  way 
ondemeath,   and  perhaps  learn  the  reverse  phenomena  of  a 
crevasse — viz.,   how  the    sky  appears  as  seen  from  below 
through  its  icy  walls.     This  danger  passed,  clinging  to  project- 
ing rocks,  we  begin  to  climb — with  hands,  and  knees,  and  any 
other  tentacles  that  Nature  may  have  famished,  or  ingenuity 
may  suggest ;  taking  care  to  lay  hold  of  stones  that  are  firmly 
bedded,  and  not  to  scatter  the  brains  of  those  below  us  by 
dislodging  fragments  of  rock  upon  their  heads.     At  length  we 
set  foot  above,  upon  a  boundless  waste  of  snow,  stretching 
upwards  and  downwards  into  infinite  depths,  pure  and  un- 
ruffled as  it  fell  from  heaven.     Welcome  shouts  proclaim  the 
peak  in  sight ;  a  glittering  promontory  stands  out  against  the 
blue  sky,  clear  of  all  competitors.     A  rush  for  the  top  would 
bave  placed  the  strongest  legs  in  the  van,  had  not  the  guides 
gallantly  called  the  lady  to  the  front,  to  plant  her  foot  the 
first  upon  the  Marmolata's  unsullied  fleece. 

For  a  moment  bewilderment  holds  the  senses  in  suspense ; 
while  the  guides  awaken  echoes  in  the  clouds,  for  there  are  no 
nval  echoes  to  respond,  with  the  hideous  yell  peculiar  to  Tyro- 
lean throats,  and  imagined  by  some  enthusiasts  to  be  musical. 
Gradually,  with  cessation  of  exertion,  the  pulse  grows  calm ; 
the  humming  in  the  ear  subsides;  we  begin  to  realize  the 
position  we  have  attained,  and  to  appreciate  the  scene.  Over 
a  hundred  miles  and  more  iu  every  direction  the  view  extends 
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— monntain  bebind  monntaii)^  peaks  of  snow  relieved  by  rocks 
of  varied  colours,  glaciers,  dark  forests^  torrents,  and  lakes^  in 
such  wild  yet  harmonious  profusion  as  probably  has  rarely 
been  seen  even  from  more  lofty  elevations.     For  not  only  is 
our  position  insulated,  but  we  are  favoured  with  a  cloudless 
sky  j  that  is  to  say,  no  clouds  rest  upon  the  mountain  itself  to 
impede  our  view.     Far  below  us,  light  vapours  floated  here 
and  there,  transparent  as  gauze :  Nature  would  not  disclose 
all  her  beauties  at  once.     Darker  shadows  gathered  in  the 
distance,  and  disappeared  as  if  a  wizard's  wand  dissolved 
them,  to  rise  again  out  of  the  apparent  void,  one  could  not  tell 
from  whence  or  how ;  and  sometimes  they  would  hang  around, 
as  if  preparing  for  the  hour  of  noon,  whentJie  Marmolata  is 
wont  to  retire  from  the  world,  and  envelop  himself  in  cloudy 
robes.      How  long  we  remained    in   that  magic,  region  is 
unknown :  it  must  have  been  years  in  the  spirit,  measured  by 
the  thoughts  that  rushed  through  the  brain,  and  will  never  pass 
away;  it  cannot  have  been  long  in  the  body,  as  the  guides 
urged  us  to  retire  from  his  majesty's  presence  while  he  yet 
reflected  sunny  smiles,  and  before  the  hour  of  his  siesta,  when 
he  is  apt  to  become  disagreeable  to  visitors. 

So,  reluctantly,  we  prepared  to  descend,  the  flush  of 
triumph  not  quite  unshadowed  by  anxiety ;  for  the  philosophy 
of  the  mountains  reverses  the  maxim  of  "facilis  descensus ;''  it 
is  the  downward  climb  that  is  difficult  and  dangerous. 

The  long  crest  of  snow  that  stretches  upward  to  the  sum- 
mit falls  away  on  one  side  in  a  sheer  precipice ;  and  on  the 
other,  at  an  angle  that  would  admit  of  no  arrest,  in  a  glissade 
down  its  boundless  steep.  Keeping  an  impartial  balance,  we 
retrace  our  steps,  fitting  them  again  to  the  ascending  foot- 
marks, till  the  rock  is  reached,  and  a  new  method  of  pro- 
gression, or  rather  of  retardation,  is  adopted.  The  leader 
descends  to  the  length  of  his  tether ;  when  he  has  gained  a 
perch,  the  rope  is  slacked  out  behind  the  second,  till  he  joins 
his  companion ;  and  so  on  to  the  last,  for  whom  the  man 
before  him  gathers  in  the  cord  as  he  comes  down,  and  keeps  a 
hand  upon  him.  With  no  greater  injury  than  bruises,  the 
glacier  below  is  reached:  with  delicate  steps  we  skirt  the 
margin  of  the  crevasse,  and  then,  the  danger  past  and  the 
link  untied,  in  dissolute  array  we  go  helter-skelter  down. 

It  was  none  too  soon ;  there  was  only  time  for  a  swim  in 
the  beautiful  lake  of  clear  green  water,  set  in  a  grassy  bank. 
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fringed  with  Alpine  roses,  when  the  mountain  drew  his  dark 
mantle  round  him,  and  for  the  rest  of  the  day  held  awful  con- 
Ferse  with  the  elements  that  flashed  and  thundered  roimd  his 
head.  The  descending  track  was  turned  into  a  torrent  by  a 
downpour  of  hail  and  rain,  till  we  found  at  Caprile  what  might 
be  deemed  a  home  in  the  considerate  attention  to  our  many 
wants  of  Signora  Pezz^. 

Thus  we  made  our  acquaintance  with  the  Dolomites,  and 
became  qualified  for  the  rest  of  time  to  treat  proposals  for 
climbing  untrodden  peaks  as  Lord  Chesterfield  met  invitations 
to  the  hunting-field — ''  I  have  been."  Yet  such  is  the  fascina- 
tion of  mountaineering,  so  irresistible  the  peculiar  charm  of 
the  Dolomites,  that  we  found  ourselves  drawn  again  within  the 
magic  circle.  Who  could  decline  the  challenge  which  Monte 
Cristallo  seems  to  fling  down  to  the  traveller  as  he  approaches 
np  the  valley  from  Poblach.  Surely  within  those  gloomy 
portals  that  guard  his  glacier  on  either  side  with  massive 
rock-towers,  like  a  gigantic  gateway  in  Ariosto's  enchanted 
castles,  there  must  lie  profound  mysteries,  sensations  more 
sombre  and  deep  than  on  the  Marmolata's  open  and  sunnier 
snows.  The  glacier-climbing  is  steeper,  the  crevasses  more 
perilous  in  penetrating  there,  than  may  elsewhere  be  found  in 
this  region ;  but  the  toil  is  well  repaid  in  the  triumph  of  cross- 
ing that  great  white  sheet  suspended  in  the  sky,  as  it  appeared 
by  night  from  the  valley  of  Landro. 

Yet  we  would  scarcely  recommend  such  ascents  in  sketch- 
ing out  a  holiday  tour.  The  chances  are  infinite  against  a  concur- 
rence, within  a  limited  period,  of  fortunate  circumstances,  such 
as  favoured  our  enterprise.  Mountaineers  have  failed  to  reach 
the  top  of  the  Marmolata,  or  have  been  disappointed  of  the 
^lewj  but  should  it  happen  that  disinclination  for  exertion  makes 
ns  shun  glaciers  and  summits,  and  demand  fresh  ^'  woods  and 
pastures  new,'^  our  resources  are  not  exhausted  in  this  enchanted 
'^on.  New  interests  spring  up  as  we  return  at  leisure  on 
Titian's  track  through  his  country  of  Cadore,  and  contemplate 
the  scenes  whence  he  drew  his  inspiration  for  his  landscapes 
and  backgrounds,  which  connoisseurs  unacquainted  with  Nature's 
marvellous  metamorphoses  pronounce  to  be  impossible.  One 
^ho  watches  the  Dolomites  from  earliest  dawn  to  sunset  could 
oofc  fail  to  learn  how,  from  the  purple  Pelmo  and  its  crimson 
clouds,  he  caught  the  glowing  colours  ;  how,  among  the  ghostly 
Bhadows  of  the  Civita,  the  frequent  storms  that  sweep  across 
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them^  and  their  unbroken  loneliness,  he  acquired  the  ricli  yet 
melancholy  tones  characteristic  of  the  paintei"  of  Cadore. 

Much  remains  to    be  told  of  Innichen  and    its    mineral 
springs,  its  sulphur  baths,  and  woods,  and  chalybeate  -waters, 
where  the  elements  conspire  to  supply  materials  of  happiness 
and  health ;  of  Primiero,  among  the  western  Dolomites,  and 
the  wildest  of  mountain  scenery,  with  the  still    untrodden 
Cimon  della  Palla  at  the  head  of  its  two  lovely  valleys.     Here 
maybe  seen  on  Sunday  aftei*noons  the  ancient  game  of  Pallone 
played  in  the  street,  graced  by  the  presence  of  the  priest,  and 
of  the  grandees  of  the    neighbourhood,  who  march  up   and 
down  in  very  high-heeled  boots,  evidently  in  considerable  pain 
therefrom,  but  consoled  by  an  inner  consciousness  of  superior 
fashion.    A  few  days  passed  in  the  primitive  yet  comfortable 
simplicity  of  this  place  would  be  of  great  service  in  learning 
the  habits  and  language  of  the  people,  and  obtaining  a  more 
just  appreciation  of  what  we  have  come  to  see.     It  happens 
in  all  mountain  scenery  on  a  large  scale,  especially  among  Dolo- 
mites, that  the  eye  fails  to  measure  their  true  magnitude.     We 
seem  at  first  to  compare  them  with  scenes  nearer  home,  where 
height  is  calculated  by  hundreds  of  feet  instead  of  thousands. 
Not  till  we  have  gauged  the  distant  shapes  by  experience  of 
the  masses  that  lie  within  our  reach,  and  have  traversed  the 
apparently   easy  distance  between  us  and  those    '^  cliflFs    of 
shadowy  tint/'  can  we  appreciate  their  grandeur.      We  are 
surprised  to  find  the  journey  lengthened  into  unexpected  miles, 
with  many  a  minor  mountain,  many  a  deep  ravine  between, 
before  we  arrive  at  the  base,  and  begin  the  climb  which  carries 
us  into  clouds  long  before  the  summit  is  attained. 

Nor  should  the  gorge  of  Sottoguda  be  forgotten,  unsur- 
passed by  any  European  marvel  of  precipice  and  torrent.  The 
admiration  of  the  traveller  will  probably  be  disturbed  by  cal- 
culating the  chances,  in  case  of  a  slip,  of  extricating  a  victim 
from  the  whirling  waters  that  nearly  fill  the  narrow  pass  from 
side  to  side,  dashing  its  spray,  and  sometimes  rolling  a  deeper 
tide  over  the  frail  bridges  and  slender  footway,  now  crossing 
the  torrent,  now  suspended  on  unsecured  poles  above  the 
stream,  while  the  walls  of  the  clefts,  in  some  places  not  twelve 
feet  wide,  rise  perpendicularly  to  a  height  of  a  thousand  feet. 

Through  the  gorge  lies  the  route  over  the  Ombretta  pass 
from  Caprile.  On  emerging  from  it,  the  entrance  disappears 
as  suddenly  as  Aladdin^s  cave ;  soon  the  deep  shades  of  the 
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Ombretta  begin  to  justify  tHe  name^  till^  afler  a  steep  scramble 
among  rocks  and  forest^  where  a  precipice  closes  the  valley^ 
we  HTnve  at  the  Scalina^  an  effectaal  barrier  to  the  further  pro- 
gress of  all  who  are  not  in  climbing  condition.  Above  this 
pastures  are  seen  no  more ;  trees  grow  stunted  and  scarce ;  the 
Pass  rises  steep  amid  snow  and  swamp^  over  black  and  slippery 
shale^  in  unmitigated  dreariness.  Even  the  dog  deserted  ns 
here.  With  a  partiaUty  for  Englishmen^  he  had  accompanied 
OS  in  our  Caprile  rambles^  but  this  desolate  wilderness  dis- 
heartened him.  We  were  skirting  one  of  the  vast  precipices 
of  the  Marmolata,  the  stillness  broken  by  a  stone  now  and  then 
&lling  from  its  face  with  unearthly  echo. 

Weary  travellers  are  apt  to  charge  their  own  fastidiousness 
upon  exaggerated  deficiencies  in  their  entertainment^  and  iU- 
oatoredly  record  their  impressions  in  a  book.  The  Uttle  inn  at 
Campidello  has  thus  undeservedly  suffered.  With  no  great 
^esonrces  at  command^  and  little  comprehension  of  an  English- 
man's exclusiveness^  the  people  in  tiiese  village  inns  actually 
do  more  for  one^s  comfort  than  the  pretentious  insottciance  of 
the  "service ''  in  better  furnished  hotels. 

The  descent  from  the  Ombretta  to  Campidello  is  almost 
continuous ;  over  the  springy  turf  of  the  Seisser  Alp^  bounded 
by  Dolomites  of  wondrous  forms^  among  treacherous  swamps 
concealed  under  the  green  sward  to  engulf  unwary  strangers^ 
down  to  the  bed  of  the  Eisack  river.  But  our  hearts  are  heavy 
with  bidding  farewell  to  a  land  of  freedom  and  adventure^  to 
fetom  to  vineyards  and  enclosures^  pastures  and  population. 

We  should  yet  like  to  speak^  if  space  permitted^  of  the 
^^gk  yet  kindly  peasantry^  the  handsome  face  and  form,  the 
Wttiety  to  please^  though  not  always  knowing  how,  of  the 
hostess  and  her  maidens ;  but  enough  has  been  said  to  justify 
cor  praise  of  a  land  we  have  found  full  of  such  varied  charlns. 
If  further  authority  should  be  required^  we  might  add  the 
encomium  of  a  great  philosopher^  who,  having  retired  into  the 
mountains  of  Gamiola,  found  that  here,  if  nowhere  else,  he 
could  think  less  sceptically  of  the  possibility  of  human  happi- 
11688.  "B.ere/^  wrote  Sir  Humphrey  Davy,  ''man  seems 
capable  of  enjoying  life ;  animated  nature  is  gay,  and  inanimate 
iiature  beautiful  and  sublime.'' 
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SuifMiBFiELD  is  One  of  those  villages  of  villas^  easily  accessible 
by  railway,  which  of  late  years  have  sprang  up  aronnd  the 
Metropolis.  It  is  one  of  the  pleasantest  of  them,  for  it  lies  on 
a  southward  slope,  and  was  built  where  once  was  a  wide  range 
of  nursery  gardens,  whence  it  is  fortunate  in  its  trees.  These 
suburban  viUa-villages  are  very  charming  in  their  way ;  they 
are  not  picturesque,  but  they  are  elegant,  dainty,  luxurious  ; 
their  architecture  is  not  of  an  order  that  Mr.  Buskin  would 
approve,  but  it  has  a  fantastic  variety  not  unpleasing  to  the 
eye.  If  you  pass  through  them  early  in  the  morning — say 
about  ten  o'clock — ^you  see  a  stream  of  well-dressed  gentle- 
men, mostly  with  flowers  in  their  button-holes,  and  not  one  of 
them  without  an  umbrella  scarcely  clumsier  than  a  rapier, 
making  their  way  toward  the  station.  You  also  see  in  the 
gardens,  watching  them  off,  groups  of  ladies  and  children,  gay 
as  the  summer  morning.  Pass  in  the  evening,  and  you  will 
see  Ughts  in  aU  the  windows,  and  hear  pleasant  music,  and  be 
aware  that  the  citizen,  after  his  day's  toil  in  London,  has 
returned  to  a  good  dinner  and  an  enjoyable  time.  There  is 
always  a  well-built  church  in  each  of  these  choice  colonies,  and 
the  incumbent  is  usually  what  we  should  call  a  Bitualist,  but 
that  Mr.  Disraeli  has  abolished  that  section  of  the  Church 
militant. 

At  Summerfield  two  houses  stand  opposite  each  other — 
the  Elms  and  the  Lindens.  At  the  Elms  live  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
MelviUe ;  at  the  Lindens,  Mr.  and  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Mait« 

•  

land.  The  Elms  is  a  many-gabled  white  house ;  the  Lindens, 
a  many-gabled  red  house :  both  have  charming  lawns  and 
gardens,  and  seem  absolute  seats  of  repose.  Quite  different  in 
style,  each  is  a  relief  to  the  other;  and  the  speculative  wan- 
derer who,  from  the  look  of  a  house,  tries  to  divine  the  character 
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of  its  inhabitants^  would  be  very  likely  to  blunder  over  the 
Elms  and  the  Lindens. 

Let  us  help  him.  At  the  white  house  lives  Mr.  Melville^  a 
prince  among  stockbrokers^  with  a  remarkably  pretty  young 
wife^  and  no  family.  Mr.  Melville  is  a  portly  gentleman  of 
fifty;  his  hair  and  whiskers  are  still  a  glossy  blacky  and  his 
mien  has  a  certain  civic  dignity.  You  can  see  at  a  glance  that 
he  understands  business  and  loves  a  good  dinner.  Mr.  Melville 
is^  in  fact^  A  1  in  his  particular  class,  and  full  well  he  knows 
it.  He  dresses  the  character.  Never  was  hat  more  admirably 
brnshed,  nor  boots  more  perfectly  polished.  Mr.  Melville  is 
as  immaculate  in  costume  as  in  character.  Harsh  critics  might 
call  him  pompous,  but  it  is  simply  that  he  recognizes  the 
dignity  of  his  position.  To  be  one  of  the*  first  men  on  the 
Stock  Exchange  is  no  trifle.  Mr.  Melville  is  aware  of  this^ 
and  does  not  let  other  people  forget  it. 

Mrs.  Melville  is  a  shy  beauty,  witli  lovely  light  hair  and 
bine  eyes,  and  a  graceful  slender  swaying  form,  and  those 
eloquent  long-fingered  hands  that  seem  to  speak,  and  a  rose- 
bnd  mouth  that  might  be  carved  for  a  poet's  kiss.  Annie 
Melville  is  twenty-two — ^a  mere  girl — and  without  the  slightest 
knowledge  of  the  world.  Those  who  look  at  the  Elms  from 
the  outside — those  who  see  Mrs.  Melville  driving  (a  duty 
drive)  in  her  superb  carriage-and-pair — may  easily  imagine 
ber  happy.     It  would  be  a  very  great  mistake. ' 

Let  us  cross  to  the  Lindens,  and  look  in  upon  Mr.  and  the 
Honourable  Mrs.  Maitland.  Mr.  Maitland  is  a  fiskir-haired 
beardless  young  gentleman,  rather  under  middle  height,  with 
a  thoughtful  yet  absent  expression,  and  a  manifestly  nervous 
temperament.  Mrs.  Maitland  is  a  black-haired  black-eyed 
Uttle  woman,  who  dresses  to  perfection,  and  who  has  plenty  of 
Am  in  her,  with  an  acid  touch  of  satire.  Good  judges  of  age 
would  say  that  Mrs.  Maitland  was  ^  few  years  older  than  her 
hnsbaud,  especially  as  she  takes  care  of  herself,  while  he, 
obviously,  does  not.  That  long  fair  hair  of  his  hangs  carelessly 
over  his  shoulders,  and  he  evidently  cares  nothing  about  the 
coat  he  wears.  The  lady  is  of  quite  another  mind.  Her 
dresses  come  firom  the  mistress  of  the  art ;  if  a  dark  curl  of 
^ura  Maitland^s  goes  astray,  there  is  an  artistic  reason  for  it. 
When  she  drives  her  pair  of  chestnut  ponies  through  Summer- 
fi^ld,  every  one  acknowledges  that  it  is  the  most  exquisite 
eqnipage  in  the  neighbourhood. 
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Mr,  and  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Maitland  were  at  breakfast 
at  about  ten  o'clock  on  the  morning  when  begins  this  veritable 
history.  It  was  early  for  them.  They  both  loved  sammeils  du 
matin.  But  it  was  a  busy  day  with  Mrs.  Maitland,  for  she 
had  two  important  engagements — a  Royal  garden  party  and  a 
Duchess's  ball.  She  was  leaning  back  in  her  chair,  sipping 
her  coffee,  her  bright  eyes  full  of  the  pleasure  of  the  day.  She 
said  to  her.husband — 

'Tm  going  to  London  to  do  some  shopping.  Be  ready  to 
go  with  me  to  Chiswick.  You  had  better  wear  black  velvet : 
you  always  look  well  in  it.'' 

''  All  right,"  he  said,  with  a  half  yawn,  reverting  to  a  book 
that  he  was  languidly  reading.  ''Is  there  anything  else, 
Laura  ?  " 

''Anything  else!"  she  said,  sharply.  "There  is  the 
Duchess  of  Merioneth's  ball ;  and  we  must  come  back  here, 
and  have  a  little  refireshment,  and  dress  for  that.  I  wouldn't 
miss  it  on  any  account.    Now  do  be  ready  for  me,  Arthur." 

She  rose  from  the  table  and  went  to  the  window.  The 
white  house  opposite  was  visible,  and  Melville's  dogcart  at 
the  door,  with  a  very  tiny  groom,  and  Mrs.  Melville  charm- 
ingly fresh— though  if  you  could  have  looked  in  her  eyes  you 
would  have  seen  she  was  slightly  bored — seeing  her  husband 
off.  He  assumed  the  reins  with  an  imperious  air,  and  drove 
away. 

"  Odious  man  I "  said  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Maitland ; 
"and  hideous  dogcart,  painted  the  vilest  colours  !  I  pity  that 
poor  Mrs.  Melville,  though  she's  a  gawky  awkward  thing, 
with  no  style." 

"  Do  you  know,  I  thought  her  rather  pretty,"  said  Arthur 
Maitland ;  "  but  I  have  never  seen  her  close." 

"  0,  she's  nice  enough,"  said  Mrs.  Maitland,  "  but  alto- 
gether bad  form.  "  Ah !  there's  the  brougham  coming  round. 
I  must  be  off.     Mind  you're  ready  in  good  time  for  Chiswick." 

The  breakfast  conversation  between  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Melville 
preceded  this  in  order  of  time.  Melville,  who  always  talked 
as  if  he  were  despotic,  said,  after  he  had  read  his  ''*  Times  " — 

"  We  must  have  a  good  dinner  to-night,  Mrs.  Melville. 
Five  altogether.  A  new  client  of  mine.  Sir  Charles  Lingard, 
is  coming,  and  Walford  and  his  wife  will  meet  him.  We  dine 
at  eight.  Now  be  sure  that  everything  is  first-rate ;  and  dress 
yourself  nicely,  for  Sir  Charles  is  very  fond  of  the  ladies.   You 
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don't  look  at  all  bad  when  jou   take   any  care   with  yonr 
dress/' 

These  were  almost  the  last  words  which  this  despotic 
stockbroker  uttered  to  his  wife.  He  drove  off  in  his  dogcart^ 
unaware  that  he  was  subjected  to  a  criticism  from  the  lady  of 
the  Lindens  that  would  have  made  him  very  unhappy.  He 
always  dressed  himself,  and  oiled  and  curled  his  whiskers^  to 
please  the  public,  and  he  expected  their  enthusiastic  approval. 
He  felt  assured,  when  he  noticed  Laura  Maitland  looking  at 
Iiim,  that  it  was  with  a  glance  of  admiration.  0  happy  state 
of  absolute  personal  content  1  ought  it  not  to  be  cultivated 
and  praised  ?  Ought  we  not  to  sculpture  in  Sicily's  marble 
every  man  whose  form  is  worth  preservation  ?  Ah,  but  how 
would  Mr.  Melville's  whiskers  have  looked  in  white  stone  of 
flybla? 

Mrs.  Maitland's  brougham  brought  her  back  from  shopping 
in  the  West  at  about  two  o'clock,  and  she  ran  upstairs  in  a 
state  of  joyous  excitement  to  get  herself  dressed  for  the 
garden  party  at  Chiswick.  It  was  her  first  Eoyal  invitation, 
and  she  was  full  of  e:s:quisite  anticipations.  Laura  Maitland, 
clever  and  pretty,  with  a  tact  and  taste  which  prevented  her 
from  ever  being  "loud,"  was  a  success  everywhere.  Duchesses 
patronized  her.  She  was  the  daughter  of  an  Irish  peer,  and 
80  received  general  recognition.  Her  charming  vivacity  was 
delightful.  She  was  a  capital  hand  at  scientific  flirtation,  and 
often  did  good  service  by  carrying  away  some  foolish  young 
fellow  who  was  gradually  falling  in  love  with  pretty  impe- 
coniosity.  The  Honourable  Mrs.  Maitland  did  real  service  to 
society  by  attracting  to  herself  a  lot  of  promising  young  men, 
who  otherwise  would  have  been  making  fatal  mistakes.  How 
the  girls  hated  her !     She  had  a  regular   train  of  followers, 

who  liked  her  gay  impertinence,  and  thought  it  quite  equal  to 

wit. 

Forgetting  all  about  her  husband,  whom  she  expected  to 
0©  teady,  punctual  to  the  instant,  attired  in  the  black  velvet 
which  she  had  commanded,  Laura  Maitland  placed  herself  in 
wxe  hands  of  her  maids,  and  was  soon  a  perfect  picture,  fit  to 
"6  one  of  Boccaccio's  Fair  Brigade.  Not  till  she  was  finished 
w  the  last  touch  did  she  think  it  necessary  to  inquire  for  Mr. 
Maitland;  and  the  result  of  the  inquiry  was  that  he  had  gone 
out  Boon  after  she  left,  and  had  not  yet  returned. 

"  How  provoking  he  is !  "  she  said,  flirting  a  seven-ribbed 
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fan,  on  which  each  day  of  the  week  had  its  appropriate  pictnre 
and  legend.  '^I  can^t  wait.  I  suppose  he  is  gone  off  io  th^ 
dreadfal  Maseam  reading-room,  and  has  forgotten  all  about 
it.  Bose,  tell  your  master  to  be  sure  to  be  ready  in  time  for 
the  Duchess  of  Merioneth's  ball.'' 

Under  the  fnll-foliaged  Chiswick  trees,  with  rich  music 
thrilling  through  the  summer  air,  and  beauty  of  form  and 
attire  moving  across  the  soft  green  lawns,  Mrs.  Maitland 
soon  forgot  her  missing  husband.  What  sublunary  ills  can 
trouble  the  guest  of  a  Prince  ?  Even  more  than  by  the  per- 
suasive consciousness  of  Royalty,  was  Mrs.  Maitland  rendered 
happy  by  the  delicate  attentions  of  Sir  Charles  Lingard — ^a 
tall  handsome  man  of  thirty,  whom  she  met  with  a  party  of 
her  friends,  and  who  immediately  became  her  devoted  cavalier. 
In  ten  minutes  they  were  intimate  friends.  In  ten  minutes 
more  they  had  deserted  their  other  intimate  friends,  and  were 
flirting  most  agreeably.  Flirtation  is  very  like  sea-bathing : 
some  people  get  into  it  up  to  the  ankles;  others  are  brave 
enough  to  reach  the  waist;  while  the  thorough  practitioner 
plunges  in  over  head  and  ears.  I  think  Sir  Charles  and  Laura 
were  pretty  old  hands. 

The  air  may  be  fragrant-cool,  the  peaches  luscious,  the 
champagne  cup  icy,  the  whole  entertainment  princely,  yet 
enjoyment  must  have  its  end.  To  go  to  the  Duchess  of 
Merioneth's  was  Mrs.  Maitland's  great  idea.  The  Duchess  is 
select ;  her  recognition  of  Laura  Maitland  is  a  fiat  conferring 
a  high  position  in  society. 

'^  1  must  go  now,"  said  Mrs.  Maitland  to  Sir  Charles. 

"  Your  going  will  make  this  pretty  scene  look  dull,"  he 
replied.  "  Let  me  take  you  to  your  carriage.  Where  are  you 
going  ?  " 

"  To  Summerfield,"  she  said.  "  It  is  only  eight  miles,  I 
think." 

•'  Summerfield,"  said  Sir  Charles.  ''  I  must  also  go  to 
SummerBeld.  I  have  engaged  to  diae  with  a  man  called 
Melville,  a  stockbroker,  who  does  business  for  me.  He  is  hsA 
style,  but  a  useful  fellow.  I  suppose  he  has  a  pretty  wife- 
city  men  usually  set  up  that  article  of  furniture." 

''  She  is  not  very  pretty,'*  said  Mrs.  Maitland.  "  They 
live  close  to  us.     You  had  better  drive  down  with  me." 

''You  are  very  kind.  You  must  make  your  husband 
entertain  me  while  you  dress  for  the  Duchess's  ball.     I  wish  I 
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were  going.  I  know  the  dear  Dachess  very  well,  and  great 
fan  she  is ;  bat  this  is  an  old  engagemeot  with  Melville,  and 
he  wonld  commit  saicide  if  I  failed  to  keep  it/' 

So  Mrs.  Maitland  drove  home  to  the  Lindens  with  Sir 
Charles  Lingard,  and  when  she  returned  there  was  no  sign  of 
her  husband.  This  was  serions.  She  knew  Arthur  Mait- 
limd's  provoking  absence  of  mind,  and  his  ridiculous  waj  of 
supposing  that  his  affairs  were  more  momentous  than  hers ; 
and  she  of  course  concluded  that,  after  a  long  day  in  the 
Museum  reading*room,  he  had  gone  off  to  dine  with  a  friend 
at  some  of  those  low  city  taverns  he  liked  so  much,  and  for- 
gotten all  about  the  Duchess  of  Merioneth's  ball. 

Meanwhile  she  had  to  entertain  Sir  Charles  Lingard  for 
about  an  hour.  Sir  Charles  was  nothing  loth.  She  showed 
him  her  conservatory,  her  fernery,  her  aviary ;  he  made  scien- 
tific remarks  on  them  all ;  he  seemed  to  know  everything. 

"  Those  birds  are  charming,''  he  said.  ^*  Now,  may  I  send 
you  a  pair  to  add  to  them,  of  a  kind  quite  unknown  in  Eng- 
land ?  They  were  got  for  me  by  a  man  who  has  been  ex- 
ploring Central  America.  The  male  bird  can't  fly ;  the  female 
flies  beautifully.  The  male  bird  sings ;  the  female  only  scolds 
in  the  fiercest  way.  The  male  bird  is  bright  red,  with  a  black 
crest ;  the  female  is  a  pure  white,  with  a  green  crest.  Let 
my  man  bring  them  down  to  you  to-morrow." 

Mrs.  Maitland  accepted  the  birds :  and  so  very  fascinating 
was  Sir  Charles  that  she  forgot  her  truant  husband,  and 
decided  that,  if  he  did  not  appear,  she  would  go  to  the 
Duchess  of  Merioneth's  ball  by  herself.  She  was  quite  sorry 
when  her  impromptu  guest  had  to  leave  her,  and  walk  across 
to  the  white  house  opposite. 

"  What  a  love  of  a  man  I  "  she  thought,  as  she  watched  him 
down  the  garden  path,  walking  in  that  easy  insouciant  way 
which  characterized  the  ''  hard  heart  and  strong  digestion  "  of 
Talleyrand. 

How  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Maitland  got  on  at  the  Duchess 
of  Merioneth's  ball  is  no  affair  of  ours.  Certain  it  is  that 
her  husband  was  not  present — certain,  also,  that  the  little 
black-eyed  beauty  got  plenty  of  good  partners,  and  ate  several 
suppers,  and  waltzed  like  a  bird,  and  got  home  not  very  much 
after  daybreak.  Her  husband  was  not  at  home,  but  she  was 
far  too  sleepy  to  inquire  about  him. 

When  Sir  Charles  Lingard  reached  the  Elms,  he  was  shown 
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into  a  chamLing  drawing-room,  where  he  found  a  lady  and 
gentleman  whom  he  had  never  seen  before  :  they  were,  in  fact, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Walford,  a  ronnd-faced  obese  hilarious  gentle- 
man and  a  rather  morose  lady,  with  an  expression  of  coun- 
tenance that  seemed  to  protest  against  the  enjoyment  she  was 
compelled  to  share.  Mr.  Melville  appeared  a  moment  afterwards. 

''I  am  so  sorry,''  he  said.  ''Mrs.  Melville  is  so  unwell  that 
she  can't  come  down  to  dinner.  I  hope  she  will  be  able  to 
meet  you  in  the  drawing-room  afterwards.  Pray  pardon  me. 
Sir  Charles,  for  not  being  here  to  receive  you.'* 

There  was  no  time  for  reply,  as  at  this  moment  came  the 
announcement  that  dinner  was  served,  and  Mr.  Melville  offered 
his  arm  to  Mrs.  Walford,  and  they  sat  down  to  a  dinner  which, 
doubtless,  comprised  ''  all  the  delicacies  of  the  season."  If  it 
had  not,  Melville  forthwith  would  have  discharged  his  cook. 
Indeed,  there  was  everything  that  wealth  without  taste  could 
give ;  and  Sir  Charles  Lingard,  who  in  his  time  had  eaten 
almost  every  conceivable  kind  of  dinner,  mentally  decided  that 
the  stockbroker's  ostentatious  dinner  was  the  worst  he  knew. 
Possibly,  however,  his  judgment  was  influenced  by  the  absence 
of  Mrs.  Melville.  Mrs.  Walford,  one  of  those  frigid  people 
who  ought  to  be  old  maids  by  special  ordinance,  was  not  at 
all  in  Sir  Charles  Lingard's  way.  With  Walford  himself  he 
had  nothing  in  common,  and  Melville  was  obviously  distrait, 
which  was,  of  course,  no  wonder,  considering  his  wife's  sadden 
illness.  Sir  Charles  wished  several  times  that  he  had  forgotten 
his  engagement,  and  gone  with  the  black-eyed  Mrs.  Maitland 
to  the  Duchess  of  Merioneth's  ball.  He  was  quite  angry  with 
this  stockbroker  for  giving  him  a  badly-arranged  dinner, 
costly  wines,  stupidly  served,  and  no  flirtation. 

It  may  bi;  imagined  that  this  dinner-party  ended  at  an 
early  hour.  Melville  was  evidently  very  anxious  about  his 
wife's  health.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Walford,  who  had  only  a  short 
drive  to  their  own  residence,  went  away  before  coffee  was 
served.  So  also  would  Sir  Charles  have  done,  but  there  was 
no  train,  and  his  host,  full  of  apologies  for  the  ill-fortune  of 
the  evening — apologies  which  Sir  Charles  thought  quite 
supererogatory — said  he  also  must  go  to  town,  to  bring  down 
his  wife's  special  medical  attendant. 

''  There  is  no  danger,"  said  Sir  Charles  Lingard,  '*  I  hope," 
as,  the  other  guests  having  left,  he  listened  to  Melville's  account 
of  his  wife's  health. 
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''O  no,  not  the  least/'  aaid  the  stockbroker.  ''But, 
you  know.  Sir  Charles,  ladies  have  ticklish  constitutions,  and 
it  is  not  every  doctor  understands  them.  Now,  Dr.  Grove 
knows  my  wife's  constitution  perfectly,  so  I  am  going  to  fetch 
him.  Ha  !  I  hear  the  carriage ;  it  is  only  ten  minutes'  drive  to 
the  station.'' 

It  was  a  dull  drive  for  Sir  Charles  Idngard,  and  a  dull  ride 
with  the  stockbroker  to  Charing  Cross;  and  when,  having 
parted  from  Melville,  and  hailed  a  hansom  to  take  him  to  the 
Guards'  Club,  he  had  time  to  think,  his  immediate  reflection 
was — 

"  Catch  me  dining  with  a  stockbroker  again  I  " 

Meanwhile,  where  was  Melville?     He  had  kept  up  through 
the  evening  pretty  well,  although  he  was  in  a  state  of  utter 
bewilderment.    Mrs.  Melville's  illness  was  a  fiction,  a  myth.  * 
When  he  reached  home  and  went  upstairs,  he  found  a  note 
from  her  in  these  cool,  decided  words : — 

"To  Mr.  Melville,^!  can  endure  this  life  no  longer.  I 
leave  you,  and  will  endeavour  to  earn  my  own  living.  It  will 
be  useless  for  you  to  follow  me.  "  A.  M." 

Melville,  except  as  a  speculative  arithmetician,  was  a  dull 
fellow ;  but  this  little  note  hit  him  rather  hard,  and  made  him 
tihink  whether  he  had  always  behaved  as  he  ought  to  his  wife. 
This  problem  was  perplexing  him  all  through  the  dinner  which 
he  had  intended  to  be  so  brilliant  a  success,  and  which  turned 
out  so  wretched  a  failure.     Why  was  it  a  failure  ?     What  was 
his  dinner-table,  with  all  its  silver  and  glass,  all  its  culinary 
triumphs    and  floral  beauty,  without  the  blue  eyes  and  fair 
hair  and  pleasant  musical  voice  of  his  wife  ?   A  dull  fellow,  save 
in    stocks    and   shares,    Melville   was    awakened  as  by  an 
electric  shock  when  he  found  that  little  note  on   his  table. 
Only  his  natural  stolidity  prevented  his  breaking  down  alto- 
gether j  but  he  managed  to  sit  through  his  dinner,  and  to  tell 
a  calm  series  of  lies,  and  to  keep  his  sad  secret  from  his 
guests.    It  took  him  by  surprise  that  he  cared  a  whit  about 
Ws  wife's  leaving  him.     He  suddenly  discovered  how  much 
she  did  for  him.      Even  the  absolute  disappearance  of  her 
beauty,  which  had  been  his  property — and  he  was  a  man  who 
carefully  looked  after  his  property — ^hurt  him  more  than  he 
<^wiU  have  conceived.     The  patient  look  in  those  beautiful 
blue  eyes,  the  subdued  music  of  a  silver  voice  that  never  con- 
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tradicted  his  most  despotic  commands^  came  back  to  him  noiv^. 
There  is  reason  to  believe  that,  not  knowing  what  else  to  do, 
he  said  the  Lord's  Prayer  over  and  over  again  all  the  way  in 
the  hansom  from  Charing  Cross  to  Printing  House  Square. 

At  that  centre  of  journalism  he  gushed  into  two  advertise- 
ments.    One  was — 

"  A.M.  Pray  return  at  once.  Everything  shall  be  done 
to  make  you  happy. — Theophilus  M.'' 

The  other  described  a  young  lady  with  blue  eyes,  fair  hair,  tall 
flexible  figure,  etc.,  etc.;  linen  marked  *' A.  M. /'  and  offered 
one  hundred  pounds  reward  to  any  one  who  gave  accurate 
information  of  her  whereabouts. 

Having  arranged  this,  Mr.  Melville  took  a  bed  at  the 
Cannon  Street  Hotel,  whither  he  had  ordered  all  communi- 
cations to  be  sent.  The  beds  are  good  at  that  hostelry,  but 
the  softest  down  in  the  world  will  give  no  man  sleep  if  his 
conscience  runs  sharp  points  into  him.  Up  to  this  time  it 
seems  likely  that  Mr.  Melville  has  scarcely  suspected  the  ex- 
istence of  a  conscience  in  his  complex  constitution.  There  are 
many  people  in  the  same  category.  When  we  come  to  classify 
our  faculties,  we  have  special  pets.  The  fool  is  proud  of 
memory ;  the  poet  swears  by  imagination ;  the  logician  and 
mathematician  go  in  for  reason.  All  very  well,  useful  faculties 
every  one ;  but  conscience  is  greater  than  any.  Conscience  is 
the  voice  of  God  in  the  heart  of  man,  saying,  "  My  son,  forget 
not  my  law.'' 

Mr.  Melville  was  really  brought  to  book  by  this  incident. 
His  first  and  heaviest  idea  had  been  a  mixture  of  horror  and 
disgust  at  the  thought  of  any  publicity  attaching  to  his  private 
affairs.  The  Great  British  stockbroker  is  governed  by  subtle 
laws;  he  dare  not  wear  an  irregular  hat,  an  eccentric  coat, 
exceptional  trousers.  I  don't  know  why.  Men  who  bet  on 
race-courses  look  as  eccentric  as  they  possibly  can.  Least  of  all 
dared  he  have  a  wife  of  questionable  character  in  any  respect. 
The  stockbroker's  spouse,  like  our  dear  old  school  friend  Caius 
Julius  Caesar's,  must  be  above  all  imaginable  suspicion.  Mel- 
ville's earliest  feelings  had  run  in  this  groove;  but  very  soon 
he  was  touched  far  closer,  and  felt  that  all  the  Exchanges  in 
the  world  might  mark  him  as  a  black  sheep  if  only  his  wife 
would  return  to  him.  All  his  cruelty  came  back  upon  him  as  he 
sat,  sleepless,  in  his  room  at  the  hotel,  wondering  what  would 
be  the  upshot  of  the  affair ;  and  he  was  amazed  by  feeling 
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that  he  cared  nothing  about  what  the  world  might  say^  or  what 
that  microcosm^  the  Stock  Exchange^  might  say^  if  he  could . 
only  have  Annie  again.     Her  fair  form  haunted  the  room. 

Leaving  Mr.  Melville  to  his  sleepless  night  (well  deserved), 
let  us  return  to  the  Lindens,  and  try  to  delicately  ascertain 
how  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Maitland  has  passed  the  night. 
After  the  dear  Duchess's  ball,  imagine  how  she  slept  I  What 
was  Her  truant  husband  to  her  ?  She  dropped  myriad  fathoms 
deep  into  the  divine  abyss  of  sleep,  and  her  dreams  were  of 
handsome  partners  in  the  waltz,  of  hothouse  fruit,  of  frozen 
champagne. 

Her  maid  was  too  wise  to  disturb  her  slumbers,  and  it  was 
iuU  noon  when  she  emerged  from  dreamland  and  rang  her  bell. 
The  pleasant  adventures  of  yesterday  had  quite  put  out  of  her 
head  the  erratic  proceedings  of  her  husband,  and  her  first 
thoughts  were  of  refreshment  and  the  toilet.  The  answer  to 
her  bell  brought  her  maid  with  fragrant  chocolate  in  dainty 
china,  and  a  small  glass  of  pink  noyau  to  mingle  therewith. 

''  I  am  late,  Eose,'*  she  said.     "  Past  twelve,  I  see.    Are 
there  any  letters  ?  '^ 

*'No,  m'm.     There  are  some  for  master,  but  he  hasn't 


come  in.*' 


€€ 


Dear  me !  how  strange  !  He  has  been  induced  to  stay 
with  his  friends,  no  doubt.  It  is  fortunate  I  did  not  wait  for 
him.     I'll  dress  now.  Rose." 

''  If  you  please,  m'm,"  said  the  handmaid,  in  a  hesitating 
way,  '^  there's  a  strange  talk  in  Summerfield^  and  I  think  you 
ought  to  know." 

Rose  looked  so  very  much  in  earnest  that  Mrs.  Maitland 
grew  uneasy. 

''  Go  on,  child,"  she  said ;  "  what  is  it  ?  " 

*'  Why,  m'm,  you  know  servants  hear  all  sorts  of  things ; 
and  John,  he  was  at  the  '  Summerfield  Arms '  last  night,  where 
he  met  Mr.  Melville's  man — ^his  footman,  it  was — and  he  said 
that  his  missus  had  run  away  from  home — and,  begging  your 
pardon,   m'm,  he   said  they  thought  master  had  gone  with 

her." 

Thus  the  voluble  Rose.  Mrs.  Maitland  was  too  amazed  to 
speak.  What !  Her  quiet  and  rather  insipid  Arthur  running 
away  with  somebody  else's  wife.  It  would  make  her  almost 
respect  him.  But  had  he  not  said,  only  yesterday  morning,  that 
he  had  never  seen  Mrs.  Melville  close  ?    Perhaps  that  was  only 
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his  crafbiness.     But  no^  it  could  not  be ;  Arthur  Maitland  was 
too  great  a  milksop  to  play  the  rSle  of  Don  Juan. 

She  laughed^  to  her  maid's  surprise.  '^That's  the  very- 
last  thing  your  master  would  do,  Rose,''  she  said.  '^  I  don't 
believe  he  would  know  Mrs.  Melville  from  you.  Come,  dress 
me,  that's  a  good  girl.  I've  a  deal  to  do  to-day.  And  then 
you  can  find  out  all  about  Mrs.  Melville,  and  whether  she  lias 
really  run  away.     And  let  me  know  what  you  hear.'' 

Eose  obeyed.  Her  mistress's  direct  statement  of  opinion 
upset  the  theories  of  the  servants'  hall.  Moreover,  her  own 
experience  confirmed  Mrs.  Maitland's  judgment.  She  knew 
she  was  the  prettiest  girl  within  a  mile ;  yet  her  master  never 
seemed  to  see  her,  and  would  often  call  her  Mary — and  poor 
Mary  was  sadly  plain,  with  a  smallpox-ploughed  face. 

When  Mrs.  Maitland  descended  to  the  breakfast-room  she 
took  up  the  '^  Times."  Most  ladies  glance  at  the  Births, 
Marriages,  and  Deaths,  and  at  its  necur  neighbour  the  Agony 
Column.  I  suspect  many  of  the  advertisements  in  that  column 
are  mere  shams,  like  the  big  bottles  of  coloured  water  in  a 
druggist's  window.  But  I  have  read  some  in  cypher,  which 
obviously  meant  business  of  some  sort,  as,  indeed,  I  have 
proved.  On  this  occasion  Mrs.  Melville's  eye  was  at  once 
caught  by  the  ^^  A.M."  of  her  opposite  neighbour's  two  mys- 
terious advertisements,  and  she  speculated  in  a  mild  way  on 
what  could  have  induced  Mrs.  Melville  to  run  away.  She 
had  judged  Melville  to  be  a  very  disagreeable  person,  from 
tiie  glimpses  she  had  caught  of  him,  but  she  did  not  suppose 
for  a  moment  Mrs.  Melville  would  desert  her  husband  because 
he  was  disagreeable,  unless  she  had  a  suitable  companion.  Who 
was  that  companion  ?   Not  Arthur  Maitland,  she  felt  very  sure. 

Presently  Rose  entered  with  the  same  kind  of  gossip. 
Everybody  was  talking  of  it.  Everybody  was  sure  that  Mr.  Mait- 
land and  Mrs.  Melville  must  have  gone  off  together.  It  wasn't 
likely  they  would  both  happen  to  go  off  the  same  day  if  they 
hadn't  arranged  it  between  them.  Mr.  Melville  had  followed 
them  with  two  loaded  revolvers,  and  vowed  to  kill  Mr.  Maitland 
wherever  he  found  him. 

''This  is  very  provoking.  Rose,"  said  Mrs.  Maitland. 
"  1  know  perfectly  well  where  your  master  is  gone,  and  expect 
him  back  every  luoment.  Tell  anybody  who  talks  to  you  that 
this  is  all  nonsense.  I  am  sorry  for  poor  Mr.  Melville,  but  he 
does  not  look  a  pleasant  person  to  live  with." 
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She  rose  and  walked  to  the  bow  window  of  the  breakfSekst- 
room  just  in  time  to  see  a  cabriolet  stop  suddenly  at  the  garden 
gate.  It  was  drawn  by  a  noble  roan  horse ;  the  neatest  of 
tigers  jumped  from  the  step  behind  and  ran  to  his  head. 
From  the  cab  descended  Sir  Chai'les  Lingard;  a  tall  man^ 
elegant  yet  athletic^  w;th  a  Celtic  flexibility  that  showed  his 
mother's  Irish  bloody  while  the  rosy  tinge  in  his  cheek  was 
inherited  of  a  long  hue  of  English  squires,  who  loved  fresh  air 
and  po^  wine.  He  walked  with  a  gay  step  down  the  path, 
wkisthng  an  opera  air,  and  carrying  in  his  hand  a  Ught  cage 
containing  the  famous  birds  which  Mrs.  Maitland  had  promised 
to  accept.  He  wore  a  white  hat,  and  a  bright  blue  coat,  and 
was  one  of  the  very  few  men  who  can  appear  in  so  striking  a 
costume  without  looking  vulgar  or  grotesque. 

Mrs.  Maitland  was  charmed  to  see  the  birds,  and  still  more 
charmed  to  see  the  baronet.  But  of  course  she  soon  turned 
the  conversation  to  Mrs.  Melville,  commencing  by  asking  Sir 
Charles  how  he  liked  her. 

'^  I  did  not  see  her,''  he  said.  *^  She  was  ill.  The  affair 
was  atrociously  dull.  I  wished  a  thousand  times  I  had 
thrown  the  man  over,  and  got  a  few  waltzes  ynih  you  at  the 
Duchess's.'' 

"  Mrs.  Melville  has  run  away,"  she  said.  *'  She  had  gone, 
I  believe,  when  you  were  dining  there.  Look  at  these  adver- 
tisements." 

Sir  Charles  glanced  at  them. 

''  I'm  not  surprised  at  her  running  away  from  that  man, 
for  he's  a  terrific  bore.     But  with  whom  has  she  fled  ?  " 

'^  Nobody  about  here  can  guess,  but  no  doubt  her  husband 
knows.     His  most  intimate  friend,  probably." 

"  Very  good  !"  he  said,  with  a  laugh.  *'  Are  you  engaged 
this  afternoon  ?  I  am  going  to  Prince's  :  there's  a  Glouces- 
tershire cricket  match,  and  I  know  few  things  finer  than  to 
see  the  two  Graces  play.  Then  we  can  have  tea,  or  something 
that  we'll  call  tea,  under  the  trees.  Let  me  drive  you  there ; 
I  think  mine  is  the  lightest-hung  cab  in  London." 

Mrs.  Maitland  accepted,  and  was  in  a  few  minutes  whirling 
away  towards  Hans  Place,  behind  the  splendid  roan.  Sir 
Charles  talking  all  the  way  in  a  perfect  breeze  of  gaiety. 
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Marriages  are  made  in  heaven,'*  says  the  proverb ;  and, 
rightly  read,  this  adage  is  as  true  as  are  all  the  crystallized 
products  of  long  experience.  Marriages  are  made  in  heaven, 
because  any  union  of  man  and  woman  which  is  not  caused  by 
high  spiritual  motives,  and  designed  to  endure  through  all 
future  states  of  existence,  is  no  marriage  at  all,  but  a  poor 
sort  of  partnership,  wibh  very  limited  Uability.  Marriages  for 
money,  for  prettiness,  for  position,  are  of  the  earth,  earthy. 
Such  marriages  breed  monsters,  and  do  more  than  even  our 
blunders  in  religion  and  education  to  hinder  the  progress  of 
the  world's  greatest  race. 

Mr.  Melville,  some  three  years  before  the  time  when 
Summerfield  was  amazed  by  its  famous  and  unforgetable 
scandal,  was  down  in  the  west  of  England  on  a  visit  to  an  old 
finend. 

It  was  a  business  friendship :  Mr.  Badmore  was  the 
manager  of  a  branch  of  a  large  London  banking  company, 
and  had  employed  Mr.  Melville  both  for  his  clients  and  himself. 
Radmore,  a  widower,  with  no  child  but  his  daughter  Annie, 
lived  a  quiet  comfortable  life  in  the  house  which  the  bank 
provided  for  him,  and  received  the  homage  of  his  fellow- 
townsmea  for  leading  a  respectable  life,  and  always  paying  his 
way.  The  Bank  honoured  him,  and  his  native  town  honoured 
him ;  there  were  lots  of  young  fellows  anxious  to  make  love  to 
Annie,  who  was  full  of  beauty  and  intellect,  to  say  nothing  of 
the  money  her  father  must  have  saved ;  but  Annie  did  not 
cars  about  any  of  these  suitors,  and  seemed,  indeed,  never  to 
entertain  that  rosy  dream  which  comes  naturally  to  the  hearts 
of  maidens  in  the  beautiful  spring-tide  of  life.  She  had  been 
a  sprightly  girl,  and  somewhat  given  to  harmless  flirting,  till 
quite  lately ;  but  a  change  had  come  over  her,  and  she  grew 
melancholy,  and  her  rivals  in  the  country  town  laughed  and 
rejoiced,  and  suggested  that  she  was  crossed  in  love,  or  had 
turned  Methodist. 

Little  cared  poor  Annie  for  anything  that  might  be  said  of 
her.  She  was  bearing  a  terrible  burden,  alone.  One  night 
her  father  had  gone,  after  dinner,  as  was  often  his  custom,  to 
his  private  room ;  he  remained  so  much  longer  than  usual  that 
Annie  went  in  search  of  him.  When  she  opened  the  door, 
after  an  unanswered  knock,  she  saw  him  sitting  in  his  chair — 


THK    8UMMBB7IELD   lUBBOQLIO.  193 

liifl  eyes  wide  open^bnt  gazing  vacantly  into  space — ^books  and 
papers  on  the  table  before  him.  She  perceived  from  his 
g'la&sy  stare  that  he  was  not  awake,  but  was  going  through 
some  business  transactions  in  his  sleep.  His  words  horrified 
her. 

'^Yes/'  he  said,  putting  his  hand  heavily  on  a  ledger 
before  him,  ''  it  is  all  over ;  I  am  ruined.  I  am  a  felon ; 
Melville  can  transport  me.  Thousands !  Oh  I  don't  know 
how  many  thousands  !     Poor  Annie !  ^' 

Annie  crept  out  of  the  room,  and  waited,  listening,  in  the 
passage.  The  paroxysm  passed.  Her  father  awoke ;  gave  a 
shuddering  sigh ;  locked  his  books  away  in  a  safe ;  and  soon 
afterwards  joined  her  in  her  pretty  drawing-room,  where  the 
cosy  sofas  and  the  cool  water-colour  drawings  seemed  to  laugh 
away  all  thoughts  of  trouble.  Annie,  in  the  brief  time  which 
had  passed,  had  felt  terror,  contempt,  the  divine  pity  which  a 
good  girl  needs  must  feel  for  a  father  who  has  erred ;  and  the 
sad  words  of  the  tortured  sleeper,  ''  Poor  Annie !  *'  seemed 
engraven  on  her  heart.  She  kept  back  the  hysteric  tears  that 
seemed  too  strong  to  be  suppressed,  and  sang  to  Mr.  Radmore 
some  of  the  simple  Devon  ballads  he  loved. 

Ah,  but  how  miserable  was  she  from  that  time  !  She  dared 
not  say  a  word.  She  tried  to  maintain  the  semblance  of  her 
natural  gaiety,  and  her  father  was  too  troubled  to  note  that  it 
was  a  mere  mockery ;  but  the  boys  and  girls  of  the  town,  her 
suitors  and  her  rivals,  soon  saw  the  difference.  She  grew 
isolated.  Her  most  intimate  friend,  the  Mayor's  daughter, 
found  Annie  so  dull  that  she  seldom  went  to  see  her.  Ah, 
what  girlish  confidences  could  poor  Annie  exchange  with  her 
gay  little  friend  while  the  weight  of  her  father's  felony  lay 
heavy  on  her  heart  ?  The  young  midshipman  just  home  from 
the  Pacific,  who  had  cut  Annie's  name  with  his  clasp  knife  on 
every  tree  in  the  common  before  his  last  voyage,  now  missed 
the  merry  chaff  which  had  been  such  a  delicious  torment  to 
him.  Had  he  known,  the  gallant  young  sailor,  what  the  poor 
child  had  to  bear,  how  loyally  he  would  have  tried  to  help  her ! 

Annie  noticed  her  father  very  closely.  He  seemed  to  grow 
more  weary  and  haggard  every  day.  By-and-by,  however^ 
there  was  a  slight  reaction,  and  in  the  course  of  time  he  grew 
so  much  more  like  his  ancient  self,  that  Annie  began  to  hope — 
faintly,  yet  still  to  hope — that  he  might  be  conquering  his 
troubles.     GKrls,  happily  for  them,  do  not  know   that  some 
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troubles  are  unconqaerable  ;  that  sad  truth  is  a  part  of  the  better 
wisdom  of  womanhood. 

When  one  day  Mr.  Radmore  told  Annie,  quite  in  a  cheerftd 
way,  that  his  friend  Mr.  Melville  was  coming  to  spend  a  week 
or  two  with  him,  she  could  scarcely  help  starting  as  at  the 
'*  dreadful  name  of  Demogorgon.'*  "  Melville  can  transport 
me,^  she  had  heard  her  father  say,  in  the  truth  of  sleep  :  what 
could  this  man  want  here  ?  She  shuddered,  but  she  prepared. 
She  hoped  that  all  was  right.  She  asked  no  questions  about 
Melville,  having  a  presentiment  that  he  was  somewhat  of  the 
harpy  tribe.  When  he  did  arrive,  his  elegant  magnificence  did 
not  impress  her  as  perchance  it  ought.  There  was  something 
sinister  about  him,  which  made  her  pure  sweet  nature  curdle. 

Yet  she  became  Mrs.  Melville.  It  says  very  much  for  the 
clearness  of  Annie's  intellect  and  the  goodness  of  her  nature 
that  she  married  this  man  without  resistance.  But  since  she 
had  learnt  her  father's  disgrace  she  seemed  to  care  nothing 
for  Ufe ;  and,  when  her  father  laboured  to  make  her  under- 
stand that  for  her  to  marry  Melville  would  save  him  from 
nameless  and  unintelligible  troubles,  she,  knowing  only  too 
well  what  it  all  meant,  played  the  obedient  daughter  perfectly. 
Why  should  she  not  ?  could  she  let  her  father  pay  the  penalty 
of  his  misdeeds?  Could  she  ever  again  care  to  look  into 
honest  eyes,  like  those  of  that  young  middy  who  was  within 
an  ace  of  winning  her  heart,  and  who  had  never  committed  an 
embezzlement?  No;  Annie's  hopes  of  love  and  pleasure 
were  over,  and  she  might  as  well  do  the  best  she  could  for  her 
father.  To  see  Mr.  Melville  was  to  detest  him,  but  Annie  had 
made  up  her  mind  to  save  her  father,  and  she  consented  to 
the  marriage. 

A  grand  marriage  it  was.  I  do  not  think  any  town  ever 
turned  out  more  uproariously  to  celebrate  the  marriage  of  the 
only  daughter  of  its  most  honourable  man.  The  bridesmaids 
were  lovely  \  the  presents  were  wonderful ;  the  town  council 
gave  the  bride  (her  father  having  been  Mayor)  a  silver  cradle, 
while  the  great  London  bank  sent  the  daughter  of  its  trusted 
servant  an  oaken  casket  with  a  hundred  sovereigns  in  it. 
Never  was  there  such  bell-ringing ;  it  culminated  in  a  triple 
bob-major.  From  the  wedding  breakfkst  to  the  fireworks  all 
was  perfection. 

Yet  whoso  had  seen  Annie's  face  as  she  knelt  in  prayer 
that  night  at  a  sea- side  hotel — or  her  father's,  as  he  walked 
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wearily  up  to  his  bedroom,  where  he  did  not  dare  to  pray — 
might  well  have  doabted  whether  this  marriage  was  made  in 
heaven. 

Mr.  Melville  had  not  conducted  his  wooing  in  a  poetic,  nor 
indeed  in  a  sentimental  way;  he  had  poor  Badmore  on  his 
side,  and,  for  the  rest,  he  considered  his  own  superb  and 
generally  glossy  appearance  ought  to  delight  and  fascinate  any 
sensible  girl.  Poor  Annie,  having  made  up  her  mind  that  it 
was  her  duty  to  accept  this  man  for  her  unhappy  father's  sake^ 
perhaps  acted  so  as  to  make  him  believe  that  she  was  over- 
whelmed with  gratitude  by  his  condescension.  What  she 
suffered  none  can  know.  While  he  strutted  through  a  superb 
courtship,  with  the  sublime  air  of  the  dunghill-cock  about 
him  (a  grand  creature  when  no  game-cock  is  nigh),  she,  poor 
child,  did  her  best  to  endure  him,  and  remembered  all  through 
her  father's  fatal  trouble,  and  crushed  back  her  natural  re- 
pugnance to  this  hateful  marriage.  What  ought  she  to  have 
done?  It  is  a  question  for  the  casuist.  She  sacrificed  her- 
self; ought  she  rather  to  have  sacrificed  her  father  ? 

The  wedding  tour  came  to  an  end.     The  happy  couple 
^ved  at  Summerfield,  and  the  Elms  received  them.     Mrs. 
Melville  found  a  perfectly-appointed  household,  servants  admi- 
rably drilled,  rooms  furnished  to  the  height  of  unimaginative 
^ipholstery,  gardens  laid  out  in  the  most  popular  fashion.    The 
grass  was  almost  too  green,  the  geraniums  too  scarlet :  she 
would  have  liked  some  shade ;  but  the  elms,  designed  to  give 
the  house  a  name,  had  not  yet  grown  much  higher  than  herself. 
She  found  herself  in  the  position  rather  of  an  ornamental 
upper  servant  than  a  wife.     Mr.  Melville  went  to  town  daily, 
returning  to  dinner  ;  and  he  always  wanted  a  good  dinner,  and 
very  frequently  received  company.     He  cared  nothing  as  to 
what  he  spent  on  luxury  and  ostentation.     He  required  Annie 
te  drive  out  daily,  to  look  charming,  and  talk   gaily  to  his 
guests — in  fact,  to  advertise  his  opulence  and  felicity.     She 
^d  her  best,  with  a  perpetual  heartache.     Long  hours  there 
^ere  every  day  when  she  saw  nothing  of  her  husband,  but 
her  temperament  was  too  sensitive  to  allow  her  to  forget  her 
troubles  at  such  times. 

She  had  been  married  less  than  a  year  when  her  father 
ied.  It  was  found,  to  the  surprise  of  every  one  except  Mr. 
Melville,  that  his  affairs  were  inextricably  confused,  and  that 
he  had  used  Bank  money  for  his  own  purposes — how  much,  it 
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was  hard  to  say.  Mr.  Melville  was  equal  to  the  occasion^ 
having  foreseen  what  must  happen.  He  liberally  offered  the 
Bank  a  certain  sum  if  secresy  were  preserved,  urging  his 
desire  to  preserve  his  wife  from  any  public  disgrace ;  and  the 
Bank,  glad  to  get  a  small  dividend  on  the  loss,  readily  acceded. 
So  the  affair  was  hushed  up ;  but  Melville  could  not  help  tell- 
ing his  wife  what  sacrifices  he  had  been  obliged  to  make  to 
save  her  father^s  memory  from  disgrace.  Her  instinct  told 
her  that  there  was  something  wicked  and  wrong  in  this ;  but 
she  knew  nothing  of  the  mysteries  of  contango  and  back- 
wardation ;  she  could  not  guess  that  her  father  had  been  led 
into  time  bargains  by  this  plausible  Melville,  until  at  last  he 
had  been  obliged  to  use  money  not  his  own  in  order  to  escape 
exposure.  Although  Melville  could  not  refrain  from  talking 
to  his  wife  about  her  father^s  affairs  in  a  vein  of  mixed  boast- 
fulness  and  reproach,  he  was  prudent  enough  to  perceive  that 
she  could  not  endure  much  trouble  at  the  time.  So  he  took 
her  abroad  for  awhile ;  and  she,  having  a  true  touch  of  poetry 
in  her  nature,  which  the  drab  atmosphere  of  an  English 
country  town  had  but  faintly  developed,  found  amid  her 
melancholy  much  solace  in  the  beautiful  cities  of  Italy,  rich  in 
the  glories  of  art.  To  a  mourner,  a  calm  city  of  silent  picture- 
galleries  is  a  suitable  sojourn.  That  keen-eyed  prince  or  lovely 
lady  on  the  canvas  has  been  dust  for  ages  :  the  great  artist 
whoso  subtle  skill  produced  the  marvellous  portraiture  is  dust 
also:  but  there  stands  the  noble  figure,  by  magic  of  the 
painter^s  will,  a  tacit  testimony  to  the  immortality  of  the  spirit 
of  man. 

Annie  was  sorry  to  return,  though  she  returned  refreshed. 
Mr.  Melville  had,  in  his  own  judgment,  made  a  great  sacrifice 
for  her.  He  hated  these  dull  Italian  cities  and  everlasting 
pictures.  He  liked  the  life  of  the  Stock  Exchange.  Perchance 
it  may  seem  strange  that  Melville  felt  no  remorse  about  his 
conduct  to  poor  Eadmore ;  but  he  certainly  did  not.  He 
argued  that  Radmore  was  a  fool;  he  ought  to  have  known  his 
own  business  better ;  it  was  no  affair  of  his  (Melville^s)  to 
interfere  with  Radmore's  speculations.  Somebody  else  would 
have  plucked  him,  if  he  had  not.  I  doubt  whether  his  large 
share  in  causing  Radmore's  prolonged  misery  and  premature 
death  ever  gave  Melville  one  moment's  uneasiness. 

The  monotonous  life  at  the  Elms  went  on.     Annie  did  her 
utmost  to  satisfy  her  husband's  requirements.     It  was  rather 
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hard.  For  a  woman  of  sensitive  and  intelligent  mind  to  live 
with  a  man  whom  she  despises,  yet  who  expects  her  to  obey 
his  lightest  caprice,  is  terribly  trying.  Melville,  a  dull  fellow, 
could  not  see  what  anguish  his  stolid  cruelty  gave  to  his  wife  ; 
he  was  like  a  young  lout  who  has  caught  a  beautiful  butterfly, 
and  grips  its  feathered  wings  with  horn-skinned  fingers.  If 
they  had  been  married  under  other  circumstances,  the  man's 
innate  vulgarities  would  have  always  distressed  Annie,  an 
inborn  lady.  But  women  may  pardon  vulgarities :  brutalities 
they  never  pardon.  I  should  be  very  sorry  if  they  did. 
Women,  the  most  unselfish  of  creatures,  should  always  check 
the  natural  selfishness  of  men. 

Annie  found  the  dull  routine  of  her  life  intolerable.  She 
breakfasted,  saw  her  husband  ofi*  to  the  City,  conferred  with  the 
housekeeper,  took  solitary  luncheon,  drove  out  in  a  charming 
equipage,  came  back  to  dress  for  dinner.  She  was  expected  to 
look  pretty  and  talk  wittily.  She  did  look  pretty :  for  her 
forlorn  feeling  gave  her  soft  blue  eyes  a  strange  beauty,  and 
there  was  something  almost  awful  in  the  pathetic  sadness  of 
her  expression.  Yes,  and  she  could  talk  wittily :  but  it  was  a 
kind  of  biting  wit,  born  of  unutterable  weariness,  of  intense 
contempt  for  all  the  sordid  subjects  that  interested  her  husband 
*nd  his  guests.  / 

**  What  a  very  handsome  woman  the  Conntess  of  Clifton 
w ! "  said  a  young  stockbroker,  one  day.  "  I  think  she  is  far 
prettier  than  Marjory  Daw,  who  is  creating  such  o,  furore  at  the 
Bagatelle  just  now.'* 

The  remark  was  specially  addressed  to  Mrs.  Melville. 

"  I  know  neither  of  them,''  she  answered,  rather  languidly. 

'  But  I  suppose,  in  the  City,  countesses  are  at  a  premium 

ftnd  actresses  at  a  discount.     There  would  be  so  much  per 

<^nt.  between  them,  would  there  not  ?      I  believe,  in  the  City, 

^veu  religion  is  quoted — is  quoted  the  right  word,  Mr.  Sneyd  ? 

""-at  80  much  per  cent.     It  is  very  convenient,  I  should  think." 

But  these  cynicisms  were  only  symptoms  of  a  repressed 

r^hellion,  and  the  time  came  when  she  could  stand  it  no  longer, 

"^t  must  rush  away  from  the  hideous  monotonous  existence, 

this  dreary  dead  level  of  life.    Poor  little  Annie ! 

^p  ^^  ^^  ^P  #1* 

It  behoves  one  also  to  tell  how  the  Maitlands  came  together, 
-whur  Maitland,  a  good-looking  fair-haired  eiBTeminate  boy, 
^no  had  lost  his  father  when  quite  young,  and  been  subse- 
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quently  spoilt  by  a  very  silly  mother,  found  himself,  at  that 
mother^s  death,  the  possessor  of  about  two  hundred  a  year,  with 
no  systematic  education,  and  no  idea  as  to  a  career.  He  was 
twenty- two.  At  that  age  an  Englishman  of  ordinary  energy, 
with  enough  to  keep  him  in  steaks  and  ale,  would  have  at- 
tacked the  problem  of  life  with  thorough  resolve — would  likely 
enough  have  reached  the  Woolsack  or  the  Treasury  Bench. 
Arthur  Maitland  had  no  energy  :  he  was  a  creature  of  caprice 
and  impulse.  He  hated  work ;  he  liked  to  write  pretty  poems 
and  draw  pretty  sketches,  and  play  the  flute  or  the  violin.  He 
did  such  things  better  than  most  amateurs,  though  worse  than 
any  true  artist.     He  danced  delightfully. 

His  whole  life  had  been  spent  in  the  quaint  and  quiet  little 
Cornish  town  of  Camelot.  It  has  one  street,  through  whose 
gutters  run  silver  streams  from  the  hills  above.  Its  irregular 
comfortable  houses  have  trees  in  front  of  them,  and  vast  gardens 
behind.  It  is  close  to  the  sea,  but  lies  in  a  hollow,  so  that  the 
moor  must  be  climbed  to  reach  the  lonely  cliflF-summit,  and  to 
look  upon  the  waters  rich  with  Arthurean  legend:  but  on 
stormy  days  the  home-driven  sea-mews  scream  above  its  tran- 
quil streets,  and  eddy  around  the  noble  perpendicular  tower 
dedicated  to  St.  Michael  the  Archangel. 

Old  Mrs.  Maitland  spoilt  her  boy,  and  the  pretty  girls  of 
Camelot  helped.     They  are  a  gay  innocent  race,  the  Cornish 
maidens,  who  run  very  freely  into  flirtations.     Camelot  is  a 
dozen  miles  from  the  railway ;  etiquette  and  high  prices  have 
not  reached  it.     You  can  get  lobsters  for  sixpence  each,  and 
kisses  for  nothing.     Arthur  Maitland  was  the  only  presentable 
young  fellow  in  the  town;   the  others  were  heavy  plodding 
louts.     So  all  the  girls  of  Camelot  fell  in  love  with  him.    He 
reciprocated  as  well  as  he  could ;  he  wrote  verses  in  the  poet's 
comer  of  the  Royal  Cornwall  Oazeite  to  every  one  of  them  in 
turn,  till  the  sober  editor  hinted  that  A.  M.  had  too  much  of 
the  Don  Juan  about  him.     He  divided  himself  into  fragments 
at  dances  and  picnics. 

This  could  not  last,  of  course.  One  young  lady,  Jennifer 
Tregelles,  built  for  a  Cornish  wrestler,  except  for  her  sex, 
became  fonder  of  him  than  he  desired.  She  seemed  determined 
to  marry  him.  It  would  have  been  a  good  match  materially, 
for  she  was  the  only  child  of  the  proprietor  of  the  Camelot 
Brewery;  but  Arthur  Maitland  did  not  perceive  in  her  his 
poetic  ideal.     So,  as  he  could  not  go  anywhere  without  meeting 
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this  love-sick  maiden^  who  was  stoat  enough  to  have  known 
better,  he  resolved  to  take  flight.  Without  leaving  a  P.P.C.  card 
on  any  of  his  feminine  friends,  he  quietly  departed  one  morning 
and  went  to  Bath.  It  was  the  longest  journey  he  had  ever 
made  in  his  life. 

He  went  to  Bath  because,  when  he  attended  the  Camelot 

Grammar  School,  learning  as  little  as  possible,  he  had  formed 

a  great  friendship  with  a  schoolfellow  from  the  thermal  city, 

named  Edward  Everett.     Everett's  father  was  an  old-fashioned 

illiterate  lover  of  hterature,  deUghting  in  books  which  he  could 

not  understand,  in  antiquarian  problems  of  which  he  had  no 

elementary  knowledge.     He  had  made  Maitland's  acquaintance 

when  he  came  down  to  Camelot  to  see  his  son,  and  had  talked 

eloquently  of  the  delights  of  Bath  (where  in  those  days  the 

memory  of  Walter  Landor  and  William  Beckford  still  lived), 

and  had  said  how  glad  he  should  be  to  see  him  there.     Young 

Maitland  had  sense  enough  to  perceive  that  a  general  invitation 

of  this  kind  might  mean  nothing ;  so  instead  of  going  to  Mr. 

Everett's  house  when  he  reached  Bath,  he  told  the  flyman  to 

take  him  to  the  best  hotel.     Naturally,  he  was  driven  to  the 

York  House,  and  charged  treble  fare.     Naturally,  moreover, 

when  the    dinner-card  w£is   brought  him,   he  ordered  things 

with  ignorant  magnificence,  not  counting  the  cost.     The  result 

was  that  he  tasted  turtle  soup  for  the  first  time,  and  thought 

it  delicious. 

There  was  a  very  distinguished  lady  at  the  York  House  just 

then — ^the   Honourable  Mrs.  Coxe,  daughter  of  an  Irish  peer, 

and  widow  of  an  English  merchant — a  lady  with  some  ten  or 

twelve  thousand  a  year.     A  pretty  woman,  too,  dark,  quick, 

brilUant,  sympathetic — much  too  young  in  appearance  to  be  a 

widow.     A  curious  accident   brought  her  into    contact  with 

Arthur  Maitland.     He  was  going  to  his  room,  after  a  stroll 

through  Bath,  in  which  fire-girded  crescent  above  crescent 

seemed  in  strange   contrast  with  quiet   Camelot.     His  feet 

touched  something  on  the  carpet  of  the  corridor.     It  was  a 

*^®aatiful  Uttle  lady's  watch,  set  with  diamonds,  with  about  an 

^ch  of  chain  attached.     He  picked  it  up  and  took  it  to  his 

^om.    Next  morning,  when  he  came  down  to  breakfast,  he 

*»w  a  notice  posted  in  the  coffee-room,  concerning  the  loss  of 

the  watch,  so  he  handed  it  to  the  waiter. 

In  a  few  minutes  there  came  to  him  a  dainty  pink  note 
froxn  the  Honourable  Mrs,  Coxe,  asking  him  if  he  would  kindly 
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receive  her  thanks  in  person.  Would  he  come  to  her  rooms 
at  two  and  take  luncheon  ?  Arthur  Maitland  could  not  refuse 
such  an  offer;  he  went,  and  had  a  pleasant  tete-a-tete  over 
some  oyster  patties  and  champagne,  with  a  pine  and  some 
Maraschino  to  follow. 

"  I  am  going  on  to  Dawlish  to-morrow/'  she  said.  '^  Do 
you  know  Dawlish  ?  It  is  the  loveliest  village  in  the  world. 
Why  not  come  too  ?  You  have  nothing  to  do,  I  can  see.  I 
have  taken  a  house  there :  I  dare  say  there  is  room  in  it  for 
you;  but  that  would  make  people  talk  scandal.  Now  won't 
you  come  ? '' 

Arthur  Maitland  could  resist  anything  except  temptation. 
He  never  called  on  his  old  schoolfellow  Edward  Everett.  He 
travelled  with  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Coxe  next  morning  to 
Dawlish,  and  thought  himself  uncommonly  fortunate  in  being 
able  to  get  a  lodging  in  the  very  next  house  to  that  which  the 
lady  had  engaged.  What  would  Miss  Tregelles  and  the  other 
Camelot  girls  have  said  ? 

Laura  Coxe  in  a  dishevelled  state,  returning  from  her  ma- 
tutinal dip  under  those  red  Dawlish  Cliffs,  was  a  sight  to  see. 
Her  abundant  black  hair  flowed  down  to  her  tiny  waist.  She 
was  earlier  than  Maitland,  who  slept  rather  too  well;  and  was 
going  down  to  the  marble-sanded  beach,  as  she  came  back 
freshened  and  joyous. 

"  Ah,  you  are  lazy,"  she  laughed.  "  I  have  been  swimming. 
The  sea  is  lovely  to-day.  Come  in  and  breakfast  with  me ; 
you  shall  have  prawns  and  grapes,  and  a  glass  of  sparkling 
hock.     Will  you  ? '' 

She  gave  him  a  look  that  quite  settled  him.  Would  he? 
As  he  went  forward  to  his  bathing  machine  he  contrasted  this 
wonderful  sprightly  creature  with  the  rather  heavy  beauties  of 
Camelot.  She  differed  from  them  just  as  her  prawns  and 
grapes  and  hock  for  breakfast  differed  from  their  tea  and 
bacon  and  fried  potatoes  and  cabbage.  As  he  took  his  dip  he 
could  not  help  thinking  that  she  would  make  him  a  charming 
wife.  He  despised  money,  of  course ;  but  when  money  was 
united  with  beauty  and  wit,  he  might  be  persuaded  to 
accept  it. 

Now  Laura  Coxe  had  been  dreadfully  bored  by  her  late 
husband,  who  was  very  fond  of  her  in  a  selfish  way,  and  liked 
her  to  look  pretty,  but  who  expected  her  to  be  always  waiting 
upon  him.     He  knew  quite  well  she  had  married  him  for  his 
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money,  having  been  ordered  to  do  so  by  her  noble  parents  ; 
and  he  expected  his  money's  worth  in  abject  servility.  In- 
deed he  let  the  poor  girl  so  perfectly  understand  that  what 
money  he  left  her  (he  was  twice  her  age,  and  a  martyr  to 
gont)  would  depend  on  her  behaviour,  that  she  crashed  down 
her  desires  for  gaiety,  and  devoted  herself  to  him  with  inde- 
fatigable assiduity.  The  consequence  was  just  what  she  hoped, 
though  she  had  a  very  narrow  escape. 

When  he  died,  about  half-a-dozen  wills  were  found.  In 
one  he  had  left  her  a  hundred  a  year,  in  another  a  thousand  a 
year,  to  terminate  if  she  married  again.  The  last  but  one, 
written  a  month  before  his  death,  on  a  warm  summer  day, 
when  his  gout  had  just  lefb  him,  and  she  had  got  him  under  a 
great  plane  tree  in  the  garden,  and  set  a  table  with  huge 
strawberries  and  clotted  cream,  and  a  delicately  compounded 
claret-cup,  and  patiently  read  him  the  City  articles  of  three 
morning  papers  while  ho  enjoyed  these  luxuries,  left  her  every- 
thing unconditionally.  But  the  last,  dated  on  the  evening  of 
the  day  when  there  had  been  a  concurrence  of  disasters — 
somebody  had  broken  a  rare  China  cup,  and  one  of  the  horses 
had  gone  lame,  and  the  cooks  spoilt  a  curry,  and  a  bottle  of 
his  favourite  Lafitte  was  corked — that  last  will  left  her  a 
Ufe  interest  in  five  hundred  a  year,  with  the  cruel  restriction 
as  to  marrying  again.  Luckily  for  Laura,  a  sharp  twinge  of 
the  gout  had  come  on  before  he  could  finish  and  sign  it. 

So  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Coxe  was  free,  and  enjoyed  her 
fireedom  at  the  earliest  decorous  date.  She  sold  the  large  old- 
fashioned  square  house  at  Balham,  with  its  tree-shaded  lawns 
and  gardens,  because  she  wished  to  forget  her  life  there,  be- 
cause also  she  desired  to  wander.  She  had  endured  ten  years 
of  servitude,  and  now  she  meant  to  be  free. 

There  were  plenty  of  gay  fellows  about  town  who  willingly 
would  have  consoled  Laura  Cox/  But  she  was  a  shrewd  little 
woman,  and  was  quite  determined  not  to  marry  a  man  who 
would  spend  her  money  in  an  easy  way,  and  neglect  her  with 
©(|ual  facility.  She  had  seen  such  things.  So  she  refused 
Lord  Martingale,  one  of  the  fastest  men  in  London,  who  would 
have  got  rid  of  all  her  money  in  a  year  :  and  the  only  reason 
why  she  had  not  more  refusals  to  make  was  that  gentlemen 
adventurers  of  the  Martingale  class  saw  too  clearly  that  she 
was  not  to  be  taken  in. 

The  Hon.  Mrs.  Coxe  had,  like  the  poet,  a  vision  of  her 
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own.  She  wanted  to  marry  again,  of  course,  but  under  quite 
other  conditions.  If  she  could  only  meet  a  handsome  young 
fellow,  clever  but  inexperienced,  without  much  money,  she 
could  marry  and  educate  and  develop  him  as  it  were — make 
him  a  model  husband  in  every  way.  Why  should  not  a  clever 
woman  like  herself,  with  plenty  of  money,  have  her  own  way 
in  the  world,  and  possess  an  obedient  husband  ?  She  resolved 
to  look  out  for  the  kind  of  person  who  might  be  transformed 
into  such  a  rata  avis,  and  her  chance  encounter  with  Arthur 
Maitland  at  the  York  House,  made  her  think  she  had  found 
just  what  she  sought. 

The  days  at  Dawlish  were  pleasant.  Maitland,  a  mere  boy, 
with  an  excitable  fancy,  no  experience,  and  a  desultory  educa- 
tion, was  completely  at  the  widow's  mercy.  It  never  crossed 
his  mind  that  she  was  ten  years  older  than  he — her  girlish 
little  figure  and  merry  romping  ways  made  him  regard  her  as 
if  she  were  in  her  teens.  He  was  fascinated  and  bewildered 
by  what  he  thought  her  perfect  simplicity,  amid  the  luxury  of 
her  life.  She  was  to  him  like  a  fairy  princess,  whose  touch 
turns  pebbles  to  diamonds,  and  who  scrambles  the  diamonds 
to  the  crowd.  The  delicious  Devon  sea,  rippling  beneath  the 
softest  southern  air,  was  full  of  poetic  suggestion,  especially 
when  the  full  moon,  cool  in  a  sky  which  sunset  had  suffused 
with  coral  light,  cast  a  track  of  lucid  silver  for  leagues  along 
the  wave.  There  was  the  early  morning  dishabille ;  there  was 
the  lounging  breakfast,  which  always  had  some  new  delicacy 
— for  old  Coxe^s  epicurism  had  taught  Laura  how  to  please  the 
palate ;  there  was  a  sail  on  the  sea,  or  a  ride  into  the  beauti- 
ful country  around ;  and  there,  after  dinner,  a  lounge  under 
the  red  cliffs  in  the  twilight,  when  they  walked  hand  in  hand, 
and  romped  and  laughed  and  chattered  like  two  children. 

And  when,  one  delicious  evening,  she  sang  to  an  im- 
promptu melody  a  song  of  his  own,  the  young  poetaster  was 
finished.  I  can  give  the  words,  but  I  must  leave  to  the 
imagination  the  widow's  passionate  contralto,  and  the  fas- 
cinating magic  of  her  dew-touched  eyes. 

Light  on  the  sea,  bat  shadow  on  the  shore : 

O  what  is  that  strange  light 
Away  afar  upon  the  ocean«floor  ? 

Is  it  the  halo  bright 
Where  Yenos  rises  from  the  hyaline 

With  just  such  eyes  as  thine  ? 
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0  for  the  light  of  love  on  shore  and  sea, 
When  the  sweet  wave  shall  moan, 

dp  to  those  delicate  ankles  tripping  free, 
"  Take  her !  Thy  own !  Thy  own !  " 

When  every  breath  of  the  soft  South  shall  say, 
*'  Love  is  our  lord  this  day.'* 

Love  to  the  timid,  tremulous  heart  says,  "  Hush  !  *' 

Love  sheds  a  wondrous  gleam^ 
A  haze  of  happiness,  a  rosy  blush, 

Thou  darling  of  my  dream: 
0  let  it  be  this  very  summer  night 

We  bathe  in  Love's  own  light ! 

Yes,  that  finished  Arthur  Maitland. 

It  did  not  occur  to  him  that  she  was  playing  a  part  all  the 
time ;  it  did  not  occur  to  her  that  she  was  mistaken  in  so 
doing.  If  a  woman  shows  her  lover  only  the  fairest  side  of 
her  character  in  the  days  of  courtship,  she  will  suffer  for  it 
when,  after  marriage,  he  discovers  what  she  is.  Of  course  no 
woman  who  is  in  earaest,  and  actually  loves  a  man,  can  con- 
ceal from  him  any  part  of  herself.  She  is  forced,  by  the 
omnipotence  of  love,  to  lay  the  depths  of  her  spirit  naked 
before  bim.  He  must  know  the  worst  of  her  as  well  as  the 
hest ;  must  enter  into  the  secrets  of  her  heart.  Men,  when 
thoroughly  in  love,  are  just  the  opposite,  and  play  the  heroic, 
and  keep  all  their  weaknesses  carefully  out  of  sight.  But  a 
woman  in  love  bares  her  heart  to  her  lover,  whereas  Laura 
Coxe,  not  being  in  love,  or  indeed  capable  thereof,  acted  her 
part  to  perfection,  and  made  Arthur  Maitland  think  her  an 
angel. 

They  had  dined  together  one  September  day,  as  indeed 
they  did  all  days.  Why  should  they  not  ?  The  seaside  has 
its  own  ethics — people  live,  dress,  dine  as  they  will — if  any- 
1oody  talks  scandal,  well-paid  landladies  severely  rebuke 
them.  Perhaps  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Coxe's  servants — a  man  and 
two  maids  formed  her  modest  travelling  establishment — had 
their  little  laugh  now  and  then  ;•  but  the  titter  did  not  reach 
Laura's  ears.  This  night  the  champagne  poured  by  that  quiet 
Dian-servant  had  been  very  dry  and  cool,  and  Arthur  Maitland 
liad  taken  enough  to  fill  him  with  joyous  imaginings.  They 
talked  from  the  open  windows  to  the  lawn,  from  the  lawn  to 
the  sand.  The  moon  was  radiant.  A  turn  took  them  away 
from  Dawlish  lights,  under  a  sombr*  sandstone  cliff.     They 
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stood  hand  in  hand,  Ustening  to  the  crisp  ripple  of  the  rising 
tide,  and  the  half-moumful  undertone  of  the  deeper  waves — 
as  when,  amid  light  laughter,  the  heart  of  man  can  scarce 
suppress  a  heavy  sigh. 

'•  I  wish  we  could  always  live  like  this,''  said  Arthur  Mait- 
land,  looking  into  Laura's  eyes,  that  sparkled  like  dark  emeralds 
in  the  moonlight,  which  seemed  to  find  a  green  tinge  in  their 
sable  depths. 

''  Why  should  we  not  ?  "  she  said,  pressing  his  hand. 

"  Shall  we  ?  "  he  said  eagerly,  almost  fiercely.  ''  Is  it 
true  ?     May  I  have  you  for  my  own,  Laura  ?  " 

She  answered  only  with  a  look.  He  kissed  her.  It  was  the 
first  time,  all  through  those  weeks  of  seaside  wandering. 

Yet  the  marriage  that  ensued  was  not  made  in  heaven,  'tis 
certain. 


III. 

When  Arthur  Maitland  walked  away  from  his  luxurious  home 
that  morning,  a  short  time  after  his  wife's  departure  to  do  her 
shopping,  he  had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  disappearing.  It 
was  a  lovely  morning ;  he  would  have  liked  a  pleasant  walk, 
or  to  lounge  over  what  Leigh  Hunt  used  to  call  a  parlour- 
window  book.  He  was  not  a  wise  young  man,  but  his  instincts 
were  true;  and  he  did  not  care  twopence  for  being  among  the 
happy  crowd  whom  the  Prince  and  Princess  entertained 
at  Chiswick,  or  for  showing  himself  at  the  Duchess  of 
Merioneth's.  With  a  sound  instinct,  Maitland's  will  was  weak. 
He  wanted  a  mental  tonic.  Questionless,  his  instinct  was  very 
much  at  fault  when,  under  the  red  DawUsh  cliffs,  he  gave  the 
pretty  widow  that. first  kiss.  He  soon  found  that  Laura  after 
marriage  was  very  wonderfully  different  from  Laura  before.  She 
had  ample  strength  of  will,  and  showed  it  by  reducing  him  to 
slavery.  He  was  obliged  to  go  with  her  to  places  he  detested. 
Now  and  then  he  recalcitrated,  and  went  off"  to  read  at  the 
Museum,  or  to  dine  with  a  friend  at  the  '^  Cock ;"  but  she  was  far 
too  much  for  him  in  the  long  run,  and  he  grew  very  weary  of 
the  monotonous  gaiety  in  which  she  rejoiced. 

This  morning,  wandering  out  to  dissipate  his  feeling  of 
boredom,  he  came  to  the  Summerfield  railway  station  just  as  a 
train  to  Charing  Cross  was  due.     An  acquaintance  was  on  the 
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platform — the  secretary  of  a  Pall  Mall  Club,  who  always  had 
plenty  of  literary  gossip.  They  were  in  the  middle  of  a  most 
interesting  bit  of  anecdotage  when  the  train  came  up,  and 
Maitland  got  into  the  carriage  with  his  friend  to  hear  the  end 
of  a  piqaant  story.  Two  anonymous  novelists  had  quarrelled 
on  a  question  of  plagiary,  and  when  one  challenged  the  other 
to  fight  a  duel,  it  transpired,  not  only  that  they  were  both 
women^  but  that  one  was  a  schoolgirl,  and  the  other  mistress 
of  the  seminary  in  which  she  studied  ''  MangnalPs  Questions  '* 
and  wrote  surreptitious  stories. 

"  That  young  lady  will  get  sharp  punishment,'^  said  the 
secretary,  a  broad-shouldered  man  of  five  feet  eio^ht,  with  a 
leonine  head  and  shaggy  eyebrows.  ''  She  deserves  it,  for  that 
niatter;  so  does  her  mistress.  I  don't  know  which  writes  the 
greatest  nonsense.'^ 

''  I  have  never  tried  either,'^  said  Maitland.  "Modern  novels 
are  to  me  abominably  absurd,  turning  on  grotesque  character 
and  impossible  incident.     They  are  unpoetic.'^ 

The  secretary  subsided  into  his  Times,  Arthur  Maitland 
occupied  himself  with  watching  the  only  other  occupant  of  the 
carriage — a  lady  deeply  veiled,  graceful  in  form,  who  did  not 
perceptibly  move,  yet  in  the  tension  of  whose  figure,  in  the 
close  grip  of  whose  gloved  hand,  there  was  indication  of  des- 
perate resolve.  While  the  secretary  buried  himself  in  a  leading 
article,  Arthur  Maitland  watched  this  woman.  She  seemed  to 
magnetize  him.  There  was  something,  he  fancied,  familiar  in 
her  appearance,  while  he  could  clearly  divine  that  she  was 
suffering  some  great  trouble.  At  Charing  Cross,  Arthur 
Maitland,  acting  on  impulse,  forgetting  his  wife,  and  the  Prince 
of  Wales,  and  the  Duchess  of  Merioneth,  rudely  neglecting  his 
friend  the  secretary,  thought  of  nothing  but  the  veiled  lady, 
and  where  she  was  going.  She  called  ^  cab.  She  said, 
''  Paddington.'^     Maitland  drove  thither  in  a  hansom. 

There  is  a  quiet  old-fashioned  town  on  the  Great  Western 
Bailway,  with  picturesque  surroundings,  which  has  not  yet 
been  vulgarized  by  the  destructive  tide  of  popularity.  To 
naxne  it  here  would  be  unjust  and  cruel  to  its  tranquil  in- 
habitants, so  I  prefer  to  call  it  Oaktown,  from  the  grand  oaks 
^hich  grow  in  the  neighbourhood.  It  is  delightfully  situated, 
^th  a  noble  river  close  by ;  but  fashion  has  not  found  it  out, 
and  it  is  as  quiet  at  noon  as  Pompeii  at  midnight.  To 
Oaktown  the  veiled    lady  took  a  ticket.      Arthur  Maitland, 
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observing  this,  did  likewise,  but  was  careful  not  to  enter  the 
same  carriage  with  her.  He  was  quite  alone  in  his  compart- 
ment, and,  as  a  train  that  stopped  seldom  whirled  him  toward 
Oaktown,  he  fell  into  a  reverie,  and  wondered  what  Laura 
would  think  of  his  absence,  and  whether  she  would  go  to 
Chiswick  and  the  Duchess's.  He  was  young,  and  unaware 
that  women  are  never  inconsolable.  He  had  not  yet  heard  of 
Sir  Charles  Lingard. 

The  High  Street  of  Oaktown  has  two  principal  inns,  which 
stand  opposite  each  other.  The  "  Dolphin '^  is  blue  (not  in 
colour,  but  in  politics),  and  the  "Woolpack^^  is  yellow.  The 
worthy  folk,  tradesmen  and  farmers,  who  frequent  these  rival 
hostelries,  and  glare  at  each  other  across  the  narrow  street, 
attach  no  actual  political  meaning  to  these  phrases.  The 
terms  Tory  and  Whig,  or  Conservative  and  Liberal,  divisions 
old  as  the  human  race,  and  signifying  an  irreconcilable  dis- 
tinction of  character,  are  to  them  mere  emblems,  indicating 
somebody  or  other  for  whom  it  is  their  duty  to  vote.  This 
does  not  prevent  their  arguing  very  loudly  and  continuously. 

Chance  took  the  veiled  lady  to  the  "  Woolpack,''  the 
yellow  house.  Maitland  went  to  the  '^Dolphin.''  He  was 
under  the  disadvantage  of  having  no  luggage,  which  used  in 
old  days,  before  travellers  became  eccentric,  greatly  to  trouble 
the  country  innkeeper.  However,  he  looked  a  gentleman, 
and  prefaced  his  requirement  of  a  bed  by  changing  a  five- 
pound  note  for  some  slight  refreshment,  and  so  he  was 
accepted  by  the  worthy  landlord  of  the  blue  inn,  and  by  the 
buxom  barmaid,  who  was  the  landlord's  daughter.  Old  Jeflford, 
the  host,  was  a  well-saturated  widower,  who  would  have  emitted 
infinite  alcohol  if  put  in  a  retort  and  distilled.  His  daughter 
Hebe  (I  wonder  how  she  got  the  name)  was  a  stout  girl,  not 
altogether  ugly  or  disagreeable,  but  spoilt  by  vulgarity  and 
inquisitiveness. 

There  was  nobody  in  the  "  Dolphin ''  cofiee-room  that 
night,  so  Arthur  Maitland  sat  in  the  bar,  and  heard  long 
screeds  of  local  Toryism  from  the  wisest  men  of  the  place, 
and  was  slightly  amused  with  Miss  Jefford's  impertinences. 
He  had  suddenly  isolated  himself  in  pursuit  of  a  will-o'-the- 
wisp.  Though  my  readers  guess  it,  he  did  not,  that  the 
Veiled  lady  was  his  opposite  neighbour  at  Summerfield.  He 
was  magnetized  by  a  mystery.  He  wanted  the  morning  to 
come,  that  he  might  see  what  his  mystery  would  do  next. 
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He  was  subjected,  as  he  sat  in  the  bar,  after  the  ordinary 
frequenters  had  departed,  to  a  kind  of  clumsy  flirtation  on  the 
part  of  Miss  Jefford.  She  insisted  on  sharing  what  he  drank, 
and  she  stole  his  pocket-handkerchief.  He  did  not  respond, 
and  she  grew  angry.  She  was  just  one  of  those  honest  dull 
creatures  who  like  a  romp,  and  whose  intellects  are  at  about 
the  heifer  level.  Arthur  Maitland  was  glad  to  go  to  his 
room;  when  he  got  there  he  wrote  a  note  to  his  wife,  saying— 

''  Dear  Laura, — ^You  know  how  fond  I  am  of  archaeology 
and  palaeontology.  I  have  come  here  in  a  great  hurry,  in 
consequence  of  an  important  discovery  that  has  been  made. 
It  is  almost  certain  that  the  body  of  King  Arthur  (Tennyson's 
fiiend,  you  know)  has  been  found  here,  and  that  he  had  red 
hair.  I  hope  the  Prince  and  the  Duchess  were  not  grieved  at 
my  absence,  but  the  claims  of  science  are  paramount.  Perhaps 
you  would  like  to  join  me  here ;  if  so,  bring  me  some  clean 
linen.  "  Arthur  Maitland. 

"  Dolphin  Hotel,  OaktowD.*' 

When  he  awoke  next  morning  his  first  thought  was  of  the 
veiled  lady;  his  second  of  breakfast.  He  reconnoitred  the 
"  Woolpack  '^  at  an  early  hour,  with  no  success.  The  coffee-room 
in  which  he  breakfasted  had  windows  overlooking  the  street  : 
and  as  he  devoured  the  inevitable  ham  and  eggs  of  the  country 
inn,  he  kept  his  eye  on  the  rival  establishment  across  the  way, 
wondering  when  the  veiled  lady  would  make  an  appearance. 
He  was  the  only  person  using  the  coffee-room :  there  was  a 
commercial  room  on  the  other  side  of  the  passage  where  the 
gentlemen  of  the  road  and  rail  held  their  exclusive  banquets. 

Still,  Arthur  Maitland  was  not  alone ;  the  waiter,  Richard 
by  name,  a  little  bald-headed  sandy- whiskered  man,  was  assi- 
duous in  his  attempts  to  amuse  him. 

"  'Ope  the  coffee  has  a  strong  haroma,  sir,''  he  said.  "  I 
halwaya  make  it — leastways  for  gentlemen — grind  it  myself, 
half  Mocha  and  half  Jamaica.  That's  the  proper  way.  And 
the  heggs  ought  to  be  fresh,  for  we  keeps  lots  of  n's,  but  I 
don't  know  why,  country  heggs  is  often  stale.  I'm  a  Londoner, 
sir;  the  poor  hignorant  people  down  here  call  me  a  Cockney  : 
but  lor  bless  you,  if  you've  once  been  in  the  sound  of  Bow  Bells, 
you  know  more  than  these  poor  benighted  creatures  can  ever 
learn.  I  defy  any  man  to  learn  to  wait,  out  of  London  :  and 
waiting  is  a  great  hart,  a  greater  hart  than  painting  in  my 
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Arthur  Maitland,  tired  already  of  waiting  for  his  mysterious 
lady^  quite  agreed  with  him.  Richard^  when  he  had  finished 
one  of  his  harangues,  did  not  stay  for  a  reply,  but  whisked  out 
of  the  room  rather  like  a  harlequin,  to  look  after  his  "  gents  ^' 
in  the  commercial  room.  He  was  back  again  with  startling 
rapidity,  voluble  as  ever,  with  a  plate  of  watercress  in  one 
hand,  and  a  box  of  sardines  in  the  other. 

"  Cress  from  the  brook  and  fish  from  the  sea,  sir.  I  wish 
I  could  get  you  greater  variety.  I  was  a  waiter  at  Long^s  once, 
sir,  and  oh  what  breakfasts  them  gents  did  have  !  Bee-u-tifid  ! 
But  there  was  always  beer,  and  mostly  wine.  Now  you,  sir, 
being  a  London  gent,  perhaps  would  like  a  tankard  of  our 
bitter.  We  draws  Hallsop :  the  yellow  ^ouse  opposite  may  get 
people  to  drink  their  Bass  if  iihey  can.^^ 

Arthur  could  scarcely  refuse  to  taste  the  ale  of  the  great 
Tory  brewer,  thus  recommended ;  so  he  ordered  a  tankard,  and 
asked  Richard,  when  he  brought  it,  whether  there  was  anything 
to  be  seen  in  the  town. 

"  Not  much,  sir,^^  quoth  the  waiter ;  "  decidedly,  not  much. 
There  are  a  few  old  stones  on  the  top  of  a  'ill  which  we  call  a 
castle,  and  there  is  a  deep  ^ole  down  by  the  racecourse  where 
you  drop  in  stoi^es  and  don't  hear  any  noise  for  ten  minutes, 
and  then  there's  a  sound  like  thunder.  But  most  of  the  gents 
as  come  here,  sir,  go  on  the  river  hall  day,  and  want  a  jolly  good 
dinner  afterwards.  Which  is  good  for  trade,  you  see,''  con- 
tinued Richard,  rubbing  together  his  plump  white  hands. 

Arthur  Maitland  went  out  into  the  High  Street.  How  still 
it  was  for  an  inhabited  town  !  Butchers'  carts  clattered  along 
now  and  then ;  a  policeman  leaned  against  a  railing ;  it  was 
quite  a  relief  when  noon  came,  and  the  grammar-school  let  out 
a  hundred  flat-capped  boys,  eager  to  rush  from  As  in  prcesenii 
to  beef  and  mutton  infuturo,  A  few  demure  schoolgirls  also 
turned  out  at  about  the  same  time,  and,  although  just  as  glad 
to  escape  and  as  hungry  for  pudding,  did  not  betray  it  by  their 
haste. 

To  go  down  to  the  river  and  row  would  have  been  a  wise 
course  for  Maitland :  to  go  straight  home  and  appease  his  wife 
a  still  wiser.  But  he  had  set  his  heart  on  discovering  who 
this  veiled  lady  might  be ;  and  so,  to  the  perpetual  amazement 
of  inquisitive  Richard,  he  walked  up  and  down  High  Street 
like  a  sentry^  smoking  all  the  while.  What  could  be  his  little 
game  ?  thought  the  inquiring  waiter. 
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It  is  said  that  everything  comes  to  the  man  who  waits. 
At  about  two  in  the  afternoon  Maitland  saw  the  lady  with 
whom  he  had  travelled,  come  slowly,  and  with  apparent  dif- 
ficulty, down  the  steps  of  the  ''  Woolpack/'  She  stood  on  the 
pavement,  one  hand  upon  the  iron  railing,  as  if  uncertain 
whither  to  go.  A  waiter  who  had  opened  the  door  for  her 
looked  down  with  a  kind  of  contemptuous  indiflference.  Mait- 
land walked  across  the  road,  and  said  to  this  waiter  (a  very 
different  animal  from  the  inquisitive  Bichard) — 
"  Is  the  lady  ill  ?  " 

She  was  still  supporting  herself  by  the  rail. 
"  Oh !  I  don^t  know,'^  said  this  supercilious  fellow.     '^  She 
talks  Hke  a  lunatic.     Master  can't  have  people  here  that  are 
oat  of  their  mind,  and  so  he  said  she  must  go.     That's  all  I 
know  about  it.'' 

^'  You  are  a  brute,  and  so  is  your  master,"  said  Maitland, 
fiercely. 

He  went  at  once  to  the  poor  creature,  induced  her  to  take 
his  arm,  and  led  her  across  to  the  ''  Dolphin,"  whence  his  pro- 
ceedings had  been  eagerly  watched  by  the  inteUigent  Eichard. 
He  took  her  into  the  parlour,  where  the  landlord  and  his 
daughter  were,  and  said,  in  a  low  firm  voice-:- 

"  This  lady,  whom  I  don't  know,  has  just  been  turned  out 
of  the  '  Woolpack'  because  she  is  ill.  You  will  take  charge  of 
her.  Miss  Jefford,  I  am  sure.  I  will  pay  any  expenses  till  we 
find  out  who  she  is.  Those  people  across  the  way  are 
wretches." 

The  landlord  of  the  blue  house  saw  a  fine  chance  of 
injuring  the  yellow  house.  Hebe  Jefford,  with  more  kindness 
than  you  could  have  anticipated — but  in  womanhood's  most 
nndeveloped  forms  kindness  is  latent — took  charge  of  the 
lady,  and,  with  the  aid  of  a  chambermaid,  led  her  to  a  sleep- 
ing-room. Maitland  had  scarcely  looked  at  her  all  this  while ; 
but,  when  her  bonnet  and  veil  were  removed,  he  recognized 
his  opposite  neighbour  at  Summerfield,  and  was  strangely 
startled. 

"  She  is  very  ill,  I  think,"  he  said  to  the  landlord.  '^Better 
send  for  a  doctor  at  once.  I  will  be  responsible  for  all  ex- 
penses." 

"  You're  a  good  Samaritan,  sir,  and  my  daughter  is  a  little 
fooL    Pll  send  for  Dr.  Bridge." 

Maitland  heard  Jefford's  statement  that  his  daughter  wa^ 
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a  little  fool^  but  failed  to  see  any  connection,  and  was  too 
mncli  interested  in  his  discovery  that  this  unfortonate  lady  was 
Mrs.  Melville  to  think  twice  about  it.  But  Hebe's  foolishness, 
which  her  father  did  not  explain  to  Maitland,  must  be  explained 
here.  When  the  IHmes  arrived  that  morning,  she  looked 
at  once  (like  all  well-conducted  young  persons)  at  the  agony 
column,  or  comedy  column,  or  whatever  else  you  please  to  caU 
it,  and  she  made  up  her  mind^  and  contrived  to  persuade  her 
father^  that  their  unknown  guest  was  the  "A.  M."  of  Mr. 
Melville's  advertisement.  Arthur  Maitland's  unrazored  chin 
was  smooth  as  Hebe's ;  he  declined  to  flirt  with  Hebe ;  and 
was  not  his  handkerchief  of  the  finest  cambric,  marked 
"  A.  M."  in  the  most  elegant  fashion  ?  Hebe  and  her  heavy 
father  considered  these  signs  conclusive,  and  a  telegram  was 
sent  to  Mr.  Melville,  informing  him  that  the  young  lady  with 
blue  eyes,  fair  hair,  tall  flexible  figure,  etc.,  etc.,  linen  marked 
'^  A.  M.,"  was  at  the  Dolphin  Hotel,  Oaktown,  in  male  dis- 
guise I  But,  when  old  Jefford  saw  the  prompt  and  manly  way 
in  which  the  said  '^  A.  M."  dealt  with  a  difficulty,  he  perceived 
dearly  that  he  had  allowed  his  daughter  to  do  a  very  foolish 
thing. 

Mr.  Melville  received  this  telegram,  and  it  changed  his 
mood  from  pity  to  anger.  Hitherto  he  had  been  blaming 
himself  not  unjustly;  but  when  he  imagined  his  wife 
masquerading  in  male  attire,  he  grew  desperately  indignant. 
He  felt  disinclined  to  follow  her.  It  happened  that  there  was 
some  important  business  to  be  done  in  the  City,  a  few  thou- 
sands to  be  made  in  a  few  minutes,  so  Melville  crumpled  the 
telegram  in  his  pocket,  and  went  to  his  office.  All  through 
his  day's  work,  it  must  be  acknowledged,  the  thought  of  Annie 
was  with  him ;  even  when,  with  two  or  three  civic  epicures,  he 
sat  down  to  turtle  and  milk  punch  at  Painter's,  he  could  not 
'^  let  her  slide  "  as  the  Americans  say.  He  kept  thinking  to 
himself  that  he  despised  her,  but  he  missed  her  all  the  same. 
He  had  made  a  great  coup  that  day,  and  had  eaten  a  good 
dinner,  but  he  walked  back  to  Cannon  Street  in  a  very  moody 
state  of  mind.  He  was  dissatisfied  with  himself.  He  knew 
that  his  despotic  ways  had  driven  Annie  to  this  extremity. 
He  slept  very  badly  that  night,  and  made  up  his  mind  to  go 
down  to  Oaktown  as  early  as  possible.  It  could  not  be  very 
early,  for  he  had  appointed  twelve  to  settle  a  time-bargain  that 
would  infallibly  bring  him  large  profits. 
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When  the  Honoarable  Mrs.  Maitland  missed  her  husband 
for  so  long  a  time^  she  grew  a  Httle  uneasy — not  very,  for 
Laura  Maitland  was  as  cool  as  ice.  When  his  letter  reached 
her  she  saw  it  was  a  hoax,  for  though  properly  ignorant  of 
archsBology  and  paleontology,  she  felt  certain  that  Tennyson's 
King  Arthur  would  not  turn  up  in  a  midland  county. 

She  did  not  read  her  husband's  off-hand  note  till  about 
eleven  o'clock,  when  she  languidly  opened  a  small  heap  of 
missives,  mostly  pleasant  (since  she  paid  her  bills  punctuadly), 
but  none  intensely  exciting.     There  was  this  from  Arthur. 

"  What  a  wild  boy  he  is !  *'  she  said.  ''  I  think  he  is 
improving.  There  can^t  be  a  lady  in  the  case,  or  he  would  not 
ask  me  to  join  him,  knowing  that  I  have  such  lots  of  engage- 
ments.    Ah  !  but  is  that  a  blind  ?  '' 

After  a  little  reflection  on  this  critical  point  she  opened 

other  notes,  whereof  one  was  from  Sir  Charles  Lingard,  who 

proposed  to  call  at  twelve  and  drive  her  to  Hurlingham.     An 

umnediate  idea  occurred  to  her.     Sir   Charles   should   come 

with  her  to  Ockktown.     She  knew  he  would  do  anything  to 

please  her.     She  rang  for  her  jille  de  chambre,  and  got  herself 

^^essed  (and  delightfully  dressed,  too)  in  double  quick  time. 

Came  Sir  Charles  in   his  cabriolet,   an  easy  man  of  the 

world,  with  not  a  particle  of  harm  in  him.     When  Sir  Charles 

^k  a  fancy  to  a  married  lady,  it  was  simply  as  a  pleasant 

companion ;  he  would  have  liked  clever  unmarried  ladies  just 

as  well,  if  they  would  not  fancy  that  he  was  making  serious 

love  to  them.     Sir  Charles  Lingard  delighted  in  ladies^  society, 

out  was  obstinately  unmarriageable.     '^  Ladies,  yes,  as  many 

w  you  please,''  he  was  wont  to  say ;  '*  but  not  one  lady  only. 

I  am  too  great  an  admirer  of  the  beautiful  sex  to  insult  them 

by  choosing  one  particular  lady.''     He   kept    loyally  to  his 

principles,  and  was  the  best  received  ladies'  man  in  London. 

•Prom  the  Duchess  of  Merioneth  to  Miss  Alethea  Fretful,  he 

Was  popular  with  all. 

When  he  drove  up  to  the  Lindens,  Mrs.  Maitland  was 
^^y  to  receive  him. 

"  Oh,  Sir  Charles,"  she  said,  '^  I  hope  you  won't  scold,  but 
1  don't  want  to  go  to  Hurlingham  to-day.  I've  just  had  a 
^ote  from  Arthur  ;  he  is  at  Oaktown,  where  they  have  found 
^iie  corpse  of  King  Arthur,  and  he  wants  me  to  go  down.  Do 
^^e  with  me.  Those  antiquarian  people  are  such  fun.  What 
^^  you  say  ?  " 
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'^  Of  course  I'll  come/'  said  Lingard.  '^  I  always  think  the 
bad  dinners  and  horrid  wine  one  gets  at  a  country  inn  are  so 
refreshing.  We'll  drive  to  the  station  at  once ;  I  always  have 
travel  gear  packed  in  my  cab,  in  case  I  want  to  go  anywhere 
in  a  hurry.'' 

Sir  Charles  Lingard  and  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Maitland 
started  from  the  terminus  for  Oaktown  by  the  very  train  which 
conveyed  Mr.  Melville.  Neither  of  the  three  travellers  had 
ever  seen  that  quiet  old-fangled  Midland  town  before.  When 
the  train  stopped,  Sir  Charles  quickly  found  a  carriage,  with 
the  promptitude  of  an  experienced  traveller,  and  off  went  he 
and  Mrs.  Maitland  to  the  '^  Dolphin."  Melville,  slower  in  his 
movements,  and  economical  by  habit,  contented  himself  with 
the  hotel  omnibus,  which  did  not  hurry  itself,  and  reached  the 
^'  Dolphin"  by  rather  a  circuitous  route.  Sir  Charles  and  Mrs. 
Maitland  were  quite  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  Mr.  Melville. 
When  they  arrived  at  the  hotel,  and  inquired  for  Mr.  Maitland, 
they  were  told  he  was  just  gone  out — into  the  Market  Place- 
to  a  chemist's  shop  there. 

''Let's  go  and  find  him,''  said  Laura  Maitland.  ''Take  in 
the  luggage,"  she  said  to  the  porter.  "  You  see.  Sir  Charles, 
I'm  in  a  hurry  to  astonish  this  husband  of  mine." 

"  Capital  notion,"  replied  Lingard.  "  We'll  go  at  once. 
By  the  way,  I  wonder  if  they  give  one  dinner  in  these  be- 
nighted regions.     It  did  not  occur  to  me  before  I  started." 

"We  shall  get  something  to  eat,  depend  on  it,"  stud 
Laura.     "  Come  along,  I  want  to  astonish  Arthur." 

Arthur  was  not  at  that  moment  destined  to  be  astonished. 
He  came  away  from  the  Market  Place,  where  he  had  been  to 
seek  some  medicine  for  Mrs.  Melville,  by  a  diflFerent  road — a 
•short  cut,  in  fact ;  so  Sir  Charles  and  Mrs.  Maitland  lounged 
through  the  Market  Place,  and  saw  nobody,  and  loitered  slowly 
'back. 

Meanwhile,  however,  the  omnibus  had  brought  Melville  to 
*he  "  Dolphin,"  and  he  began  his  inquiries  with  the  promptitude 
of  a  man  of  business. 

"  Miss  Jefford,  I  presume  ?  "  to  the  plump  young  person 
in  the  bar. 

"  Then  this  is  your  telegram,  of  course  ?  " 

The  stout  young  woman  turned  pale,  and  was  silent ;  her 
father,  who  had  been  sitting  in  the  bar,  came  forward  to  her 
relief. 


THI   SUlOrBBniLD   IM6B00LI0.  213 

''  It's  all  a  mistake,  sir/'  he  said.  "  My  daaghter  didn't 
quite  understand  yonr  advertisement.  The  gentleman  is  a 
gentleman,  though  she  thought  he  was  a  lady/' 

''So/'  exclaimed  Melville,  indignant,  ''I  am  brought  here 
on  a  fooFs  errand  because  you  don't  send  your  daughter  to  a 
lunatic  asylum.     Upon  my  word,  if  s  too  bad." 

"  Well  it  w  too  bad,"  said  old  Jefford,  slowly ;  ''  and  I'm 
sorry  my  girl  was  such  a  fool ;  but  if  a  man  lets  his  wife  run 
away  from  him,  which  I  surmise  to  be  your  case,  sir,  he  can't 
be  a  very  wise  man,  or  a  very  good  one  either.  However,  I 
hope  to  God  you  may  find  her,  and  be  kinder  to  her  than  you 
have  been." 

Melville  was  about  to  make  some  strong  response,  when 
Arthur  Maitland  came  in  hurriedly  and  said — 

''  Look  here,  landlord,  I  ran  across  for  the  new  medicine. 
Where's  your  daughter  ?     Better  give  it  her  now." 

Hebe  Jefford,  who  had  subsided  into  a  comer  during  the 
passage-at-arms  between  her  father  and  Melville,  came  forward 
and  took  the  phial. 

"  I  will  attend  to  it  at  once,  sir,"  she  said,  and  ran  up  the 
broad  oak  stturcase.  Meanwhile  MelviUe  stood  staring  at 
Maitland,  who  had  not  noticed  him.  He  could  not  quite 
understand  the  situation.  He  felt  that  somehow  he  must  be 
interested  in  what  was  going  on,  but  could  not  see  how. 

"  Thaf  a  the  gentleman,  sir,"  whispered  Jefford,  "  that  my 
little  fool  of  a  girl  thought  was  a  lady.  Lord,  he  don't  look 
like  one,  when  his  spirit's  up.  And  he's  been  so  uncommon 
kind  to  a  poor  young  woman  here,  that  I'm  afraid  is  at  death's 
door." 

Just  at  this  point  Arthur  Maitland,  who  had  been  in  a 

reverie,  became  aware  of  Melville's  presence,  and  exclaimed, 

'  How  fortunate  you  have  come.     Your  wife  is  here,  very  ill." 

"  What  the  devil  have  you  to  do  with  my  wife,  and  how 
did  you  come  to  be  here  with  her,  young  fellow  ?  "  said  Melville, 
^  a  fary.     "  This  is  a  pretty  affair ;  I  must  know  all  about  it." 

"It  is  very  intelligible,"  said  Arthur  Maitland  quietly. 
**  I  have  no  idea  what  brought  your  wife  to  Oaktown ;  that  is 
Diore  your  business  than  mine ;  but  she  was  turned  out  of  that 
Wretched  inn  opposite  because  they  thought  she  was  out  of  her 
mind,  and  I  brought  her  over  here  and  got  a  doctor  for  her. 
'fhoae  are  the  facts,  and  if  you  are  doubtful,  ask  the  landlord 
here." 
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Entered  at  this  instant  Hebe  Jefford  on  one  side^  saying 
in  a  whisper — 

^^  I  think  she  is  a  little  better.  She  has  taken  some  soup 
with  sherry  in  it/' 

Entered  simultaneously  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Maitland  and 
Sir  Charles  Lingard.  The  baronet  had  to  be  introduced  to 
Mr.  Maitland. 

''Why  did  you  run  away  in  search  of  a  dead  body, 
Arthur  ?  '^  said  Laura.     ''  It  is  so  absurd  of  you.'' 

''  I  confess  to  being  quite  without  interest  in  dead  bodies 
myself,"  said  Sir  Charles.  ''  I  like  them  living,  and  the  more 
alive  the  better.  Let's  change  the  oppressive  subject.  Mait- 
land came  here  to  find  something  or  somebody,  and  he  has 
found  you.     Could  he  have  made  a  better  find  ?  " 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  I  have  found  him,"  said  Laura. 

At  this  moment  Melville,  who  had  gone  off  after  his  alter- 
cation with  Maitland,  to  see  how  his  wife  was,  came  blundering 
into  the  i*oom.     He  took  Arthur  Maitland's  hand  in  his. 

''  You  are  a  good  fellow,"  he  said,  hoarsely.  "  You  have 
saved  my  Annie's  life.  I  can't  thank  you  right;  I  wish  I 
could.  She  was  too  good  for  me,  but  I'll  make  it  up  to  her 
if  she  will  only  live." 

He  talked  quite  wildly.     Mrs.  Maitland  said — 

"  Let  me  go  and  see  how  she  is,"  and  she  went  forthwith. 
Melville  lay  back  in  a  chair,  exhausted  by  anxiety.  Maitland 
looked  at  him  with  a  puzzled  pity,  which  was  not  withoat 
application  to  himself.  Sir  Charles  Lingard,  lighting  a 
regalia,  spoke — 

''  I  will  prophecy,  my  friends,  you  have  all  made  mistakes. 
This  is  a  world  in  which  success  is  built  on  a  series  of  mistakes. 
No  ladies  could  be  more  charming  than  Mrs.  Melville  and 
Mrs.  Maitland.  But  all  ladies  have  their  weaknesses,  which 
are  mere  foils  to  their  charms ;  and  if  Mrs.  Melville  is  too  fond 
of  quietude  and  Mrs.  Maitland  of  gaiety,  why  the  more  tiiey 
see  of  each  other  the  better.  I  predict  that  they  will  be  firm 
friends  from  this  day.  At  the  same  time,  it  is  just  as  well  to 
remember  that  ladies  require  delicate  treatment.  It  is  often 
the  case  that  nobody  takes  so  little  trouble  to  understand  a 
woman  as  her  husband.  That's  the  weak  point  in  marriage, 
gentlemen.  That's  where  the  gay  Lothario  comes  in — Hiai^s 
where  I  should  come  in.  if  I  were  not  too  sincere  a  worshipper 
of  women." 


THE   SUHMEBPIBLD  IMBBOGLIO.  215 

The  Maitlands  and  the  Melvilles  are  great  cronies  at 
Snmmerfield  now ;  and  Annie  is  no  longer  a  slave  and  Laura 
no  longer  a  despot.  And  Mr.  Melville  and  Mr.  Maitland  have 
discovered  that  each  has  something  which  is  valuable  to  the 
other.  For  this,  thanks  partly  to  accident,  but  even  more  to 
that  sagacious  man  of  Sashion,  Sir  Charles  Lingard,  who 
maintained  an  intimacy  with  both  households,  and  made  his 
worldly  experience  useful,  to  esM^h. 


CNn  OF  ^'thi  suhkebfield  imbroglio.'' 
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Mb.  Tennyson  dared  greatly  when  from  the  morning  mists 
of   the  romantic  realms  of  Arthurian  legend,  re-created   if 
not  created  by  the  magic  of  his  Muse,  he  moved  into  the 
meridian  blaze  of  the  historical  light  which  beats  upon  the 
throne  of    "Bloody   Mary,"   to   darken    every  blot    in   his 
portraiture   of  that  unhappiest   of    queens.     Fancy,    at   her 
utmost  stretch,  cannot  conceive  a  poetic  contrast  more  startling 
than  that  which  measures  the  distance   between  the  poet's 
"own  ideal  knight,'^  the  blameless  Arthur,  "moving  ghost- 
like to  his  doom,"   with    "moony  vapours  rolling  round" 
him,  and  Mary  Tudor,  the  Neroine  of  Christian  sovereigns, 
whose  life  as  a  queen  is  recorded  by  the  muse  of  history  in 
imperishable  characters  of  blood  and  fire,  and  whose  life  as 
a  woman,  like  the  scroll  of    the  prophet  of  old,  is  written 
within  and  without  with  lamentation  and  mourning  and  woe. 
How  tersely  and  truthfully  does  Elizabeth  in  the  drama  before 
us  tell  the  story  of  that  most  tragic  life  :^ 

"  Her  life  was  winter,  for  her  spring  was  naught ; 
And  she  loved  much,  pray  God  she  be  forgiven.*' 

Mr.  Tennyson  presents  this  great  poem  to  the  world  as 
"  a  drama/'  and  such,  on  the  closest  and  most  minute  exami- 
nation, it  appears  to  be,  notwithstanding  the  objections  of 
a  contemporary  critic  against  its  avowed  dramatic  character. 
"Queen  Mary"  in  its  every  act  and  scene  bears  the  true 
dramatic  cast,  and  is  evidently  moulded  and  modelled  after 
the  most  perfect  form  of  the  English  historical  drama,  as  it 
was  fashioned  by  the  cunning  hand  of  Shakespeare  him- 
self,  and  made  a  living  soul  by  the  inspiration  of  his  creative 
spirit.  Since  the  bard  of  Avon  sang  three  centuries  ago, 
it  is  no  exaggeration  of  its  merits  to  affirm  that  no  mightier^ 
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no  more  magnificent  strain  of  dramatic  poetry  has  charmed 
the  ear  and  taken  captive  the  heart  of  cultured  Englishmen  and 
Englishwomen^  than  Mr.  Tennyson's  "  Queen  Mary,'*  echoing 
as  it  does^  and  with  such  clearness  of  tone^  the  spontaneous 
strength^    the  calm   grandeur^  the  impassioned  terrors  and 
tendernesses^  and  the  sweet  and  stately  music  of  the  Shakes- 
pearian muse.     True  to  his  dramatic  master  and  models  the 
dramatist  has  kept  close  to  the  broad  outlines  of  historical 
fact  in  the  delineation  of  his  principal  personages  ;  and  true  to 
the  most  perfect  form  of  dramatic  art,  he  develops  the  scenes 
presented  as  a  natural  sequence,  each  to  each,  with  as  much 
fidelity  to  history  as   dramatic   composition   requires,  while 
the  dramatis  personam  are  allowed   to  show  their  individual 
characters   by  their  own  words   and  deeds.     Nor  are  these 
the  sole  dramatic  characteristics  of  a  drama  which  is  denounced 
as  unworthy  to   hold  any  rank  at  all  as  a  drama.     Now  if 
"  action,  action,  action,*'  is  the  very  soul  of  a  drama  (as  the 
word  itself  implies);   if,   too,  it  is  of  tho  very  essence  of  a 
drama,  that  the  personages  of  the  play  should  act  and  speak 
Dot  only   to   one  another  but  to  the   audience,  and  if,  too, 
it  is  of  the  essence  of  the  drama — especially  of  the  historical 
drama — to   develop  the  reciprocal   action   of    its  actors,   to 
bring  hving  men  and  women  face  to  face  with  their  individual 
passions,  interests,  ambitions,  their  sympathies  and  antipathies 
acting  and  reacting  one  on  another ; — then,  in  all  these,  the 
most  requisite  functions  of  dramatic  art,  we  venture  to  assert 
that  Mr.    Tennyson  has   proved   himself  a  most   successful 
disciple  of  the  Shakespearian  school. 

But  an  objection  is  started  that  "Queen  Mary"  is  un- 
dramatic  and  un-Shakespearian,  because,  forsooth,  it  is  "the 
product  of  imaginative  analysis,"  and  sins  against  the  supreme 
object  of  true  dramatic  art,  which  is  "  to  imitate  Nature."  If 
"^e  Laureate  has  sinned  in  this  respect,  his  sins  are  really  few 
when  compared,  or  rather  contrasted,  with  the  abounding 
^""^  of  his  dramatic  master,  Shakespeare,  who,  even  in  his 
historical  characters,  did  not  imitate  Nature  by  drawing 
^ctual  transcripts  from  the  life,  while  he  produced  a  dramatic 
illusion  of  life  which  was  more  perfect  than  any  presentation 
of  the  hfe  actual  and  real.  The  dramatist  of  "Queen 
Mary  '*  has  simply  imitated  Nature  after  the  same  kind,  though 
^  a  somewhat  different  degree,  as  the  dramatist  of  "  Henry 
'^III."  and  "  King  John,"   in   dealing  with  the  facts   and 
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personi^es  of  history.  Both  dramatists  have  drawn  the  broad 
outlines  of  their  historical  characters  as  we  find  them  set  forth 
in  the  faithful  records  of  history;  but  they  permitted  liheir 
fancy^  like  ''a  chartered  libertine/'  to  fill  up  such  outlines 
with  imaginative  touches  and  adumbrations,  with  lights  and 
shadows^  with  every  accessory  and  adjunct  most  potent  to 
body  forth  an  efiective  scenic  representation  of  the  character 
depicted ;  for  to  ignore  in  any  way  the  scenic  effect  of  dra- 
matic character^  is  to  ignore  the  primary  object  of  the 
dramatist^  which  is  to  write  for  the  stage. 

To  hold  up  Shakespeare  as  a  model  dramatist^  on  the 
simple  score  of  his  perfect  imitation  of  Nature,  is  simply  to 
talk  perfect  nonsense.  No  Shakespearian  drama  is  a  perfect 
imitation  of  Nature,  unless  it  can  be  accounted  natural  for  the 
characters  presented  by  the  immortal  dramatist  to  express  the 
grandest  of  thoughts  in  the  most  perfect  of  language,  to  con- 
verse in  the  measured  music  of  blank  verse,  and  to  be  always 
under  the  spell  of  poetic  inspiration.  Moreover,  the  great 
historical  characters  of  the  Shakespearian  dtama  are  all  stamped 
with  the  glowing  imagery  of  the  Elizabethan  age,  rather  tiian 
of  the  age  to  which  they  naturally  belong,  and  all  reflect  the 
vividness,  the  energy,  and  the  splendour  of  the  imagination  of 
the  poet,  and  of  no  other  mind.  It  may  be  safely  affirmed 
that  Shakespeare  would  not,  or  could  not,  have  been  Shakes- 
peare, such  as  we  have  him,  had  he  imitated  Nature  according 
to  the  canons  of  some  modem  critics,  by  presenting  to  us 
bare  forms  and  figures,  undraped  by  the  matchless  and  mar- 
vellous beauty  of  his  language,  and  unidealized  by  the  trans- 
figuring glory  of  his  poetical  imagination. 

In  the  successive  acts  of  '^  Queen  Mary,'*  as  much  as  in 
the  great  historical  dramas  of  Shakespeare,  the  principal  per- 
sonages and  the  most  momentous  events  of  the  reign  find 
each  a  place,  and  play  each  a  part,  in  the  movement  of  the 
drama.  In  it  we  see  Mary  Tudor  the  soul  and  centre  of  the 
tragic  movement.  We  see  grouped  around  her  Philip,  her 
cold  and  sensual  husband ;  Elizabeth,  her  politic  and  calcu- 
lating sister;  Wyatt,  the  patriot  and  the  rebel;  Cardinal  Pde, 
Mary's  cousin,  with  the  noble  Plantagenet  mien  and  mould, 
and  endowed  with  so  much  of  the  noble  nature  of  our  mightiest 
kings ;  there,  too,  we  find  the  gentle  Cranmer  and  his  brutal 
inauisitor,  Bonner ;  the  marriage  of  the  Queen,  the  rebellion 
of  Wyatt,  the  martyrdom,  of  Cranmer,  and  other  victims  of 
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Bloody  Maiy ;  tlie  unhappy  war  with  France,  the  absolution  of 
England  by  the  Pope's  Legate,  and  the  restoration  of  the 
Church  and  the  power  of  the  Papacy ;  the  loss  of  Calais,  the 
continued  absence  of  Philip— are  all  made  tributaries  to  the 
swelling  tide  of  destiny  which  bears  Mary  to  her  tragio  doom. 
Each  of  these  events  is  made  to  contribute  its  quota  of  in- 
fluence to  the  general  effect  the  dramatist  has  in  view ;  and 
this  without  any  of  those  tricks  of  surprise  to  which  the  sen- 
sational novelist  has  recourse.  In  all  this  the  dramatic  poet 
gives  expression  to  the  floating  feelings  and  tl^oughts,  and 
restores  action  to  the  deeds,  of  the  past ;  and  on  his  lyre,  as  on 
an  ^olian  harp,  the  atmosphere  of  the  time  makes  music. 

In  the  opening  scenes,  with  true  art,  Mr.  Tennyson  pre- 
pares us  for  the  successive  stages  of  his  dramatic  action.  Thus, 
in  the  first  act  of  the  first  scene,  we  have  due  notice  of  two 
of  the  most  significant  and  signal  events  of  Queen  Mary's 
reign — ^the  marriage  of  the  Queen  with  Philip  of  Spain,  and 
the  martyrdom  of  Cranmer.  Both  of  these  passages  are 
remarkable : — 

Second  Oentleman,  Ay,  that  was  in  her  hour  of  joy ;  there  will 
be  plenty  to  sunder  and  unsister  them  again ;  this  Gardiner,  for 
one,  who  is  to  be  made  Lord  Chancellor,  and  will  pounce  like  a  wild 
heast  oiU  of  hie  cage  to  worry  Oranmer. 

******* 

I  suppose  you  touch  upon  the  rumour  that  Charles,  the  master 
of  the  world,  has  offered  her  his  eon  Fhilipy  the  Pope,  and  the  devil, 
I  tmst  it  is  bat  a  rumour. 

According  to  the  contemporary  critic,  who  accepts  as 
gospel  Hume's  partial  and  bigoted  portraiture  of  Queen  Mary, 
as  a  very  monster  of  cruelty  and  bigotry,  such  a  character  is 
utterly  unsuitable  to  rank  as  a  heroine  in  ^'a  romantic  drama,*' 
in  defiance  of  the  fact  that  the  dramatic  literature  of  England 
abounds  with  instances  of  the  successful  treatment  of  the 
vilest  of  crowned  villains  by  the  hands  of  dramatic  genius. 
Assuredly,  King  Henry  VIII.,  who  never  spared  man  in 
his  anger,  nor  woman  in  his  lust— with  the  multiplying  sins  of 
an  unnaturally  selfish  nature  swarming  upon  him,  scarcely 
redeemed,  as  they  were,  by  a  single  virtue — ^was  a  far  more 
unworthy,  far  more  unpromising  subject  to  serve  as  the  hero 
of  a  great  historical  drama,  than  his  unhappy  daughter, 
adorned,  as  she  was  once,  by  so  many  virtues,  living,  too,  as  she 
lived  once,  the  life  of  a  ministering  angel,  until  the  demon  of 
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religious  persecution  took  possession  of  her  soul,  while  her  very 
vices  sprung  from  the  perversion  of  principles  in  themselves 
real  virtues^  under  the  misdirection  of  a  blinded  and  mistaken 
zeal  for  the  glory  of  God  and  for  the  triumph  of  his  Church.  To 
our  mind,  few  English  sovereigns  present  so  various  and  so 
precious  materials  in  their  character  and  career  for  dramatic 
treatment  than  does  Queen  Mary.  "We  do  not  say,  in  "  a  romantic 
drama,''  to  which  the  Laureate  makes  no  pretension,  but  in  a 
historical  drama,  which  he  professes  to  give  us.  No  queen  ever 
meant  so  well,  none  ever  fared  so  ill ;  as  she  well  says  of  herself, 

"  Mother  of  God, 
Thou  knowest  never  woman  mpant  so  well, 
And  fared  so  ill  in  this  disastroas  world/' 

Every  great  stage  of  Mary's  career  as  a  queen,  almost 
every  trait  of  her  character  as  a  woman,  is  here  idealized  from 
history,  and  made  to  live  and  breathe  and  move  amongst  us. 
The  central  force,  the  dramatic  pivot,  around  which  all  is  made 
to  turn,  is  the  Queen's  consuming  passion  for  Philip,  stronger 
than  death,  and  hungry  as  the  grave  itself,  in  the  intensity  of 
its  yearnings  for  a  love  that  never  responded,  for  the  birth  of 
a  child  that  was  never  bom  to  bless  her  sight  and  gladden  her 
heart.  In  harmony  with  this,  the  master  theme,  the  grand 
key-note  of  the  drama,  we  hear  the  blending  utterances  of  the 
Queen's  hatred  of  the  reformers,  whom  Philip  hated ;  of  her 
self-effacing  devotion  to  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  that  rules  a 
realm  in  every  realm,  before  whom  Philip  bowed  so  basely. 
Here,  too,  we  see  the  unquenchable  heroism  of  her  Tudor 
blood,  its  iron  will,  its  imperial  and  imperious  spirit — which 
twice  blasted  the  schemes  and  blighted  the  hopes  of  the 
pretenders  to  her  crown — melt  like  metal  in  the  fiery  furnace 
of  her  passion  for  Philip.  Here,  too,  we  find,  all  contributing 
to  the  effect  of  the  terrible  tragedy,  Mary's  ever-abiding  affec- 
tion to  her  ill-starred  mother  and  to  her  mother's  friends ;  her 
implacable  hatred  to  the  foes  of  a  mother  the  memory  of  whose 
wrongs  and  woes  made  her  blood  burn  to  avenge  them,  and 
steeled  her  heart  against  every  soul  that  wronged  her  name 
and  fame.  Here,  too,  we  find  traces  of  Mary's  unbounded 
compassion  for  every  child  of  misery — traces  of  the  largar 
heart  that  never  refused  sympathy,  and  the  liberal  hand  that 
never  refused  help  to  the  helpless  poor;  and  even  traces  of 
her  tender  and  passionate  love  of  children,  of  birds,  of  flowers, 
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and  of  music — all  tending  to  exalt  the  character  of  the  great 
heroine,  and  to  deepen  our  pity  for  her  tragic  doom. 

Nor  are  the  contrasted  lights  and  shadows  of  the  features  of 
the  living  Mary  (and  such  are  always  the  richest  resources  of 
the  picturesque  dramatist)  wanting  in  Mr.  Tennyson's  por- 
traiture of  a  queen  who  had  so  much  of  the  angelic  and  so 
much  of  the  devilish  in  her  character,  and  who  rises  before  our 
fancy  like  the  volcano  in  the  Laureate's  own  palace  of  arc,  with 
its  snow  and  its  fire  in  such  close  and  perilous  proximity. 

It   is,    however,  in  the  delineation  of  Mary's  passion  for 
Philip  that  the  poeb  has  concentrated  all  the  great  powers  and 
manifold  gifts  he  has  so  often  and  so  effectively  put  forth  in 
painting  the  love  of  woman.     The  mighty  and  overmastering 
passion  that  filled  and  transformed  the  whole  being  of  Mary,  and 
swayed  her  every  mood  and  manner  of  action,  thought,  and 
speech,  and  coloured  every  object  around  her,  with  its  rosy 
light — this  is  told,  in  all  its  stages,  from  first  to  last,  with  a  force 
and  delicacy  of  touch  not  unworthy  of  Shakespeare.     The  pas- 
sion of  Mary  is  made  to  appear  with  her  very  first  appearance 
on  the  stage,  when  she  comes  upon  Elizabeth  and  Courtenay 
playing  their  joint  game  of  treason  and  coquetry,  and  exclaims, 

**  Whispering,  leagued  together, 
To  bar  me  Jrom  my  Fhilipy 

It  is  of  her  Philip, 

**  Most  goodly,  king-like,  and  an  emperor*s  son, 
A  king  to  be," 

that  she  condescends  to  gossip  to  her  maids  from  a  heart  over- 
flowing with  love,  and  forgetting  the  queen  in  the  woman. 

It  is  ^'for  Philip's  sake"  she  envies  the  beauty  of  the 
beautiful — the  head  (of  Lady  Jane  Grey), 

^'  So  ftdl  of  grace  and  beauty,  would  that  mine 
Were  half  as  gracious !  0,  my  lordj  to  be 
Thy  love^for  thy  sake  only,** 

It  is  for  Philip's  sake  she  continues  all  blindness  to  the 
scandalous  amours  of  Philip,  all  deafness  to  a  thousand  voices 
that  cry  aloud  against  her  marriage  with  him ;  all  defiance  to 
the  remonstrances  of  her  prelates,  her  people,  her  nobles,  and 
ier  parliament ;    even  with  the   dark  phantom  of  rebellion 
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staring  her  in  the  face^  and  the  menaces  of  France  ringing' 
in  her  ears. 

"  Gardiner  is  against  him, 
The  Cooncil,  people^  Parliament  against  him, 
But  I  mil  have  him,** 

It  is  for  her  Philip  that  her  heart  climbs  to  heaven  in  prayer, 
and  seeks  to  win  the  saints  in  his  favour. 

"  Holy  Virgin, 
Plead  with  thy  blessed  Son ;  ^rant  me  my  prayer  ; 
Give  me  my  Fhilip^  and  we  two  will  lead 
The  Hving  waters  of  the  Faith  again 
Back  through  their  widowed  channel,  and  watch 
The  parched  banks  rolling  incense,  as  of  old. 
To  heaven,  and  kindled  with  the  palms  of  Christ/' 

It  is  to  make  her  Philip  all  her  own,  to  knit  his  heart  more 
closely  to  her  heart,  that  she  longs,  with  a  true  wife^s 
longing,  for  that  birth  that  was  never  bom  to  her ;  and  when 
she  believes  that  her  fondest  hope  is  being  realized,  how  her 
words  quiver  with  emotion  as  she  cries  out — 

*'  He  hath  awaked,  he  hath  awaked, 
He  stirs  within  the  darkness. 
Oh,  I'hilip,  husband  !  now  thy  love  to  mine 
Will  cling  mxtre  elose^  and  throw  hleak  manners  there, 
That  make  me  shamed  and  tongue-tied  in  my  love,** 

To  pleasure  Philip  she  will  '^  burn  heresy  out,^'  though 

"  We  lost  this  crown  of  England, 
Ay,  tho'  it  were  ten  Englands.** 

The  thought  of  parting  from  her  Philip  tears  her  very 
heart  in  twain,  as  she  tells  her  loveless  lord, 

"  The  parting  of  a  husband  and  a  wife 
Is  like  the  cleaving  of  a  heart,  one  half 
Will  flutter  here  and  one  there.*' 

When  Philip  turns  a  deaf  ear  to  all  her  passionate  pleadings 
to  remain,  and  when  he  departs  for  Spain,  his  image  still  fiUs 
the  sad  solitudes  of  her  doating  heart,  abandoned  though  she 
is  to  .the  echoes  of  her  own  groans  and  her  own  prayers,  by 
the  ice-cold,  stone-hard  villain,  that  has  deserted  her  for 
ever. 
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At  last^  when  the  terrible  truths  so  long  familiar  to  all  save 
herself,  dawns  on  her  that  Philip  had  never  loved  her,  that  the 
love  she  had  lavished  so  long  upon  him  had  no  other  return  save 
loathing,  then  comes  the  tempest  on  her  soul,  and  the  wreck  of 
her  life.     As  the  storm  reveals  the  depths  of  the  ocean  when 
it  lifts  its  lowest  waters  to  the  light,  so  does  the  hurricane  of 
agony  which  now  shakes  Mary's  whole  being,  bring  to  light 
the  nnfathomed  depths  of  her  profound  passion.     Her  reason 
reels  beneath  the  shock.     She  cuts  to  pieces  the  portrait  of 
Philip  in  the  madness  of  her  agonizing  despair.     The  honey 
of  her  heart  turns  to  the  gall  of  bitterness,  and  in  its  bitter- 
ness cries  out  against  her  faithless  husband — 

'*  Adulterous  to  the  very  heart  of  hell." 

But  before  she  smks  in  death  her  passion  returns,  and  with 
it  remorse  for  her  imaginary  murder  of  Philip. 

"  O  God,  I  have  kiiled  my  PhiHp !  " 

So  true  to  the  last  was  her  true  womanly  love  to  him  that 
broke  her  heart  and  blasted  her  happiness. 

Such  is  Mr.  Tennyson's  tragical  presentation  of  the  tragical 
passion  of  Queen  Mary,  in  every  stage  of  its  tenderDOss,  and 
its  trepidation,  and  its  terrors.  It  is  no  new  creation,  but  a 
splendid  and  touching  reproduction  from  the  very  life.  It  is 
only  a  creation  in  the  sense  in  which  a  burning-glass  may  be 
^d  to  create  the  heat  which  it  merely  concentrates  and  col- 
lects into  one  focus,  and  directs  to  one  point. 

The  surest  proof  that  a  dramatist  is  gifted  with  the  fullest 
^ght  into  the  most  hidden  workings  of  a  powerful  passion, 
and  has  grasped  it  in  all  its  completeness,  is  best  shown  in  his 
representation  of  its  transfiguring  power,  to  make  the  foulest 
things  seem  fair,  the  fairest  things  foul,  to  its  impassioned  and 
distorted  vision,  and  to  bring  heaven  and  earth,  God  and  man, 
^thiu  the  circle  of  its  fascination.  This  eminently  Shakespear- 
ian quality  is  largely  shared  by  Mr.  Tennyson  in  the  love  passages 
^e  have  quoted,  which  well  deserve  the  commendation  given  to 
Shakespeare  by  Lessing,  when  he  writes :  ^'  This  poet  gives  a 
living  picture  of  all  the  slight  and  secret  artifices  by  which  a 
feelbg  steals  into  the  soul,  of  all  the  imperceptible  advantages 
^Hch  it  then  gains,  of  all  the  stratagems  by  which  it  makes 
every  other  passion  subservient  to  itself,  tUl  it  becomes  the 
^le  tyrant  of  all  our  desires  and  all  our  aversions.^'     Nor 
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should  we  forget  that  Mr.  Tennyson  has  followed  his  great  dra- 
matic master  not  ingloriously  in  carrying  the  transfignrmg 
power  of  the  passion  of  love  into  the  very  forms  of  language  on 
the  lips  of  the  lover,  even  when  the  lover  is  speaking  on  sub- 
jects altogether  diverse.  Take,  as  %p  example,  Mary's  promised 
restoration  of  the  old  faith : — 

"And  we  two  will  lead 
The  living  waters  of  the  Faith  again 
Back  through  their  widowed  channel." 

And  again,  take  Mary's  spirited  and  queenly  address  to  the 
Lord  Mayor  and  Corporation  of  London,  when  Wyatt  rebels : — 

"  Now,  what  I  am  ye  know  right  well,  yonr  Qneen, 
To  whom,  when  I  was  wedded  to  the  realm 
And  the  realm's  laws  (the  ^spousal  ring  whereof, 
Not  ever  to  be  laid  aside,  I  wear 
Upon  this  finger),  ye  did  promise  fall 
Allegiance  and  obedience  to  the  death." 

Akin  to  this  part  of  our  subject,  we  may  note  the  subtle 
art  of  the  poet,  equally  Shakespearian,  in  moulding  the  meta- 
phorical language  of  his  heroine  and  his  heroes  after  the 
fashion  of  some  favourite  pursuit  or  some  special  object  of 
their  regard,  as  well  as  after  the  unconscious  promptings  of 
some  overmastering,  transfiguring  passion.  In  this  the  dra- 
matist is  true  to  the  truest  side  of  Nature,  to  habits  and  to 
moods,  and  to  manners  of  mind,  and  feeling,  and  education, 
which  have  become  part  and  parcel  of  our  innermost  uncon- 
scious being.  Now,  all  her  life  long,  Mary  had  been  fond  of 
birds.  The  fact  comes  before  us  a  thousand  times  in  her 
private  history.  Was  it  not  natural,  then,  that  it  should  colour, 
unconsciously  colour,  so  many  of  her  thoughts?  and  how 
faithful,  then,  to  such  a  superinduced  nature  is  the  poet,  when 
he  colours  so  much  of  the  metaphorical  language  of  Mary  with 
allusions  to  the  feathered  creatures  she  loved  with  such  ten- 
derness ?     Thus  Mary  speaks  to  her  truant  lord — 

"  Go,  must  you  go,  indeed — again,  so  sooir  ? 

Why,  Nature's  licensed  vagabond,  the  swallow,  .  ^ 

That  might  live  always  in  the  Sun's  warm  heat, 
Stays  longer  here  in  our  poor  north  than  you —  i 

Knows  where  he  nested,  ever  comes  again."  J 

Again,  Mary  thus  speaks  of  the  truant  that  never  returr*  ,ed: — 
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"  I  whistle  to  the  bird  has  broken  cage, 
But  all  in  vain." 

The  hard  and  haughty  lord  of  Mary,  ice-cold  and  stone- 
hard^  was  flint  of  flint  towards  her  who  made  him  the  hnman 
god  of  her  blind  idolatry^«but  warm  and  bright  as  his  own 
Spain  in  his  smiles  to  the  courtly  beauties  around  him^  is  a 
dramatic   presentation  true  to  the  life;  nor  does  his  love  for 
the  coarser  fascinations  of  the  flesh  escape  the  treatment  of 
the  dramatist.     More  than  once^  >7ith  truest  and  subtlest  dra- 
matic art,  the  poet  brings  close  together,  for  the  very  purpose 
of  heightened  efiect  by  contrasting  them,  the  all-absorbing 
adoration  of  the  Queen  and  the  all-absorbing  selfishness  and 
sensnaUty  of  her  royal  but  unloyal  lord.      When  Mary,  for 
example,  cries  out,  with  the  language  of  passion  quivering  on 
her  lips,  and  its  fire  burning  in  her  bosom — 

*^  The  sunshine  sweeps  across  my  life  again. 
Oh,  if  I  knew  you  felt  the  parting,  Philip, 
As  I  do.'* 

Philip,  true  only  to  his  own  cold  selfishness,  is  thinking  only 
of  the  gratification  of  his  own  coarser  appetites,  like  a  true 
Spaniard,  swears  by  the  Spanish  national  saint,  St.  James ; 
like  a  true  traitor  ''protests'*  most  when  he  is  most 
treacherous ;  and  like  a  true  gourmand,  thinks  more  of  the 
dainty  dishes  of  his  supper,  than  the  passion  of  his  adoring 
queen,  as  he  answers-^ 

"  By  St.  James !  I  do  protest^ 
Upon  the  faith  and  honour  of  a  Spaniard, 
I  am  vastly  grieved  to  leave  your  Majesty. 
Simon,  is  supper  ready  ?  " 

Mr.  Tennyson's  presentation  of  the  character  of  Reginald 

Pole,  ''  the  Deacon-Cardinal ''  as  Gardiner  sarcastically  styles 

Wm  (as  he  had  never  taken  priest's  orders,  for  reasons  best 

known  to  himself),  by  no  means  gives  satisfaction  to  the  critic. 

Gardiner  bases  his  opinion  of  Pole  on  a  physiological  basis, 

and  reads   the  lines  of  his  character  in  the   features   of  his 
face. 

*'  Pole  has  the  Plantagenefc  face. 
But  not  the  force  that  made  our  mightest  kings: 
Fine  eyes,  but  melancholy,  irresolute, 
A  fine  beard,  Bonner,  a  very  full  fine  beard. 

But  a  weak  mouth,  an  undeterminate — ha  ! " 

15 
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In  the  eyes  of  the  critic  it  is  ''  not  quite  the  thing ''  to 
treat  character  in  this  way,  as  if  we  were  'discussing  the 
points  of  a  horse ;  "  and  the  same  objection  is  urged  against 
Elizabeth's  portraiture  of  Gardiner  himself: — 

"  Then,  fierce  old  Gardiner,  his  big  boldness, 
That  irritable  forelock  that  he  rubs, 
His  buzzard  beak,  and  deep  incayemed  eyes.*' 

Here  Mr.  Tennyson,  however,  has  wrought  for  his  dramatic 
purposes,  on  not  only  the  most  philosophical  principles  of  our 
common  nature,  but  on  the  practice  of  our  greatest  poets,  who 
have  assumed  a  harmony  as  existent  between  psychology  and 
physiognomy.  There  can  be  no  question  that  in  every  age 
and  country  the  belief  has  been  common,  that  the  inward  and 
informing  spirit  of  man,  has  found  outward  expression  in  the 
peculiarities  of  his  corporeal  structure,  and  that  in  a  very  con- 
siderable degree  the  bodily  features  image  forth  the  mood  and  in- 
tellectual qualities  of  the  immortal  spirit  which  tenants  the  flesh ; 
and  the  philosophers  and  poets,  such  as  Plato  and  Aristotle, 
and  Bacon,  and  Homer,  and  Shakespeare,  who  have  gone  down 
the  deepest  into  the  mysteries  of  our  complex  being,  have  ac- 
knowledged such  a  general  belief,  and  endorsed  the  truth  of  the 
principle  that  underlies  it.  Homer  makes  the  most  heroic  of  his 
heroes  godlike  in  form  and  in  features  as  well  as  in  soul  and  spirit. 
What,  we  ask,  then  does  this  critic  make  of  Homer's  detailed 
catalogue  of  the  physical  deformities  and  uglinesses  of  Thersites, 
the  babbling  demagogue  ?  Does  that  read  like  '^  the  discussion 
of  the  points  of  a  horse,*'  instinct  as  it  is  with  the  most 
picturesque  and  dramatic  elements?  Did  Shakespeare  sin 
against  the  primary  canons  of  his  art,  by  representing  his 
King  Bichard  the  Second  as  demanding  a  mirror  to  read  his 
true  features, 

"  As  a  book. 
Where  all  my  sins  are  writ,  and  that's  myself?  " 

In  these  physiological  studies  of  personal  features,  as  in  every 
other  phase  of  his  presentations,  Mr.  Tennyson  simply  writes 
in  the  spirit  of  the  Elizabethan  age.  We  find,  for  example.  Lord 
Burghley,  himself  a  very  "personable  man,''  if  we  read 
aright  the  features  which  have  descended  to  us  on  the  canvas, 
writing  to  his  son,  Bobert  Cecil,  then  Secretary  of  State, 
respecting  the  appointment  of  some  new  judges,  in  this  strain. 
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"  As  for  the  choice  of  the  Baron  of  the  Exchequer,  I  think 
Sergeant  Hale  able  both  for  learning  and  wealth  (health  ?)  to 
continue,  being  also  a  personable  man.  WJiat  I  wish  to  be 
regarded  in  choice  of  such  officers  of  the  public  service.*^  Eliza- 
beth, like  her  father,  laid  the  greatest  stress  on  ^^ personage" 
in  the  selection  of  her  court  attendants,  and  if  we  may  believe 
Osborne  positively  refused  the  services  of  a  gentleman  of  high 
birth  and  qualifications  because  one  of  his  jaws  was  deficient 
of  a  tooth  I  It  has  been  asserted,  and  on  excellent  authority, 
that  Napoleon,  an  expert  reader  of  character,  liked  to  have 
men  with  long  noses  about  him. 

Mr.  Tennyson's  muse  echoes  the  truest  utterances  of  truth- 
ful history  when  she  sings  of  the  gentle  Pole,  as  stern  only 
to  the  vices  of  the  Church,  as  charitably  tolerant  of  her  foes, 
as  unchanging  in  his  devotion  to  Mary  who  loved  her ''  cousin '' 
with  a  sisterly  love,  and  as  bent  on  the  purification  of  the 
Church  from  the  notorious  scandals  which  stained  her  good 
name  and  paralyzed  her  widespread  power.  When  Mary 
purposes  to  memorize  another  Golgotha  by  spilling  the  blood 
of  martyrs,  how  gently  does  Pole  remind  her  of  the  duty  of 
Christiaii  charity— 

''  Indeed,  I  cannot  follow  all  your  grace ; 
Rather  would  say,  the  shepherd  doth  not  kill 
The  sheep  that  wander  from  his  flock^  but  sends 
His  careful  dog  to  bring  them  to  the  fold." 

It  is  noteworthy,  too,  that  of  all  personages  in  the  drama 
Cardinal  Pole  is  the  one  most  addicted  to  the  language  of 
metaphor  and  of  trope,  and  that  Pole  himself  vindicates  his 
habit  against  the  taunt  of  (Gardiner,  for — 

'*  Such  are  good  to  clothe  a  naked  truth, 
And  make  It  look  more  seemly." 

The  historical  truth  is  that  Cardinal  Pole,  like  Cardinal 
Wolsey,  had  assiduously  cultivated  in  the  best  of  schools,  the 
gifts  and  graces  of  expression,  especially  that  of  metaphorical 
language ;  and  here  Mary  might  have  said  of  Cardinal  Pole 
what  her  mother  said  of  Cardinal  Wolsey : — 

*'  Tour  words. 
Domestic  to  you,  serve  your  will ;  as  *t  please 
Yourself  pronounce  their  office.'* 

But  the  broad  and  deep  line  we  rule  between  the  meta- 
phorical language  which  Shakespeare,  with  much  discrimination. 
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and  perfect  consistency  of  character,  puts  into  the  month  of 
Wolsey,  and  that  put  by  a  poet  of  kindred  dramatic  gift  into 
the  mouth  of  Pole,  is  this — ^Wolsey,  accomplished  man  of 
the  world,  and  scholar  and  courtier  as  he  was,  drew  his  illus- 
trations from  the  world  that  he  loved  so  well ;  and  Pole,  true 
to  his  genuine  character  as  a  sincere  devotee  of  the  Church, 
and  as  a  firm  behever  in  the  spiritual  world,  drew  his  illus- 
trations from  the  Word  of  Gk)d.  His  heart  of  piety  was  ever 
on  his  lips,  axid  no  wonder  he  mingles  heaven  and  earth 
together  when  he  tells  his  cousin  the  story  of  his  return  to 
England. 

"  Our  silver  cro9i  sparkled  before  the  prow, 
The  ripples  twinkled  in  their  diamond-dance ; 
The  boats  that  followed  were  as  glowing  gay 
As  regal  gardens,  and  your  flocks  of  swans 
As /air  and  white  as  angels,  and  your  shores 
Wore  as  waves  the  green  of  Paradise, 

•  ••••• 

The  scarlet  thread  ofRaliah  saved  her  life, 
And  mine  a  little  letting  of  the  blood. 

Ah,  gentle  cousin,  since  your  Serod*8  death, 
How  oft  hath  Peter  knocked  at  Martfs  gaie^ 


The  adverse  reviewer  is  remarkably  severe  on  Mr.  Ten- 
nyson's monstrous  compound,  ''  brain-dizzied/'  which,  if  it 
means  anything,  ought  to  mean  *' dizzied  by  the  brain,'' 
and  not  what  the  poet  means  by  it — '^  dizzied  in  the  brain,'' 
according  to  the  analogy  of  such  compounds  as  ^^  storm-tost," 
*' iron-bound.''  This  style  of  criticism  betrays  a  singular 
amount  of  ignorance  of  our  English  language  on  the  part  of  the 
reviewer,  who  fails  to  see  that  the  preposition  understood  in 
such  compounds  of  noun  and  past  participle  of  the  verb  is 
not  necessarily  the  preposition  by,  as  in  ^'  atonn^tost^^  (i.e. 
tossed  by  the  storm).  What  does  he  make  of  home-hound, 
home-brewed,  hunch-bached,  bed-ridden,  and  Shakespeare's 
"water-walled*'  and  "world-wearied  flesh''  of  "Hamlet"? 
Will  these  answer  to  the  crucial  test  of  analogy  he  arbitrarily  sets 
up  in  "  storm-tost"  ? 

Amongst  the  finer  harmonies  of  the  poem,  we  cannot 
forget,  even  in  our  limited  space,  that  Mary,  in  her  touching 
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utterances  concerning  the  birth  of  a  child;  adopts  the  lan- 
^age  of  Renard : — 

"Tonr  star  will  be  your  princely  son.** 

It  is  certainly  curious,  though  probably  an  undesigned 
coincidence  on  Mr.  Tennyson^s  part,  that  in  the  prayer  of 
Granmer  before  his  martyrdom,  we  find  the  opening  of  the 
Liitany  as  we  find  it  in  our  Prayer-book  which  was  the  first 
office  compiled  by  the  great  martyr  himself  for  the  revised 
Ijiturgy  :— 

"  0  God,  Father  of  Heaven, 
0  Son  of  Ood,  Redeemer  of  the  world, 
O  Holy  Ohost,  proceeding  from  them  both. 
Three  persons  and  one  God,  have  msrcy  on  the 
Most  miserable  sinner,  wretched  man.*' 

The  contrasted  passions  and  situations  of  the  poem  are 
of  the  grandest  and  most  dramatic  type,  thoroughly  Shakes- 
perian  in  the  breadth  and  depth  of  their  lights  and  shadows, 
and  their  picturesque  backgrounds  and  foregrounds,  Mark, 
for  example,  how  the  native  tenderness  of  Mary's  heart 
returns  like  a  minister  of  heaven  to  drive  out  the  demon  of 
cruelty  from  her  soul,  when  she  is  passing  the  doom  of  death 
on  the  hapless  Lady  Jane  Grey  for  heresy  :— 

**  Her  head  shall  fall  I    Shall  it?    She  is  but  a  child. 
We  do  not  kill  the  child  for  doing  that 
His  father  whipt  him  into  doing.*' 

Wherever,  too,  we  turn,  the  tragic  horrors  of  this  appalling 
tragedy  are  relieved  by  contrasting  touches  of  pathos — by 
some  tender  scene — some  gentle  burst  of  song,  an  art  which 
Shakespeare  alone  has  carried  to  perfection,  in  the  most  tragic 
of  his  dramas.  Mary's  song  to  her  lute  is  not  only  unspeakably 
sweet  and  soothing,  and  full  of  exquisite  music  and  tenderness, 
but  it  comes  to  us  in  the  right  place  and  at  the  right  time 
to  relieve  us  from  the  crushing  agony  of  the  scene.  The 
loves  of  the  lowly  milkmaid  and  her  Robin,  free  as  the  air 
they  breathe,  and  as  happy  as  the  sunshine  in  which  they 
bask,  are  brought  face  to  face  with  the  lonely  and  loveless 
lot  of  the  heir  to  the  throne,  the  Princess  Elizabeth,  the  state- 
bondswoman  of  her  sister,  pining  for  tho  milkmaid's  freedom, 
pining  for  the  milkmaid's  love,  and  mshing  she  were  a  '^  milk- 
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maid/'  Mark^  too,  the  contrast  of  Mary's  doom  as  an  unloved, 
abandoned,  scorned,  and  slighted  wife,  brought  home  to  her 
keenest  sense,  her  tenderest  feelings,  in  one  of  her  darkest 
hours,  by  a  perfect  picture  of  that  very  happiness  for  which 
she  had  sighed  so  long  and  suffered  so  much. 

"  Mary,                   Tell  me  thine  happiest  hour. 
Lady  Clarence,      It  was  May  time, 
And  I  was  walking  with  the  man  I  loved. 
I  loved  him,  but  I  thought  I  was  not  loved. 
And  both  were  silent,  letting  the  wild  brook 
Speak  for  us — till  he  stoop'd  and  gathered  one 
From  out  a  bed  of  thick  forget-me-nots, 
Looked  hard  and  sweet  at  me,  and  gave  it  me. 
I  took  it,  tho'  I  did  not  know  I  took  it. 
And  put  it  in  my  bosom ;  and  all  at  once 
I  felt  his  arms  about  me,  and  his  lips " 

The  ethical  element  of  this  drama  reminds  us  of  the  best 
models  of  the  Greek  drama,  and  of  Shakespeare  himself, 
presenting,  as  it  does,  so  many  moral  lessons  of  Ufe  and  conduct, 
in  those  brief  and  closely  packed  lines,  which  are  so  full  of  pro- 
verbial philosophy,  and  so  handy  for  quotation — so  applicable 
to  the  practical  business  of  life.  In  no  drama  since  the  days 
of  Shakespeare  can  we  find  so  great  a  number  of  these  genuine 
gnomic  lines,  or  of  a  better  quaUty.  Here  are  a  few  samples : — 

'*  Tou  cannot 
Learn  a  mau*s  nature  from  his  natural  foe.*' 

"  Teb  too  much  mercy  is  a  want  of  mercy." 

"  There  is  no  glory 
Like  his  who  saves  his  country." 

''  A  smile  abroad  is  oft  a  scowl  at  home.'* 

''It  is  the  low  man  thinks  the  woman  low." 

Such  ethical  gems  deserve  a  very  precious  keeping  in  the 
casket  of  our  memory,  reflecting,  as  they  do,  some  of  the  rays 
of  genius  at  its  brightest,  and  of  moral  truth  and  practical 
wisdom  at  its  best. 


THE 
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BY  FEANCIS  POW£B  COBBE. 


A  DRXART  view  of  human  affairs  is  the  one  which  the  majority 
of  ancient  nations  seem  to  have  taken — that  the  Ages  fonn  a 
Circle  round  which  mankind  is  destined  to  turn  for  ever  like 
a  horse  in  a  mill,  while  all  apparent  change  only  brings  us 
back  again  to  the  point  whence  our  forefathers  started  thou- 
sandA  of  years  ago.  There  is  not  a  sadder  note  in  all  the 
range  of  poetry  than  the  exquisite  lyric  in  "  Hellas/'  wherein 
Shelley — profoundly  true  to  the  spirit  of  ancient  Greece*— 
first  breaks  into  the  psesku, 

**  The  world's  great  age  begins  anew, 
The  goIdoQ  years  return  ; 
The  Earth  doth  like  a  snake  renew 
Her  winter  weeds  out-worn  ;** 

and  then,  after  an  almost  inspired  description  of  a  renovated 
world,  suddenly  falters  and  closes  with  the  wail, — 

"  0,  cease !  must  Hate  and  Death  return  ? 
Cease  !  must  men  kill  and  die  ? 
Cease  !  drain  not  to  its  dregs  the  urn 

Of  bitter  prophecy. 
The  world  is  weary  of  the  past ; 
0^  might  it  die,  or  rest  at  last !  " 

It  is  with  some  such  feeling  of  hopelessness  as  this,  I 

suppose,  that  every  student  of  history  and  of  his  own  times 
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must,  at  each  recurring  era  of  reaction,  take  note  of  the  por- 
tentous similarity  between  the  thoughts  and  doings  of  his 
contemporaries  and  those  of  the  men  of  some  long  past  time, 
which  he  had  been  wont  to  think  of  as  an  age  of  comparative 
ignorance  or  barbarism.  It  is  well  to  hold  fast,  if  we  may,  the 
faith  that  ''  the  human  race  never  apostatizes  /'  but  it  is 
impossiblo  to  hide  from  our  eyes  the  fact  that  the  nations  who 
compose  it  are  perpetually  abandoning  truths  which  they 
seemed  to  have  gained,  returning  to  beggarly  elements,  and 
sighing  for  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt,  when  to  all  semblance 
they  had  advanced  to  higher  lessons,  and  well-nigh  come 
within  the  borders  of  Canaan. 

It  is  only  when  we  have  watched  such  relapses  again,  and 
again  down  the  pages  of  history,  that  we  arrive  slowly  at  the 
conviction  that  if  men  retreat  from  any  standpoint  of  truth, 
it  is  because  they  really  never  conquered,  but  only  swept  over 
it,  in  the  hurrying  to  and  fro  of  the  battle ;  and  if  they  desire 
to  return  to  the  Land  of  Bondage,  it  is  because  they  still  are 
slaves  at  heart.  In  time  to  come,  the  lost  ground  will  be 
regained  and  made  a  heritage  for  ever;  and  they  will  win 
their  freedom  when  they  are  fit  to  enjoy  it. 

We  must  needs  hope  that  the  present  is  one  of  those 
epochs  when  men  reculent  pour  mieux  sauter,  since  so  many 
manifest  the  inclination  to  step  back  almost  to  the  point 
where  the  nations  of  Europe  stood  three  centuries  gone  by. 
The  retrograde  movement  pervades  several  departments  of 
human  activity,  and  at  the  same  time  encounters  so  vast  an 
onward-sweeping  wave,  that  the  result  is  a  small  Maelstrom  of 
new  and  old  ideas.  Like  poor  Cherubina,  in  the  delightful 
old  Heroine,  we  shout  at  once  for  '^  Liberty,  Equality,  and  the 
Feudal  System,^'  or  (what  comes  nearly  to  the  same  thing,) — 
for  Science  and  Sorcery — for  Nineteenth  Century  Politics  and 
Ninth  Century  Eeligion.  It  does  not  merely  happen  that  we 
enter  one  house  in  a  London  street  and  find  that,  like  the 
man  in  Andersen's  tale,  we  have  "  walked  back  into  the 
Middle  Ages,^'  while  in  the  next  abode  we  discover  that  we 
have  been  projected  into  the  third  millennium ;  but  that  in  one 
and  the  same  individual  we  continually  find  jumbled  together, 
opinions,  ideas,  and  habits  appertaining  to  three  or  four  dif- 
ferent epochs  of  time  and  regions  of  thought ;  and  which  the 
owner  might  boast  he  has  picked  up,  like  the  bric-a-brac  on 
his  shelves — this  from  Eome,  and  that  from  India — this  out  of 
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the  tomb  of  the  Pharaohs^  and  that^  ag&u)>  brand-new  from 
Paris. 

Where  did  the  Anti-Renaissance  which  forms  the  under- 
tow of  the    wave   begin?      We   shall    all  agree  with    Mr. 
&frmond8'  beautiful  account  of  the  old  and  great  Renaissance^ 
that  its  history   *'is  not  that  of  the  Arts  and  Sciences,  of 
literature,  or  even  of  nations.     It  is  the  history  of  the  attain- 
ment of  self-conscious  freedom  by  the  human  spirit.     The  arts 
and  the  inventions,  the  ^knowledge  and  the  books  which  sud- 
denly became  vital  at  the  time  of  the  Renaissance,  had  long 
lain  neglected  on  the  shores  of  the  Dead  Sea  which  we  call 
Ae  Middle  Ages.     It  was  not  their  discovery  which  caused 
the  Renaissance.     It  was  the  spontaneous  outburst  of  intelli- 
gence which  enabled  mankind  at  that  moment  to  make  use  of 
them.''  *     But  what  has  caused  our  re-embarkation  upon  that 
same  ''  Dead  Sea  of  the  Middle  Ages  ''—our  rcveteration,  after 
our  forefathers'  "  new  birth"  ?  f     Did  the  strange  portent  first 
manifest  itself  at  the  heart  of  things— Religion ;  and  was  it 
Father  Newman  who,  forty  years  ago,  in  the   ''Tracts  for  the 
Times,'*  planted  the  ninety  acorns,  which  have  sprung  up  like 
Dodona's  forest  ?    Or  is  it,  on  the  contrary,  a  mere  exogenous 
growth,  wherein  the  outer  bark  of  fashion  has  chief  vitality, 
and  whose  planter,  perchance,  was  no  greater  a  person  than 
"  elby  Pugin,  when,  at  the  same  date,  he  inaugurated  the  resto- 
ration of  Gothic  Architecture  ?     Or  yet  again,  were  neither  of 
these  men  (the  antitypes  in  their  small  way  of  Lather  and 
^chael  Angelo)  really  of  much  account  in  the  origination  of 
a  movement  which  had  its  rise  out  of  vaster  and  far  more 
^ide-spread  sources,  and  whereon  they  and  all  their  followers 
^^  only  carried  forward  like  anchorless  boats  on  the  tide? 
^r«  Leslie  Stephen,  in  writing  of  ''  Cowper  and  Rousseau  " 
recently,  took  occasion  to  call  in  question  the  sense  of  our 
commonplaces   about  "Reactions,"  as  if  there  were,  in  the 

**  Benaisiance  in  Italy,*'  p.  4. 
•  t  Let  exirSmei  m  touchetU,  and  the  ComtisU  are  quite  as  fond  of  the  Middle 
^^  w  the  EitualiBts.  Comte  talks  ("  General  View  of  Positivism,"  p.  64, 
^9)  of  the  "  oountriet  where  the  nohle  aspirations  of  the  Middle  Ages  hare 
^Q  Istit  impaired  by  the  metaphysical  theories  of  Protestantism  or  Debm,"  and 
explores  the  "  mental  reaction  "  of  the  Benaissanee,  which  "  brought  a  feeling  of 
^^  tatipathy  to  the  Middle  Ages,"  and  inspired  men  with  **  such  irrational 
wmirstioa  for  Antiquity,  as  entirely  to  ignore  the  social  superiority  of  the 
'■"•oifiBTal  tyttem."  It  was  only,  he  says,  in  countries  ^'preserved  from  Protes- 
*"**»•*  that  any  real  senie  of  that  superiority  was  retained  "  (p.  65). 
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nature  of  things^  any  such  positive  force  as  we  seem  to  imply 
by  the  word ;  or  as  if,  in  giving  the  name  to  certain  pheno- 
mena, we  offered  any  real  explanation  of  their  origin.  Certainly 
a  better  phrase  to  express  the  motion  of  such  a  huge  pendnlom 
as  we  are  considering  would  be  Oscillation ;  and  that  we  ought 
to  conceive  it,  not  so  much  rebounding  from  the  outer  wall  of 
public  sentiment,  as  retreating  inevitably  from  the  farthest 
point  to  which  the  forces  at  work  would  carry  it — ^the  forces, 
namely,  of  weak  and  mutable  mortals  who  never  long  proceed 
in  any  direction  without  a  halt  and  a  change  of  front ;  who  dis- 
cover the  errors  in  the  way  they  are  treading,  and  do  not  per- 
ceive those  of  the  opposite  course  till  they  have  engaged 
therein  in  its  turn. 

Let  us  begin  in  any  case,  for  convenience,  to  look  at  thb 
phenomenon  from  its  outer  rind  of  Fashion  and  Taste,  leaving 
aside  the  question  whether  this  be  properly  its  last  oatcome 
or  its  most  vital  part ;  whether,  in  short,  we  are  concerned 
more  strictly  with  an  Anti-Renaissance  or  an  Anti-Refor- 
mation. 

In  venturing  to  treat  the  Taste  of  the  present  day  as  par- 
tially retrograde,  I  am  painfully  aware  that  I  am  laying 
myself  open  to  the  charge  of  being — not  a  ''  Goth,''  for  that 
term  would  doubtless,  now-a-days,  convey  the  choicest  com- 
mendation of  criticism — but  an  ignorant,  presumptuous  person, 
past  all  pardon.  Nevertheless,  in  a  meek  and  chastised  way, 
and  speaking,  as  it  were,  with  bated  breath  and  under  correc- 
tion, I  must  fain  enter  my  plea. 

And  first,  I  must  observe,  that  if  we  have  in  any  consider- 
able point  retrograded  SBsthetically,  it  is  doubly  lamentable, 
because  there  has  assuredly  never  been,  since  the  world  b^an, 
an  age  in  which  people  thought,  talked,  wrote,  and  spent  such 
inordinate  sums  of  money  and  hours  of  time  in  cultivating  and 
indulging  their  Taste.  Heretofore  the  nation  has  been  always 
busy  with  something  else — foreign  wars,  home  politics,  religious 
controversies,  and  there  has  never  seemed  the  least  likelihood 
that  English  Virtue  would  undergo  transformation  into  Italian 
Virtu,  Perhaps  there  are  some  arrierd  people  amongst  us 
even  now  who  think  that  in  the  midst  of  all  the  wants  and 
miseries  of  the  poor,  the  vices  and  doubts  of  the  rich,  tbe 
disease,  the  drunkenness,  and  the  cruelty  through  which  wc 
thread  our  way  whenever  we  step  outside  our  artistically  decc- 
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rated  dwellings^  that  the  time  for  entire  devotion  to  SDSthetics 
is  not  yet.  Such  ideas  as  these,  however,  if  any  one  be  so 
benighted  as  to  entertain  them,  are  disgracefully  out  of  date 
at  this  moment.  There  is  a  conviction  widely  diffused  abroad, 
though  not  often,  perhaps,  distinctly  formulated,  that  '^severe'' 
music,  and  sage-green  walls  (especially  with  blue  plates  climbing 
up  like  flies  to  the  ceiling)  have  in  them  a  kind  of  saving  grace ; 
an  influence,  scarcely  so  much  merely  Moral  as  Religious,  which 
not  only  will  "  soften  manners,^'  as  our  fathers  foolishly  ex- 
pected Literature  to  do,  but  furthermore  purify  the  conscience 
and  exalt  the  soul.  The  deadly-earnest  gravity  wherewith  the 
precise  shades  of  the  said  sage-greens,  and  uncelestial  blues,  and 
dingy  yellows  and  blacks  on  papers,  and  curtains,  and  carpets, 
are  now  habitually  discussed,  the  inexhaustible  zest  wherewith 
guests  and  hosts  at  London  dinner  parties  exchange  precious 
secrets  as  to  where,  and  how,  and  at  what  price,  *'  bits"  of  china 
and  glass  and  brass  may  be  obtained,  and  turn  their  plates 
npside  down,  fall  into  ecstasies  over  their  salt-cellars,  and 
worship  their  Apostle-spoons  as  devoutly  as  Brahmins  do 
the  holy  ladle  of  the  sacramental  Soma — the  pained  and 
shocked  seriousness  wherewith  any  heretic  is  rebuked  who 
ventures  to  prefer  Mozart  to  Sebastian  Bach,  or  to  confess  a 
larking  predilection  for  a  room  fresh,  clean,  and  bright,  rather 
than  sombre,  dusty,  and  stuffed  up  with  lumber — all  this  must 
convince  any  observant  mind  that  we  are  privileged  to  draw 
breath  in  an  age  eminently  Tasteful ;  and  when,  indeed,  a  man 
who  aspires  to  public  esteem  had  better  break  half  the  Deca- 
logue, and  even  violate  the  laws  of  Lindley  Murray,  than  give 
directions  to  his  upholsterer  in  defiance  of  the  Grammar  of 
Ornament. 

To  accuse  us,  under  such  circumstances  as  these,  of  a  general 
retrogression  in  matters  aesthetic,  would  be  obviously  mon- 
strous ;  and  even  the  most  carping  critic  must  confess  that  is 
our  pictures  and  statues  are  not  all  that  might  be  desired, 
at  least  our  jugs  and  basins,  our  tea-pots  and  cream-ewers, 
oar  carpets  and  fire-irons  are  every  way  superior  to  the  utensils 
and  upholstery  of  our  benighted  parents,  a  model  of  whose  ill- 
famished  house  was  recently  exhibited  in  South  Kensington, 
that  our  self-satisfaction  might  be  complete. 

And  yet — and  yet — Has  anybody  ever  happened  to  walk 
through  the  National  Gallery,  and  later  in  the  same  summer 
<lay  through    Burlington    House,   without  feeling  a   misgiv- 
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ing  that  there  is  something  not  quit©  'genuine'  about 
our  modem  Art ;  that  while  those  old  Schools  succeeded  one 
another  and  grew  out  of  each  other, — each,  painter,  in  some 
sort,  the  artistic  son  of  a  painter  before  him, — we  have  strangely 
broken  through  the  entail  ?  In  each  of  them  we  seem  to  trace 
the  old  spirit  always  working  new.  In  our  painters,  do  we  not 
rather  find  a  new  spirit  reproducing  old  work  ? 

Nor  is  this  singular  reversal  confined  to  any  one  art,  but 
rather  does  it  seem  to  pervade  our  activity — our  Architecture 
and  Art- Manufacture,  and  our  Monastic  and  Eitualistic  Re- 
vivals.     We  laboriously  imitate  the  walls  and  windows,  the 
forms  and  colours,  the  rules  and  vestments  of  other  days, 
and  then  we  play,  like  children,  at ''  making  believe  '^  that  wo 
build  and  furnish  our  houses,  and   paint    our  pictures,  and 
arrange  our    convents   and  churches  for  precisely  the  same 
reasons  and  in  the  same  simple  faith  as  did  our  forefathers* 
But  do  we  really  build,  like  the  old  Gothic  architects,  because  our 
style  has  developed  naturally  from  that  which  preceded  it,  and 
we  possess  a  rich  and  playful  imagination  to  employ,  and  modify, 
and  adorn  it  in  every  fresh  edifice  ?     Do  we  really  paint  like  the 
old  Pre-Baphaelites,  in  all  simplicity  of  soul,  before  the  glorious 
colours  of  a  Titian,  a  Beipbrandt,  or  a  Ilubens  had  been  seen  by 
mortal  eyes — ^when  the  mistakes  of  false  or  violent  perspective 
were  yet  unrectifiable  by  rule,  and  when  a  man  might  think  he 
was  faithful  to  truth  and  nature  by  copying  every  petty  detail, 
because  no  one  had  yet  been  analytic  enough  to  note  that  the 
face  of  a  martyr  and  the  crack  in  a  paving-stone  are  not  objects 
perceived  with  equal  clearness  by  the  spectators  of  an  exciting 
action,  nor  philosophic  enough  to  consider  that  it  is  tbe  busi- 
ness of  a  painter  to  reproduce  the  impression  of  a  scene  on 
his  own  soul,  and  not  its  reflection  in  a  looking-glass  ?     Do  we 
really  dress  our  monks,  and  decorate  our  churches,  and  go 
through  the  elaborate  cultus  of  Ritualism,  like  the  Pre-Refor- 
mation  Catholics,  with  whom  everything  of  the  kind  sprang 
spontaneously  out  of  their  immediate  wants  and  feelings  ? 

Our  new  spirit  is  a  spirit  of  Science — of  criticism,  of 
archaeology,  not  of  Art.  It  is  our  Intellects  which  are  busy 
and  gratified ;  not  that  part  of  us  (a  small  one  indeed  in  most 
of  us  Englishmen  and  women)  which  we  have  only  discovered 
in  recent  psychology,  and  christened  the -Esthetic.  The  great 
old  masters.  Pre  and  Post-Raphaelites,  evidently  thought  that  to 
lift  us  up  off  the  ground  of  vulgar  life,  and  beyond  the  jar  and 
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fret  of  business^  into  tlie  pure,  calm  upper  air,  where  revelations 

of  eternal  Beauty,  of  the  Grand,  the  Holy,  the  Sublime  might 

refresh  our  souls,  is  the  true  mission  of  Art;  and  by  some 

lost  magic  they  so  fulfilled  their  noble  purpose,  that  even  the 

poor,  dim  photographs  of   their  fc^ed  frescoes  stir  us   like 

lofty  music  heard  from  afar.     But  is  this  the  spirit  or  the  aim 

of  modern  Art  ?     Can  the  most  gushing  estatica,  leaning  on 

the  arm  of  a  popular  painter,  at  the  Private  View  of  the  Royal 

Academy,  delude  hei*self,  or  him,  into  the  idea  that  she  has  been 

for  a  moment  thus  rapt  away  into  higher  realms  of  sentiment  ? 

Whether  the  pictures  before  which  she  stands  are  ''  severely  " 

Pre-Raphaelite,  or  of  that  very  mollified  type  which  just  now 

the  vogue  has  happily  sanctioned,  it  is  much  the  same.  There  is 

devemess,  mechanical  skill  and  dexterity,  sometimes  miraculous 

Bavoirfaire — nothing  to  blame,  and  much  to  praise.     Only  by 

some  sad  mischance  one  thing  is  lacking,  and  that  is  the  nobler, 

grander  kind  of  Beauty.     Mr.  Carlyle  told  us  long  ago  (Edin. 

Lect.,  p.  227)  that  Pre-Raphaelitism  *^has  but  one  principle, 

that  of  absolute  uncompromising  truth.^'     Our  painters  seem 

to  have  added  the  unfortunate  commentary,  "  QuHl  n'y  a  rien 

de  vrai  except e  le  laid.''     Only  in  Landscape  Painting,  a  new 

Art  (as  our  passion  for  Nature  is  new),  and  subject  as  yet  to  no 

retrogression,  do  they  go  to  work  as  if  Truth  and  Beauty  had 

not  yet  passed  through  the  Divorce   Court.     ArchaBological 

fidelity  and  accuracy  in  reproducing  trivial  details,  in  these  we 

delight,  as  if  we  had  taken  to  heart  Bottom's  counsel, "  Let  not 

him  that  playeth  the  lion  pare  his  nails.'' 

The  case  is  even  worse  with  Sculpture.  In  short,  the  glori- 
fying element  of  Art  is  gone,  and  we  aro  sordidly  content 
without  it.  The  ghost  of  a  Phidias  or  Praxiteles,  of  a  Titian 
or  Michael  Angelo,  might  say  to  us,  like  the  hero  of  Locksley 
Hall  to  the  "  shallow-hearted ''  Cousin  Amy — 

"  Is  it  well  to  wish  thee  happy,  having  known  me  to  decline 
On  a  range  of  lower  feelings,  and  a  narrower  heart  than  mine  ?  " 

Very  much  in  the  same  way  a  school  of  Modern  Poetry,  in 
the  zenith  of  fashion,  deliberately  disdains  the  Beautiful  in  Lan- 
8*^g©,  and  instead  of  grand  sonorous  verse,  like  Milton^s ;  or 
entrancing  melody,  like  Shelley^s ;  or  ringing  harmony,  like 
Byron's  or  Tennyson's,  presents  us  with  an  array  of  harsh, 
gnttural,  grinding  vocables,  in  a  rhythm  so  rugged  that  the 
deader  experiences  much  the  same  diflSculty  as  the  rider  of  a 
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horse  lame  on  all  foar  legs — the  best  movement  he  can  keep  np 
is  a  shamble.  The  work  is  eminently  conscientious^  carefallj 
thought  out,  the  result  of  the  richest  culture  old  and  new — in 
shorty  a  fine  piece  of  Literature,  But  is  it  a  specimen  of  the  At-f 
of  Poetry  ?  Is  the  divine  witchery  of  melodious  words  and 
smooth-flowiug  and  majestic  rhythm  an  element  which  may  be 
omitted  from  Poetry  at  our  option,  leaving  us  the  dry  bones  of 
hard  Thought  ?  It  seems  to  me  we  may  as  well  say  that  a 
Skeleton  is  a  Man. 

Even  in  the  Music  sanctioned  in  the  empyrean  circles  of  the 
Taste  of  the  Period — the  Art  which  Mr.  Spencer  (probably 
justly)  hails  as  the  great  Art  of  the  Future,  and  wherein,  in-  . 
deed,  our  progress  is  great  and  unmistakable, — there  may  be 
noted,  though  in  a  lesser  degree,  the  same  tendency  as  in 
our  Pre-Raphaelite  painting  and  Pre-Miltonic  poetry,  to  sacri- 
fice the  Beautiful  in  favour  of  the  Intellectual,  or,  as  it  is 
pleasantly  termed,  "  the  Severe.^' 

Many  interesting  things  might  be  remarked  by  any  one 
who  should  study  the  influence  of  the  Architecture  of  a  country 
(and  of  its  natural  building  materials,  as  determining  its  archi- 
tecture) over  Manners,  Health,  and  even  over  Religion.  It  is 
enough  for  our  present  purpose  to  note  that  the  revival  of 
Plantagenet  and  Tudor  architecture  has  necessarily  involved 
along  with  it  the  re-appearance  of  many  subordinate  fashions 
of  decoration  and  furniture.  Other  Fine  Arts,  such  as  Paint- 
ing, Music,  and  Sculpture,  afiect  these  matters  of  detail  very 
little;  but  Architecture  makes  the  frame  into  which  they  must 
all  be  fitted,  or  they  will  seem  incongruous,  and  the  whole 
inharmonious.  It  is  an  Applied  Fine  Art,  half  devoted  to 
Beauty,  half  to  Utility ;  and  the  wretched  failure  of  the  ma- 
jority of  its  modern  professors  has,  of  course,  resulted  from 
the  fact  that  they  have  wanted  the  genius  needful  to  combine 
such  opposite  ends,  and  have  made  useful  buildings  hideous 
and  mesquin,  and  buildings  with  pretentions  to  beauty,  totally 
unfitted  to  their  destination.  The  utilitarian  (and  economical) 
interest  having  predominated  in  the  earlier  and  poorer  half  of 
this  century,  our  churches  and  houses  were  mostly  ugly,  and 
their  furniture  accorded  therewith.  The  turn  of  the  wheel 
which  brought  up  the  revival  of  Gothic  architecture  (a  Catholic 
chancing  to  be  the  cleverest  architect  of  the  day)  entailed 
necessarily  along  with  it  a  revolution  in  all  the  details  of  in- 
teriors ecclesiastical  and  secular. 
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But  we  have  passed  very  far  in  the  lasfc  dozen  years  past 
the  point  of  antique  furniture-revival  which  the  Puginesque 
revolution  involved.  A  few  solid  old  chairs  and  tables,  tapes- 
tries, weapons,  coffers,  and  antlers  would  have  sufficed  to 
furnish  the  mansion;  and  certain  statues,  pictures,  and 
coloured  windows  the  church ;  not  only  equally  well,  but 
much  more  in  accordance  with  Mediaeval  taste  than  our  pre- 
sent inordinate  multiplication  of  upholstery  and  bric-a-hrac, 
civil  and  religious.  In  vain  we  add  one  precious  old  '^  bit  ^^  to 
anotber.  The  more  we  crowd  them,  and  ransack  every  old 
curiosity  shop  in  Europe  to  find  them,  and  prize  them  in  our 
modem  dilletayite  way,  the  more  we  display  the  *'  new  spirit 
of  which  I  have  spoken,  painfully  labouring  at  "  old  work. 
The  genuine  ''Fine  Old  English  Gentleman,^'  for  whose 
portly  person  the  carved  oak  chair  was  originally  designed, 
would  have  stared  indeed  had  the  artist  in  Wardour  Street 
pointed  out  for  his  admiration  the  legs  full  of  gimlet  holes, 
representing  dry-rot  so  perfectly  as  to  deceive  the  very  elect. 
The  capacious  flagon,  out  of  which  he  ''  quaffed  his  cup  of  good 
old  sack,'*  would  have  seemed  to  him  singularly  misapplied, 
8et  up  in  a  cabinet,  and  labelled  "  a  beautiful  specimen  of 
repousse  work.^'  The  articles  themselves  may  have  been  our 
fathers',  but  the  spirit  wherewith  we  choose  them  is  all  our 
own. 

The  whole  study  of  Art-Manufacture,  wherein  South  Ken- 
sington has  led  the  way,  is  in  some  sort  a  tacit  confession  on 
our  part  that  the  age  of  real  Art  is  gone  by.  As  M.  Eenan  has 
well  explained.  La  Poesie  de  VExpositlon  is  no  poetry  at  all.  If 
ni  any  studio  in  London,  statues  like  those  of  the  Elgin-Room, 
or  pictures  like  those  of  the  Vatican  and  the  Uffizi  were  being 
produced,  we  should  not  retain,  I  fancy,  much  leisure  for 
criticising  the  shapes  of  the  legs  of  our  chairs  and  tables,  or 
the  patterns  of  our  carpets  and  wall- decorations.  It  is  true  that 
^  a  real  Age  of  -Art  the  general  aesthetic  temperament  of  a 
iiation  may  well  be  so  elevated,  that  the  very  artisans  (as  among 
the  Greeks,  Romans,  and  Italians)  may  only  invent,  and  their 
customers  only  purchase,  utensils  and  furniture  of  graceful 
forms  and  harmonious  colours.  Art  may  thus  include  Art- 
Manufacture,  as  the  greater  includes  the  less  j  but  Art-Manu- 
facture  cannot  include  Art ;  nor  is  it  the  ladder  (I  venture  to 
think)  whereby  anybody  has  ever  climbed  up  to  Art.  We 
never  read  that  the  Athenians,  who  gave  a  ton  of  gold  to  be 
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placed  on  Minerva's  statue  in  the  Parthenon,  were  wont  to 
rave  over  the  embroidery  of  the  goddess's  peplns  in  the  Erech- 
theum;  nor  could  anybody  gather  from  Soman  literature  a 
notion  of  how  exquisite  were  the  kitchen-scales,  and  tongs, 
and  spits  which  the  cooks  of  Pompeii  were  privileged  to  em- 
ploy. Mr.  Pater  says  that,  at  the  great  Renaissance,  "  in  the 
midst  of  a  frozen  world,  the  buried  fire  of  ancient  art  rose  up 
from  under  the  soil/'  Instead  of  placing  that  sacred  flame, 
like  Guebres,  on  an  altar,  we  have,  tout  bonnement,  utilized  it 
for  the  domestic  hearth. 

To  account  for  this  step  back  to  old  furniture,  china,  and 
bric-a-brac,  we  must  look  further  than  to  the  impetus  given 
by  architectural  fashion,  and  remember  that  we  are  living 
in  an  age  of  unparalleled  prosperity  and  peace,  and  when 
neither  foreign  nor  domestic  politics  ofier  very  exciting  interest. 
There  are  amongst  us  by  the  hundred  rich  and  idle  men,  to 
whom 

"  Some  demon  whispers,  Tisto !  have  a  taste !  ** 

and  there  is  also  (a  consideration  not  to  be  overlooked)  a 
whole  profession  of  Art-dealers,  who  have  found  that  the  com- 
merce of  Art  is  pretty  nearly  the  most  profitable  in  which  a 
man  can  engage,  and  in  which,  as  a  late  trial  proved,  £400  is 
not  an  exorbitant  fee  for  merely  telling  a  picture-dealer  where 
a  picture-buyer  is  to  be  found.  The  influence  of  the  com- 
mercial spirit  upon  the  production  of  so-called  works  of  Art, 
and  of  the  substitution  of  the  secondary  aim  of  all  honest  la- 
bour— ^to  earn  reward, — for  the  primary  one  of  the  true  Artist — 
to  realize  his  ideal, — is  a  subject  too  large  and  miserable  for 
discussion. 

It  has  often  been  noted  that  Luxury  in  a  nation  or  class 
progresses  in  certain  order.  There  is  the  earhest  stage, 
when  amidst  the  rudest  conditions  of  barbarism,  kings  and 
chiefs  possess  crowns,  collars,  torques,  or  robes  (like  the 
feather  mantle  of  the  Polynesians)  of  surprising  elegance  of 
workmanship.  Next  comes  the  age  of  fine  armour,  horses, 
and  dress,  when  the  rich  man  is  dives  equis,  dives  pictai  vestis. 
Afterwards  follows  lavish  abundance  of  food  and  drink,  re- 
corded in  the  eulogies  of  grateful  and  well-fed  bards.  At  last 
comes  the  grand  age  of  Architecture,  when  Temple,  Tomb,  and 
Palace  rise  in  their  turn ;  while  along  with  them,  or  but  little 
later,  the  artistic  genius  of  the  nation  (if  it  is  ever  to  have 
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any)  blossoms  out  in  Painting,  Poetry,  and  Sculpture.  Then 
succeeds  the  passion  for  public  amusements,  circenses,  pageants, 
bull-fights,  masquerades.  Seventhly  (and  certainly  lastly, 
whatever  has  been  the  sequence  of  the  preceding  steps),  fol- 
lows Luxury  in  Art  Manu&cture,  in  Decorations,  and  the  imple- 
ments of  domestic  utility,  and  in  objects  of  Taste  collected 
from  the  works  of  preceding  ages. 

In  attaining  this  point,  and  buying,  as  some  of  us  do,  quite 
cheerfully  now,  a  small  china  pot  at  a  price  representing  the 
easy  competence  of  a  life-time,  we  seem  to  have  reached  the  end 
of  our  tether.  It  is  hard  to  foresee  what  after- development 
remains  for  our  indulgence.  We  have  at  once  succeeded  in 
ob^ng  the  call  of  ''  Backward  Ho  !  '^  so  far  as  to  make  our 
homes  into  veritable  archsBological  museums ;  while  we  have 
simultaneously  reached  the  last  bourne  of  the  race  of  Luxury. 

Tte  ./Sisthetic  retrogressions  of  the  era,  however,  whatever 
they  may  be,  appear  inconsiderable  compared  to  the  ^ctraordi- 
nary  Intellectual  backsUding  whereby  not  a  few  amongst  us 
have  somehow  slipped  headlong  into  the  old  belief  in  Sorcery, 
and  a  score  of  other  superstitions.  The  mise  en  seine,  indeed,  of 
a  Spiritualistic  seance  is  somewhat  varied  from  that  of  the  old 
necromanoer^s  den,  with  his  stuffed  crocodile  and  grinning  skull, 
his  white  circle  on  the  floor,  and  his  wonder-working  wand.  In- 
stead of  all  this,  we  call  up  our  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep  under 
our  carpets,  in  a  nicely-furnished  London  drawing-room.  Our 
Sidrophel  does  not  appear  with  a  long  white  beard  and  black 
turban,  or  with  a  flowing  robe  around  his  majestic  form ;  but 
either  as  a  Yankee  gentleman,  in  the  inevitable  black  evening 
coat,  or  a  *'  smart  ^'  lady,  in  mauve  or  pink  silk  dress,  with 
keenly-observant  eyes,  and  active  Uttle  feet,  enclosed  (when 
visible)  in  kid  slippers.  For  the  blue  and  red  sombre  fires, 
which  illumined  the  hoary  sorcerer^s  cell,  we  have  also,  with 
a  disgraceful  neglect  of  the  couleur  hcale,  substituted  that  vul- 
gar mode  of  illumination,  the  gaselier,  possessing,  however, 
the  advantage  of  easy  adjustment  to  the  faith  of  the  company 
— ^ftill  cock  for  confirmed  believers,  and  a  feeble  glimmer  for 
obstinate  sceptics.  But  with  these  modifications  of  his  pro- 
perties, we  may  parody  the  old  epigram  that  '^  modem  Pres- 
hyter  is  only  old  Priest  writ  large,''  and  say  that  ''new 
Medium  is  only  old  Magician  writ  small.''  He  professes  just 
in  the  same  way  to  evoke  the  dead,  and  to  catechise  at  plea- 
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sure  the  mighty  souls  of  the  great  departed  (who  seem  to  bo 
in  waiting  perpetually  like  footmen  and  parlour-maids  for  the 
downstairs  bell) ;  and  in  a  special  manner  he  boasts  of  the 
particular  performance  which  called  forth  the  fierce  denuncia- 
tion of  the  Hebrew  prophets,  namely,  the  consultation  of 
Familiar  Spirits.*  For  the  Magician's  wand,  the  Medium  has 
his^Planchette/'  For  the  Apparitions  called  up  by  his  spells 
(like  the  dead  son  of  the  Emperor  Basil  by  Santabaren,  and 
the  vision  of  the  Fair  Geraldine  to  the  Earl  of  Surrey),  he 
has  those  singular  ghosts  which  always  bear  so  unaccountable 
a  resemblance  to  the  Medium  "  asleep,^'  in  the  dark  closet  hard 
by,  and  which  it  is  a  ^'spiritual  outrage^'  to  seize  by  the 
strangely  "  materialized '^  arm.  If ''  spirit-photographs ''  mast 
be  admitted  to  belong  exclusively  to  the  nineteenth  century, 
they  may  yet  claim  no  remote  relationship  to  the  visions  pro- 
duced (ere  photography  was  invented)  in  Dr.  Dee's  Magic 
Mirror ;  and  for  the  instruction  of  Julian  the  Apostate  by 

*'  Him  who  raised 
Eros  and  Anteros  at  Qadara."  t 

In  all  seriousness,  it  is  strange  to  reflect  that  this  wave  of 
superstition,  which  has  actually  risen  to  a  considerable  height 
in  the  land,  should  have  started  (of  all  places  in  the  world)  in 

*  Perbaps  we  maj  even  snnnise  thafc  the  method  of  di? ioation  ib  not  yerj 
different  from  that  which  Voltaire,  in  his  naughty  dram^  of  "  Saul/'  attributes 
to  the  great-grandmother  of  the  whole  tribe,  the  Witch  of  Endor  (I  quote  from 
some  twenty  years*  memory) : — 

Witch  (havinff  drawn  her  cirelest  to  Saulf  with  hit  eye$  doted).  Je  Tois  qudque 
ohcse! 

Saul  {eagerltf),  Qu'est  oe  que  tn  yois  ?    Est  ce  que  c*est  uu  homme  ? 

Witeh,  Qui.     C'est  un  homme ! 

Saul.  Est'ce  que  c'est  un  grand  yieillard  ? 

Witch,  Oui    Cest  un  grand  neillard. 

SauL  A-*t-'il  la  barbe  blanche  ? 

Witch.  Oui.    II  a  la  barbe  blanche. 

Saul,  Oh  alors,  pas  de  doute  I    Yoici  Samuel  qui  revieot ! 

Witch.  Out    Ke  donte  pas.    Cest  Samuel  lui-m^me,  etc 

t  Mr.  Wallace  summarizes  the  *'more  important  manifestations"  as  follows:" 
Producing  sounds  of  all  kinds^ Altering  tbe  weight  of  bodies— Raising  bodies 
into  the  air — Conyeying  bodies  to  a  distance  out  of  closed  rooms — Beleasing 
Mediums  from  bonds — Proserring  from  the  effects  of  fire — Writing  or  drawing 
on  marked  papers — Musical  instruments  played  without  human  agency — Appari- 
tions of  hunuiu  forms—Sparks  and  stars — Presents  of  Flowers — Spirit  Photography 
— Automatic  writing,  wben  the  Medium  writes  iuToluntarily— Clairroyanoe  and 
Clairaudience — Trance-speaking— Impersonation — Healing  "  (see  "  Miracles  and 
Modem  Spiritualism/*  p.  198). 
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die  State  of  New  York ;  and  that  while  Father  Newman  and 
Raskin^  Bum  Jones  and   Pugin^  were  between  them  reno- 
vating for  ns  Beligion  and  the  Fine  Arts^  Miss  Kate  Fox, 
of  Hydesville,  N.Y.,  at  the   mature  age   of  nine,  was   giv- 
ing the  first  impetus  to  the  "  Spiritualistic  Movement/'  by 
contriving  a  hailstorm  of  raps  on  the  floors  and  walls  of  her 
abode.     Like  her  little  contemporaries  of  La  Salette,  Miss  Kate 
*'  boilded  wiser  than  she  knew  /'  and  though  she  was  (it  has 
been  said)   convicted  of  imposture,  her  "  little  game  '^  was 
none  the  less  effective.     Superstition,  like  the  animal  which  it 
has  long  taken  under  its  patronage,  possesses  nine  lives ;  and 
the  exposure  of  eight  Mediums  (even  such  an  exposure  as  that 
which  has  driven  poor  honest  Mr.  Robert  Dale  Owen  out  of 
his  senses,  and  sent  MM.  Buguet  and  Leymarie  to  jail)*  seems 
only  to  leave  the  surviving  ninth  more  firmly  enthroned  than 
ever  in  the  respect  and  confidence  of  the  faithful  sect. 

Wonderful  to  reflect,  a  delusion  which  had  such  an  origin, 
proceeds  by  such  methods,  and  has  for  its  hierophants  such 
personages  as  the  professional  '^  Mediums/'  should  neverthe- 
less be  rapidly  rising  almost  to  the  rank  of  a  new  Church, 
while  its   followers    (numbering,   it  is   averred,  some    three 
milUons  in  England  and  America)  are  assuming  the  attitude  of 
apostles   and  missionaries.     At  the  National    Conference   of 
Spiritualists,  held  at  38,  Great  Russell  Street,  on  the  5th  of 
November  last,  the  subject  of  the  "  Religious  Influence  of 
Spiritualism^*  formed  the  topic  of  debate.      The  Chairman 
remarked  that  he  believed  the  system  was  ''  destined,  at  no 
distant  date,  to  regenerate  and  revivify  existing  forms  of  re- 
ligion /'  and  Messrs.  Bennett  and  Morse  each  read  papers  "  On 
the  Dissemination  of  SpirituaUsm  as  a  Religious  Influence.'' 
To  Christians  and  Secularists  the  Spiritualists  believe  they  have 

*  Readers  of  the  Jowrnal  da  Dehata,  June  19th,  1875,  will  recall  the  aetound- 
iog  fcene  in  the  salle  of  the  Tribunal  CoiTeeHonelf  Paris,  when  Baguet  and  his 
uuttants  had  confessed  to  their  conspiraoj  to  sell  '*  spirit  photographs,"  taken 
^7  means  of  a  doll  dressed  speotre-like  in  blue  gauze,  and  supplied  with  a  farietj 
of  cardboard  heads  to  suit  the  sex  and  age  of  the  spirit  summoned  bj  the  cos- 
tomer.  The  box,  contsinirg  the  doll  and  heads,  was  produced  in  court,  and  the 
mseki  compared  with  the  photographs  ;  but  a  dozen  Tictims,  the  Comte  deBnllot, 
H.  Dessonon,  and  many  more,  persisted  in  maintaining  that  though  M.  Buguet 
^^J»  on  Bome  occasions,  have  had  recourse  to  such  proceedings,  jet  that  their 
photogrsphs  were  really  those  of  their  departed  friend«.  The  widow  of  Allan- 
^wdec  swore  to  her  dead  husband's  writing,  though  a  joung  assistant  of  M. 
August,  Mdlle.  Menessier,  stood  by  and  said,  **  Madame^  c'ett  moi  qui  a  Snrii 
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equally  a  special  message^  and  Sunday  Services  are  held  in  tiie 
Cleveland  Hall^  and  in  many  otber  places'  all  over  the  King- 
dom^ wherein  the  reading  of  chapters  in  the  Bible  and  singing 
of  hymns   are   diversified    by  Lectures,,  "delivered    in  the 
Trance-State,'^  by  well-known  Mediums.     Reports  from  the 
principal   towns  in    the    Provinces  are  regularly  published^ 
announcing,    for   example,   how    Spiritualism  has  just  been 
"  planted  ^'  at  Flatfield,  how  Perkinsville  has  become  a  *'  centre 
of  SpirituaUsm/^  how  "  the  manifestations  are  becoming  more 
powerful^'   at  Walker- on-Tyne,  how   "a  certain   amount  of 
dissatisfaction  has  been  felf  at  Newcastle  "on  account  of 
the  insufficiency  of  the  Test  conditions,^^  and  how  Darlington, 
which  had  for  some  time  "  keenly  felt  ^'  the  absence  of  "  phy- 
sical Mediums,*'  has  been  represented  not  only  by  "  a  delight- 
ful shower  of  refreshing  perfumes,"  but  by  "  the  actual  dis- 
tribution of  about  half-a-dozen  very  large  pears/'  *   Meanwhile, 
in  the  room  of  the  old  Sorcerers,  Magicians,  Necromancers, 
Wise  Women,  Seers,  Soothsayers,  Cunning  Men,  and  Fortune- 
tellers, a  new,   and  apparently  not  unremunerative,  profes- 
sion has  been  opened  to  both  male  and  female  industry,  and 
is  pursued,  as  duly  advertised,  by  Mediums,  Trance-Mediums, 
and  Mesmerists,   "  Psycopathic   Healers,*'    "  Curative   Mes- 
merists," "  Medical  Clairvoyants,"  and  "  Inspirational  Trance- 
speakers."     As  to  the  Literature  of  Spiritualism,  it  already 
demands  and  possesses  a  special  Lending  Library  (in  South- 
ampton Row),  and  boasts,  besides  several  monthly  and  weekly 
periodicals.  Human  Nature,  the  Spiritualist,  the  Medium  and 
Daybreak,  etc.,  etc.,  a  number  of  works  of  considerable  literaiy 
and  scientific  pretensions,   e.g.,  the    '^  Researches "   of   W» 
Crookes,  F.R.S. ;   the  ''  Debatable  Land,"  by  Robert  Dale 
Owen ;  "  Miracles  and  Modem  Spiritualism,"  by  Alfred  Wal- 
lace;    "Concerning  Spiritualism,"    by  Gerald    Massy,    and 
"  Primitive  Christianity  Identical  with  Spiritualism,"  by  Dr. 
Crowell. 

In  view  of  such  a  strange  revulsion  as  this,  such  revival  of 
beliefs  which  had  long  seemed  exploded,  and  inquiries*  which 
had  apparently  passed  even  beyond  the  sphere  of  antiquarian 
interest,  shall  we  be  tempted  to  think  that  the  system  is  really 
in  any  way  what  it  professes  to  be — a  recognition  of  the  higher 
verities  of  existence  as  opposedtocrass  materialism  ?  I  fear  we 
must  sorrowfully  pronounce,  on  reflection,  that  it  is  altogether 

•  The  SjpiHtualist,  Not.  26, 1875,  p.  263. 
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the  reverse.  ''  Spiritualisiii'^  can  only  be  properly  so  called  on 
the  principle  of  lucus  a  non  Iwceiido ;  for  it  starts  by  ignoring 
the  eternal  verity,  that  spiritual  truths  can  only  be  '^  spiritoally 
discerned/'  and  frankly  proposes  to  learn  them  by  the  help  of 
bewitched  upholstery.  It  is,  indeed,  one  of  the  best  defined 
steps  in  the  materialistic  retrogression  of  the  age,  which  on 
one  side  tries  to  find  Him  who  *'  is  a  Spirit,^'  and  can  only  be 
"  worshipped  in  spirit,'^  by  the  help  of  sacerdotal  magic  and 
pompous  rites ;  and,  on  the  other,  grasps  at  faith  in  Immortality 
through  a  tea-table  and  an  alphabet. 

And  yet,  alas  !  who  is  there  amongst  us  so  iruly  spiritnally 
minded,  as  to  retain  no  lingering  regret  that  the  assurances  of 
direct  communion  with  the  dead, — so  boldly  and  bewilderingly 
oflfered — are  but  the  mirage  of  the  desert  to  our  thirsting 
hearts  ?  Who  is  there,  when  indignation  at  the  frauds  prac- 
tised on  pitifully-credulous  mourners  leaves  us  space  for  calm 
review,  who  can  remain  wholly  superior  to  the  wish  that,  by 
Bome  method  less  childish  and  ignoble,  and  in  scenes  whereto 
neither  miserable  impostors  nor  gaping  sight-seers  should  have 
access,  it  were  possible  to  lift  but  a  comer  of  the  awful  Veil, 
or  pierce  but  by  one  lightning-glance  the  Cloud  which  receives 
all  the  dead  out  of  our  sight  ?  One  instant,  nearest,  truest, 
dearest,  the  very  soul  of  our  soul ;  the  next,  severed  from  us 
by  a  wall  of  adamant,  and  silent  even  as  the  grave  !  Can  it 
really  be,  (we  cry  in  our  despair,)  that  there  are  no  means  in 
heaven  or  earth  to  obtain  the  bare  assurance  that  our  beloved 
ones  live,  and  are  blessed  ?  Sorrowfully  must  we  confess  that 
the  mystery  is,  not  so  much  how — with  a  want  hke  this  for  ever 
gnawing  in  the  depth  of  human  hearts,  one  delusive  plan  after 
another  should  be  pursued  for  its  satisfaction,  but  rather  how  it 
happens  that  some  method  more  noble,  more  worthy  of  the 
Dead  and  of  the  Living,  even  if  equally  vain,  fehould  not  have 
been  devised,  during  all  these  thousands  of  years ;  nay,  that 
we  should  have  returned  in  our  day  to  the  Necromancy  of  bar- 
barous times,  minus  any  element  of  the  weird  or  sublime 
which  once  lent  the  art  a  semblance  of  fitness  and  verity. 

The  subject  of  Spiritualism  having  been  already  treated 
at  some  length  in  the  New  Quarterly  Magazine,  I  shall  not 
farther  pursue  it  here,  save  by  remarking  that  when  so-called 
Spiritualistic  "  manifestations ''  take  place  in  the  absence  of 
any  professional  "  Medium,^^  they  appear  to  me  to  deserve  a 
most  careful  and  respectful  attention,  as  instances  of  the  pro- 
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foundly  interesting  psyctological  phenomena  of  nnconscious 
cerebration  and  unconscious  self-deception.  It  will  be  time 
enough  to  attribute  the  occurrences  noted  to  an  ultra-mundane 
source  when  a  single  revelation  has  been  made  (at  a  non-pro^ 
ftssional  seance)  of  a  truth  previously  unknown  to  any  member 
of  the  company. 

The  impatient  reader  must  guard  himself  against  confound- 
ing Spiritism  with  certain  other  superstitions  disentombed  of 
recent  years  by  a  section  of  the  Anglican  party.  We  have  now, 
in  fact,  amongst  us,  as  of  yore,  two  schools  of  wonder- 
mongers — the  White  and  the  Black.  The  latter  (the  Spiri- 
tualists) are  anathema  to  the  orthodox,  and  no  wonder,  seeing 
that  they  practically  teach  the  worst  of  all  heresies — that 
heresy  is  not  followed  by  any  painful  consequences  after  death. 
As  Theodore  Parker  wickedly  said,  they  have  "  knocked  the 
bottom  out  of  hell.''  Dr.  Wallace,  indeed,  seems  to  imply  thit 
departed  souls  never  learn  any  tiling  of  the  nature  of  a  religious 
truth.  "Nothing  is  more  common,''  he  says  (p.  805),  "at 
seances,  than  for  religious  people  to  ask  questions  about  God 
and  Christ.  In  reply,  they  never  get  more  than  opinions,  or, 
more  frequently,  the  statement  that  the  spirits  have  no  more 
actual  knowledge  than  they  had  on  earth."  There  are,  he 
adds,  "  Catholic  and  Protestant,  Mahometan  and  Hindoo 
spirits."  Few  incidents  are,  to  the  unbelieving  mind,  more 
profoundly  comical  than  the  meeting  together  of  the  two 
superstitions,  when  a  pious  Anglican  really  thinks  he  has  met 
the  Prince  of  Darkness  in  his  proper  person  in  a  friend's 
dra}wring-room,  and  proceeds  to  invocations  whose  solemnity 
must  sorely  try  the  gravity  of  the  presiding  sorcerer  or  sor- 
ceress. A  selection  of  these  are  recorded  with  the  utmost 
naivete  in  Dr.  Lee's  "Glimpses  of  the  Supernatural"  (p.  152, 
et  seqJ).  Mr.  Chevalier,  for  example,  asked  a  spirit  point- 
blank  if  it  were  not  a  "  Bad "  one  ?  The  spirit  having 
obligingly  replied  in  the  affirmative,  Mr.  Chevaher  addressed 
it,  ''  Accursed  Devil ! "  and  finally  broke  up  and  burned  the 
table.  Again  Mr.  Chevalier  was  so  fortunate  as  to  be 
placed  by  his  table  en  rapport  with  no  less  a  personage  than 
Beelzebub  himself,  whom  he  solemnly  adjured  to  answer 
whether  he  "believed  that  Christ  died  to  save  us  from  sin?" 
Beelzebub  rapped  out,  "  No  !  "  and  Mr.  Chevalier  exclaimed, 
"  Accursed  spirit,  leave  the  room  !  "  whereupon,  we  are  told, 
the  table  "  walked "  across  the  room,  entered  the  adjoining 
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one,  and^  after  the  door  was  opened  for  it^  ^'  vralked  '^  into  the 
passage !  ^'  A  well-known  High  Church  clergyman  ^'  further 
testifies  to  hearing  a  spirit  rap  out  the  name  ''  of  a  yeoman 
who  died  impenitent  and  blaspheming;'^  and  adds^  '^  This  was 
sn£Scient  for  me.  What  I  had  seen  and  heard  convinced  me  tha 
Necromancy  was  practised.  I  left  the  house  protecting  mysel. 
hy  the  sacred  sign.'^  Another  clergyman  was  so  frightened  at 
what  he  witnessed  in  Netting  Hill  Square^  that ''  when  further 
attempts  were  made  to  obtain  manifestations^  taking  from  my 
neck  a  small  silver  crucifix,  which  had  been  blessed  hy  a  high 
ecclesiastical  dignitary,  I  made  a  mental  act  of  faith  in  the 
Blessed  Trinity,"  and  stopped  the  table  by  prayer ! 

Sundry    other  queer  superstitions    are    sprouting  again 
amongst  us — thanks   partially  to   the    peculiarly   efficacious 
forcing-bed  of  monastic  life.     All  men  and  women  who  lire 
tinder  high  moral  excitement  have  a  tendency  to  believe  in 
Special  Providences ;  but  beyond  this  faith  (of  which  I  would 
in  no  way  speak  disrespectfully),  the  pious  Anglican  is  apt  to 
proceed,  per  saltern,  across  the  barrier  fixed   in  modem  phi- 
losophy by  the  doctrine  of  the  immutability  of  natural  laws  ; 
and  we  find  not  a  few  landed  in  an  Enchanted  Ground,  wherein 
Bopematural  events  are  almost  of  daily  occurrence,  waminga 
are  conveyed  from  beyond  the  tomb,  the  dead  reappear,  and 
the  Uving  are  beheld  in  places  many  miles  removed  from  the 
spot  they  actually  occupy.    Let  any  reader  who  doubts  these 
assertions  ''  draw  out "  a  Ritualist,  or  better  still  a  Nun,  and 
note  how  he  or  she  speaks  of  some  favoured  priest,  half  with 
famihar  affection,  and  half  with  mysterious  veneration.     He 
^1,  we  foretell,  be  vividly  reminded  of  such  anecdotes  as  may 
be  culled  in  handfuls  from  the  chronicles  of  the  twelfth  and 
thirteenth  centuries,  and  begin,  "A  holy  Abbot  once,**   oi 
"A  brother  of  the  Monastery  of  Saint  So-and-So  records.''* 

*  S.ffn  the  mttnreUous  Tiiion  of  Walielin,  priest  of  the  Chorob  of  St.  Anbio, 
at  AnjoQ,  who  tair  a  fearful  troop  of  departed  apiriti,  amoDg  whom  was  a  oer- 
tiin  lunrer,  named  William  de  Flof,  who  laid  he  was  tormented  in  consequence 
of  a  pledge  of  a  mill  which  he  bad  unjustly  taken,  and  commanded  Walkelin  to 
t«ll  his  wife  Beatrix,  and  his  son  Boger,  to  reUere  him  b  j  restoring  the  pledge.     ^ 
^^idericos  tells  us  he  had  this  story  from  Walkelin's  own  mouth,  and  that  he 
nw  the  mark  on  his  fsce  left  bj  the  hand  of  the  ghostlj  usurer   (Ordericus 
^italis,  lib.  TiiL,  ch.  17).    Also  the  story  of  the  two  friends  in  William  of 
^^^bnesbuiy  (Hiit  Begum  iii.),  where  the  ghost  of  the  jyriest  appears  to  warn 
his  former  associate ;  the  story  of  Maurilius,  Ifonk  of  Fecamp  (ibid,  iii.,  a.d. 
1083),  who  also  returned  from  the  dead ;  the  vision  seen  by  three  persons  of  St. 
^mas  of  Oanterbnry  in  a  storm  at  sea  (Chronica  Boger  de  Hoveden,  ilL,  42, 

17 
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The  narratives  have  clearly  (so  far  as  superstition  is  concerned) 
followed  the  call  of  "  Backward  Ho  ! ''  with  a  clean  leap  of  six 
or  seven  centuries.* 

The  last  and  greatest  Step  Backward  which  has  been  made 
in  our  generation  is  undoubtedly  that  vast  movement  whereof 
a  return  to  the  use  of  a  gorgeous  Bitual  is  the  most  salient, 
though  by  no  means  the  only  important  feature.  As  the  great 
Beformation  of  the  sixteenth  century  embraced  the  entire 
world  of  religious  ideas,  so  this  Anti-Eeformation  of  the  Nine- 
teenth extends  its  smaller  influence  in  endless  ramifications 
through  the  entire  area  of  thought  and  feeling.  It  is,  of 
course,  only  in  the  most  cursory  and  superficial  way  that  so 
large  and  grave  a  subject  can  here  be  treated. 

There  are  probably  few  amongst  us  who  have  not  said,  as 
the  burden  of  years  has  begun  to  make  itself  felt,  ''  Woold 
that  we  could  for  once  revisit  the  scene  of  our  early  days,  climb 
the  mountains,  breast  the  waves,  gallop  over  the  springing 
turf,  and  fill  our  lungs  with  the  £Ei»miliar  air  redolent  of  all  the 
memories  of  childhood ! "    It  seems  to  us  as  if — ^were  it  possible 

43) ;  EdwBrd  the  Confessor  finding  s  devil  seated  in  his  treasnrj,  over  eoine  HI- 
got  monej  (Hoveden,  110) ;  the  Voice  calling  the  nobleman  out  of  the  tower  of 
Milan,  just  before  it  was  destroyed  bj  earthquake  (Flo.  Wigom.,  11—70),  in 
1117 ;  the  spirits  in  Pembrokeshire,  who  havnted  certain  honses,  and  conrened 
with  people,  taunting  them  with  all  their  secret  deeds  (Gkraldos  OambrsnsM, 
It.  Oamb.  1, 12,  y.) ;  the  prophecy  of  the  ford  of  Nant  Pencam,  in  MonmonQL, 
crossed,  as  foretold,  b j  Henrj  II.,  *'  a  mightj  Prince,  with  freckled  laoe!,  who 
shall  bring  Cambria  low  *'  (Chirald.  Camb.,  St.  Camb.  1—6) ;  and  two  mot/L 
curious  stories  of  a  regular  rapping  spirit,  in  the  district  of  Rouen,  1273  (Tsxfter 
in  F.  Wigom,  11—212) ;  and  of  the  man  Kettal,  of  Famham,  a  Medium  who 
was  oonstantlj  beholding  Demons  (WiUiam  of  Kewburgh,  Hist.  Aug-,  lib.  &, 
c.  21.)  (For  this  note  I  am  indebted  to  mj  brother,  Thomas  Cobbe,  Author  of 
the  "  History  of  the  Norman  Kings.")  One  of  the  most  curious  of  storiea  of 
DdppeUgangert  is  that  in  Tacitus  (Hist,  iv.,  81,  and  Suetonius  Vita  Tesp^  s.  7), 
where  the  Emperor  Vespasian,  after  working  two  miraculous  cures,  goea  to  the 
Temple  of  Scrapie,  '*  while  his  thoughts  were  fixed  on  the  Deity,"  behcdde  ttke 
Egyptian  Basilides  beside  him,  and  afterwards  carefully  asoertains  that  BaaUdes 
was  at  that  moment  ill,  and  eighty  miles  away. 

*  The  most  amazing  exhibition  of  this  Anglican  credulity  will  be  found, 
however,  in  a  book  to  which  I  haye  already  referred,  published  this  year  by  an 
able  and  estimable  London  Incumbent,  a  Doctor  of  Dirinity,  the  Bot.  F.  6.  Lee, 
Vicar  of  All  Saints*,  Lambeth.  The  title  of  this  work  would  alone  have  ereafced 
K  sensation  twenty  years  ago,  and  I  can  only  add  that  the  contents  by  no  nraans 
fail  to  make  good  the  laige  promise  of  the  title,  '*  CHimpsei  of  ike  Smpemaiural : 
Being  Facts,  Beoords,  and  Traditions  Belating  to  Breams,  Omeut^  MiraeuUms 
Oeeurrences,  ApparUions,  WraUhif  Wamingi,  Second  Sight,  WUchert^  Necro- 
mancy," etc. 
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to  do  this — ^youth  itself  would  be  oura  once  more.  Our  heayy 
feet  would  regain  elasticity  when  they  touched  the  sod  and 
the  heather^  and  we  should  laugh  off^  amid  the  salt  sea  foam, 
all  the  firet  and  care  of  our  world-worn  lives.  With  the  breath 
of  that  atmosphere  would  surely  return  to  us  the  innocent  glee 
of  childhood,  the  long-forgotten  exhilaration  of  the  happy  boy 
or  girl.  And  sometimes  it  happens  that  we  are  enabled  to 
gratify  this  longing  to  the  full,  so  far  as  outward  circumstances 
are  concerned.  We  find  ourselves  walking  up  the  old  paths, 
riding  over  the  well-known  fields,  bathing  among  the  remem- 
bered rocks,  and  faintly  inhaling  the  odours  of  sea-wrack,  or 
gorse,  or  daffodils  which  come  to  us  like  dreams  of  another 
state  of  existence.  But  is  our  hope  fulfilled  ?  Do  we  indeed 
grow  young  again  in  spirit  when  we  thus  strive  to  cheat  the 
bygone  years,  and  deceive  ourselves  with  the  belief  that  they 
have  come  and  gone,  and  left  us  where  we  stood  and  what  w^ 
were  in  body  or  in  mind  ?  Alas !  never  have  we  before  so 
clearly  realized  the  change  which  has  passed  over  us  as 
when  we  thus  make  the  hopeless  attempt  to  ignore  and 
efface  it ! 

Very  much  such  sorrowful  and  fruitless  effort  as  this  to 

recover  the  irrecoverable  feelings  of  youth  seems  to  He  at  the 

root  of  Ritualism.     In  the  face  of  the  dangers  which  gather 

round  Religion — the  manifold  "  Difficulties  "  of  Science,  the 

far  deeper  and  more  perilous  doubts  to  whose  brink  modem 

theories   of  the   origin   of  Morals,   and,   above  all,   modem 

Pessimism,  are  rapidly  leading  us — the  Ritualists  would  fly  back 

for  safety  to  the  belief,  the  material  practice,  the  sentiments 

(if  it  were  possible  to  revive  them)  of  an  earlier  age.      It 

is  the  old  story  of  Nicodemus  once  more.      Called  to  be 

''bom  again''    in   a  new  era,    into  new  faith,   new   hope, 

uew  ideals   of  love   and  duty,   the  Master  in  Israel   cannot 

comprehend   the  lesson,   and  childishly  inquires   whether  a 

man    cannot   enter  again  into  his   mother's  womb   and  be 

bom.      Not  a  few,  it  would  appear,  actually  imagine  that 

by  accurately  rehearsing  old  rites^  the  spirit  of  old  worship 

will  be  regained,  just   as   an  actor    may  throw   himself  for 

the  moment  into  the  character  he  represents.     When  we  read 

in  the  Preface  to  that  fantastic  little  volume.  Oratory  Worship ^ 

the  casual  remark  that ''  when  anybody  publishes  a  rare  and 

useful  book  from  which   he  takes  an  Office,  Benedicite  or 

Ceremony,  there  is  a  rush  to  get  it,'*  and  that  the  purchasers  are 
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often  disappointed  because  '^  they  wanted  to  know,  not  so  mncb 
what  to  do,  as  how  to  do  it,  and  find  there  is  not  a  Bubric  in  the 
production/*  we  are  introduced  to  a  section  of  the  British 
public  (large  enough  to  make  a  "  rush  '*  at  a  publisher's)  in  a 
state  of  ravenous  hunger, — ^not  for  old  Prayers,  which,  like 
ancient  jars,  might  preserve  some  perfume  of  holy  feeling, — ^but 
for  old  Bubrics,  old  directions,  "  How  to  do  it !  '*  *  And  what 
may  be  the  precious  instructions  thus  eagerly  sought  ?  They 
tell  wh^re  the  "Thurifer'*  and  "  Navicula-bearer  *'  are  to 
walk  in  procession,  when  the  ''  Ceremonarius ''  is  to  take  the 
altar-bell  from  the  *' credence *'  and  "kneel  laterally,'*  and 
whitn  the  Officiant  is  to  "  muffle  both  hands  in  the  folds  of  the 
humeral  veil,**  and  the  Deacon  is  to  "  place  the  Blessed  Sacra- 
ment in  the  Tabernacle,**  "  adore  again,**  "  shut  and  lock  the 
tabernacle  door,**  and  put  the  "corporal**  in  the  "burse;"  aU 
the  time  being  careful  to  be  '^  dressed  in  a  black  cassock  and 
laced  cotta,  if  he  do  not  wear  the  tunicle  and  dalmatic  !  **  f 

It  has  been  the  character  of  every  fresh  outburst  of  reli- 
gious life  in  the  world  to  originate  for  itself  some  appropriate 
rites,  some  fresh  sacrifices,  sacraments,  or  prayers — flowers 
which,  like  every  living  plant,  it  "  bears  after  its  kind.**  But 
instead  of  blossoming  into  new  and  natural  beauty,  Bitualistic 
religion  is  decorated  like  a  Christmas  Tree,  with  an  infinite 
quantity  of  artificial  flowers,  candles,  crackers,  and  toys. 

It  is  needless  to  say  that  such  an  inarticulate  desire  to  get 
back  to  old  faith  and  feeling  by  playing  at  old  rites,  as  we  have 
here  attributed  to  Bitualists,  is  never  consciously  or  osten- 
sibly the  reason  for  the  adoption  of  their  principles.  These 
are,  of  course,  1st,  the  characteristic  Sacramental  Doctrine,  and, 
2ndly,  the  elaborate  Gultus  which  they  deem  appropriate  for 
Divine  worship.  The  stronger  men  of  th3  party,  it  is  to  be 
presumed,  chiefly  take  their  stand  on  the  doctrine,  and  finding 
certain  difficulties  in  the  way  of  explicitly  teaching  it  in  a  Be- 
formed  Church,  have  too  commonly  adopted  the  expedient  of 
presenting  it  to  their  flocks  wrapped  up  in  symbols — theological 
contraband  smuggled  under  a  cartload  of  straw.  In  such 
cases  we  have  a  double  retrogression — the  reacceptance  of  such 
an  article  of  faith  as  the  Beal  Presence  or  Transubstantiation 
— a  dogma  too  sacred  to  thousands  to  be  here  discussed,  but 

*  Oratory  Wor$h%p,  p.  10,  publisbed  bj  the  Ghuroh  Press  Oompanj. 
t  For  all  this,  and   maoh   more,  lee  the   abo7e   ouriunt   little   Tolome, 
pp.  16  to  24. 
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wliich  may^  without  offence^  be  characterized  as  belonging  to  the 
most  antique  type  of  human  speculation ; — and  the  recurrence 
to  Symbolism  as  a  method  of  instruction.  As  regards  the 
latter  step  back^  we  can  all  remember  how  a  few  years  ago  the 
taste  for  allegories^  emblems^  and  symbols  had  almost  died  out^ 
so  that  only  a  few  silly  young  lads  and  "  missyish ''  girls  knew 
anything  about  the  emblematic  meaning  of  colours^  or  possessed 
little  books  on  the  Language  of*  Flowers.  They  were  gene- 
rally reproved,  moreover,  by  their  well-bred  elders  if  they  ven- 
tured to  make  simpering  remarks  about  blue  or  green  ribbons, 
or  to  giggle  about  the  gift  of  a  rose  or  a  myrtle.  Now  we  have 
returned  so  far  that  in  a  serious  religious  treatise,  containing 
directions  for  Preparation  for  the  Holy  Communion,  we  find 
the  information  that  the  Altar  may  be  covered  with  various 
colours,  and  that  White  represents  the  Lamb,  and  Red  the 
Holy  Ghost ;  that  Purple  is  for  Past-Days ;  Black  for  Good 
Friday,  and  Green  for  nothing  in  particular.  Further,  we  are 
told  that  the  shape  of  the  stole  typifies  the  yoke  of  Christ ; 
that  surplices  are  worn  in  Heaven ;  and  that  ''  Ladye  Blue*'  is 
appropriate — ^not  only  to  Oxford  boatmen,  but  to  the  Virgin 
Mary.  The  flowers  used  as  decorations  for  churches  have 
similar  occult  significations,  and  all  these  ornaments  are 
naively  described  as  intended  to  "  assist  our  thoughts,''  and 
''  in  order  to  help  us  to  keep  our  thoughts  fixed  on  heavenly 
things.*'  ♦  Surely  this  notion  of  keeping  one's  thoughts  on 
"  Mavenly  "  things  by  solemnly  reflecting  on  the  significance 
of  the  colour  of  a  piece  of  cloth  or  the  shape  of  a  garment, 
seems  to  take  us  back  to  the  times  when  St.  Augustine  might 
Iwive  found  it  convenient  to  convey  his  meeming  by  some 
similar  symbolism  to  our  respected  ancestors  in  woad  ? 

Turning  to  those  Ritualists  whose  chief  attraction  has  been 

the  ornate  Cultus  itself,  we  may  find  a  better  and  a  worse  reason 

for  their  preference.     At  the  most  superficial  glance  we  see 

here  a  reaction,  an   outburst  of  the  passion  for  splendour, 

colour,  and  luxury  which    naturally   succeeds    to    excessive 

puritanical  repression,  and  which  in  this  case  has  recurred 

quite  in  the  order  of  things  in  our  rich  and  idle  age,  after  the 

era  of  church  "  bams"  and  cold  and  gloomy  services  which  we 

"ftve  just  survived.     But  this  mere  reactionary  Ritualism,  which 

IS  fully  shared,  be  it  remarked,  by  the  leading  Dissenting  bodies 

in  England,  goes  a  very  little  way  in  accounting  for  the  vast 

♦  "  The  Patliway  of  Faith,"  p.  <)9,  Fourth  Edition.  t  ^Wrf,  p.  68. 
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transformation  whicli  tlie  cultus  of  our  National  Charch 
in  the  last  twenty  years,  undergone.*  The  pendolnm  has 
swung  very  much  further  in  the  ornate  direction  than  ever  it 
was  carried  in  that  of  bareness  and  neglect ;  and  to  account 
for  what  has  happened,  we  must  look  for  further  agencies  in 
the  background.  First  and  greatest  of  these,  I  believ^e,  in 
justice,  must  be  ranked  the  anxious  longing  of  entirely  sincere 
men  to  find  some  fresh  impulse  to  devotion,  coupled  witli  an 
unhappy  confusion  of  perception  between  the  genuine  senti- 
ments of  piety,  penitence,  .and  gratitude  flowing  from  their 
holy  inner  springs,  and  the  artificial  counterfeits  of  such  fad- 
ings which  appear  under  the  excitement  of  artificial  stimulants. 

*  Let  the  reader  study  the  artonishiDg  pages  in  the  "  Church  Calendar"  for 
1875,  pp.  38,  89,  and  40,  on  the  **  Ornaments  Bubrio,"  beguining  bj  the  aanrtioii 
that  there  is  no  **  historical  doubt"  that,  except  images  and  representatioDa  of 
fiftbulous  incidents,  our  parish  ohnrches  are  required  **  to  present  the  same  ap* 
pearanoe  as  in  the  pre-Beformation  times."    Accordingly,  the  foUowinf^^'oniA* 
menta  "  are  either  ordered  or  recommended : — A  stoup,  or  ressel  for  holj  wstcr, 
near  the  door ;  a  seat  or  "  shriying  pew  "  for  confessions ;  a  picture  or  image  of 
the  patron  saint  of  the  church,  near  the  chancel  arch ;  the  pictures,  known  as  the 
**  Stations  of  the  Cross,"  on  the  north  side ;    a  **  large  and  imposing  rood, 
or  cross,  or  better  still,  a  conspicuous  Crucifix,  with  the  figures  of  SS.  Maiy 
and  John  on  either  side,"  over  the  summit  of  the  screen.    The  altar  should  be 
raised  four  steps  at  least,  and  '*  will  be  fronted  by  an  antependium  of  appropriate 
colour  and  three  linen  cloths."    Behind  the  altar  **  there  will  be  a  shelf,  on  which 
there  will  be  at  least  two  candles— four,  six,  or  more  being  allowable;  and 
between  them  will  stand  a  cross  or  crucifix." 

The  details  of  the  eucharistio  senrice  will  be  found  on  page  47,  ei  teq.    We 
hare  for  the  dress  of  the  priests  and  assistants,  **  albs  and  restments,  chasuble, 
stole,  and  maniple "  (worn  on  the  left  wrist),  and  such  utensils  as  a  ^  pniifioa- 
tor,"  a  "  pall "  (for  the  Sacrament),  and  a  burse^  or  '*  oorporas-case."  And  fsa  the 
peiformance  of  both  High  and  Ijow  '*  Mass,"  we  haye  directions  of  posture,  elaborate 
as  if  intended  to  guide  a  pantomime.    For  the  "  Prefatoiy  prayers,"  the  priest,  for 
example,  is  directed  thus — "  Midst,  hands  folded,  standing,  ascend  to  the  altar, 
kiss  it  in  the.  midsf  .  .  .  For  Creed — **  3fidst,  hands  expanded  at  *  I  belieye  in 
one  God,'  folded  for  the  rest;  kneel  or  bow  at  'was  incarnate;'  bow  at  *wor- 
shipped,'  and  make  the  sign  of  cross  at  last  word."    And  so  on  for  fiYe  pages  of 
dose  type,  ending  with  the  obseryation  that  '*  it  should  be  remembered  that  the 
yestments  are  undoubtedly  the  most  important  feature  of  eucharistio  ritaaL" 
We  were  so  benighted  as  to  fancy  it  was  the  deyotion  of  the  worahippers! 
Let  it  be  remembered  that  all  this  is  supposed  to  concern  exdusiyely  a  jmztmA 
church.  What  goes  on  in  the  priyate  chapels  of  what  *'  Brother  Cecil,  S.S.J.,"calls 
**  a  church  which  has  not  yet  outwardly  blossomed  into  the  fall  beauty  of  holiness," 
is  more  surprising  still.    Here  (see  **  Oratory  Worship,"  a  book  published  by  the 
Church  Press  Company,  and  of  course,  it  must  be  understood,  proceeding  to  greater 
lengths  than  the  more  moderate  Hitualists  would  approye),  we  haye  such  seryioes 
as  these:— ''I!^  Solemn  Benediotum  of  the  Blessed  Saercbmeni"  wherein  the 
Beseryed  Sacrament  is  incensed  and  worshipped  by  the  priest  on  his  knees;  the 
^oeetnon  of  the  Biased  Sacrament,  on  the  JWi^  of  Corpus  Christie  when  **the 
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Bitoalism  lias  come  to  mean  a  great  deal  else  beside  mov- 
ing and  impressive  services ;  but  at  the  outset  these  certainly 
held  a  prominent  place  in  the  minds  of  its  most  earnest 
supporters.  It  was  felt  that  public  worship  had  dwindled  to 
an  inanimate  formalism^  and  a  change  which  promised  to 
warm  and  enliven  it  was  urged  forward  without  too  critical 
consideration.  Bj  degrees^  the  original  aim  of  cultivating 
devotional  feeling  seems  to  have  receded  quite  into  the  back- 
ground^ and  we  have  now  great  public  "Functions/'  corporate 
acts  of  the  Churchy  wherein  the  feelings  of  the  participants  are 
altogether  a  subordinate  consideration ;  and  where  they  are 
often  expressly  deterred  from  sharing  in  the  most  sacred  rite 

priati  will  mj  Mmi,  first  oosMormtbg  two  Hotta,  with  one  of  which  he  wiU  oom- 
mimicftte  himeelf ;  the  other  to  be  curied  in  proceMion,  to  diepoted  in  s  mon- 
■tranoe»  tliat  all  the  worshippen  maj  behold  it."  The  Proeetnom  and  VMeration 
9f  .fie2tc#,  when  the  *'  minieteie  are  rested  in  the  colour  of  the  chief  seint  whose 
rslioB  we  ouried.**  The  Sialioms  of  ike  Cross,  the  SoMty  of  th$  BUssed  Virgin 
-Verr,  the  :F%oe  Joyffd  IfyHeriet^  AngsUu,  Salve  Regim,  LUamy  of  Separation  to 
Jenu  for  want  of  Devotion  to  hi*  Mother,  Litany  of  JEteparaiion  to  the  Sacred 
Moit — wherein,  among  other  prajers,  pardon  is  asked  for  ''the  scandalous  prac- 
tice of  non-fasting  oommunions;"  and  final! j,  a  collection  of  curionslj  carnal 
bymnsy  one  of  which  begins— 

*<  Hail,  O  JTmA  of  Christ  diTine ! " 
and  another — 

*<  Of  the  glorioos  J9o<^  telling." 

Six  are  **  Hjmns  to  Our  Ladj/'  and  contain  such  lines  as  thsse : — 

**  And  I  keep  singing  in  my  heart. 
Immaculate^  immaculate." 

"  O,  bUssfnl  and  calm  was  the  wonderfol  rest 
That  thou  garest  thy  God  in  thy  yirginal  breast; 
For  the  hearen  He  left  He  found  hearen  in  thee. 
And  He  shone  in  thy  shining,  sweet  Star  of  the  Seek.**    ' 

And  seren  more  are  addressed  to  S.  Joseph,  who  is  styled  **  Tutor  of  the  God- 
a»de  Man,"  and  inroked— 

**  To  thy  sweet  patronage  we  flee. 
Saint  Joseph, /or  us  intercede," 

The  <*  English  Catholic's  Yade  Mecum"  (Palmer  and  Co.»1874)  does  not 
80  *o  fir  as  "  Oratoiy  Worship,"  but  contains  such  pieces  as  a  hymn  to  the  **  Holy 
Mother  of  God." 

*<  Atc  MuiM,  Blessed  Maid! 
lily  of  Eden's  fragrant  shade ;" 

^  m  address  to  "  My  Guardian  Angel,"  in  which  that  (rather  mythical)  per- 
•ontge  is  told— 

^*  Without  thy  protection,  so  constant  and  nigh, 
I  could  not  well  lire,  I  should  tremble  to  die ! " 
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which  used^  in    earlier  days  to  be  ci^ed  par  eniinence   the 
''  Communion/' 

And  in  truth  we  must  needs  ask  what  do  men  mean  irlien 
they  talk  of  the  Religion  which  a  modem  Eitualistic  service 
can  be  supposed  to  nourish  ?     There  is  a  Religion  which  con- 
sists  in  the  yearning  of  the  heart  of  man  after  his  Father  in 
heaven — ^the  return  of  the  Prodigal  in  remorse  and  contrition, 
— the  adoration  of  the  saint  filled  with  the  rapture  of  Divine  light 
and  love.    To  cultivate  this  religion,  men  of  old  went  into  the 
fields  at  eventide  to  meditate,  or  entered  into  their  closets  and 
shut  the  door.     When  they  took  part  in  social  worship,  it  was 
with  the  effort  to  keep  their  thoughts  fixed  in  stillness  on  tiie 
sacred  act  in  which  they  were  engaged.     The  concentration  of 
mind,  the  calmness  and  reverence  needed  for  such  true  spiritual 
''  exercises  "  as  these,  may,  of  course,  be  aided  or  impeded  by 
external  conditions.     A  starry  night,  a  summer  evening  after 
sunset,  a  lonely  wood,  or  moor,  or  mountain,  sunrise  over  the 
sea — these  are  Nature's  Sabbaths  and  Churches,  her  vesper 
and  matin-bells,  her  Muezzin's  cry,  which  he  who  feels  the 
infinite  value  of  prayer  will  be  unwilling  to  disregard.    Failing 
these  fanbs  of  Nature,  or,  to  some  mental  constitutions,  even 
better  than  they,  may  be  the  majestic  temples  or  stately 
cathedrals  wherein  the  religious  genius  of  past  generations  has 
almost  embodied  in  stone.  Supplication  and  Praise.     We  may 
go  yet  a  step  further,   (though  here  we  begin  to  tread  on 
doubtful  ground),  and  say  that  the  highest  forms  of  Art — a 
noble  picture,  or  beautiful  music,  may  be  of  assistance,  albeit 
the  saying  that  ''  Art  is  the  Handmaid  of  Religion,''  generally 
means,  in  these  days,  that  she  is  her  tirewoman,  who  spoils 
her  beauty  with  paint  and  false  ornament ;  rather  than  one  of 
the  virgins  that  be  her  fellows,  who  bear  meet  company  to  the 
queen  ^'  all  glorious  within."     But  is  it  for  a  moment  to  be 
thought  that  we  can  go  on  yet  further,  and  admit  that  such 
inward  spiritual  emotion  as  we  have  spoken  of  can  be  pro- 
moted by  the  help,  not  of  Art,  but  of  Art  Manufacture — of  up- 
holstery and  brass  work,  of  floral  and  mural  decorations,  of 
chandlery,  lace-making,  millinery,  and  embroidery  ?     To  ask 
the  question  is  to  answer  it.     The  ''  fixing  the  mind   on  hea- 
venly things,"  which  the  introducers  of  all  these  ''properties" 
tell  us  they  are  to  effect,  means  simply  amusing  the  fanc^  by 
tracing  out  pretty  "  conceits  "  and  emblems,  or  gratifying  the 
taste  with  harmonious  masses*  of  colour,  and  impressive  ar- 
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ran^fement  of  light  and  shade.  To  confound  such  toying  with 
the  solemn  soul-uplifting  of  real  devotion^  seems  to  betray  the 
ignorance  of  a  child  respecting  the  feelings  of  a  man. 

A  specially   important    revival — ^not  confined  to  extreme 
Ritualism,  though  specially  pushed  forward  by  this  party-is 
that  which  the  Bishop  of  Bochester  signalized  this  very  year 
before  the  Church  Congress  : — ^'  The  revival  of  religion  in  our 
time^''  he  said,  '^  is  remarkable,  not  only  in  the  direction  of  a 
higher  faith  and  devotion,  but  in  that  of  regarding  the  Church 
as  an  organization,  as  the  '  Body  of  Christ/  '*   The  tendency  of 
modem  thought  had  undoubtedly  been  exceedingly  strong,  (pos- 
sibly too  strong,)  in  the  opposite  direction  of  disintegrating  the 
individual  from  the  mass,  not  only  splitting  up  Churches  into 
Sects,  and  Sects  into  Congregations,  but  causing  each  man 
and  woman  to  feel  in  a  great  measure  isolated  and  apart. 
Beyond  all  question,  the  Anglican  Movement,  as  the  Bishop 
boasts,  is  reversing  the  process,  and  so  far  as  time  permits,  has 
already  done  much  to  weld  together  into  one  organization,  or 
spiritual  corporation,  all  the  members  of  the  Church  of  England 
who  have  come  under  its  influence.     Some  of  the  results  of 
this  new  state  of  things  are  already  apparent.     Anything  like 
an  exercise  of  that  "  Right  of  Private  Judgment "  (which  it 
used  to  be  considered  the  glory  of  Protestantism  to  have  be- 
stowed on  us),  applied  to  matters  whereon  the  "  Church  "  can 
be  supposed  to  have  mado  up  what  Anglicans  are  wont  to  call 
"jffer  Mind,"  is  now  uniformly  treated  by  the  party  in  ques- 
tion as  a  piece  of  ignorant  presumption.    And  for  works  of 
charity  and  piety,  and  even  for  the  cultivation  of  veracity  and 
decent  language,  the  new  machinery  in  vogue  consists  of  Bands, 
Guilds,  and  Confraternities  3  as  if  nobody  could  be  expected  to 
cut  down  his  own  vices,  but  must  needs  borrow  a  public  mowing- 
machine  to  do  it  for  him.     The  Guild  Boll  of  the  Societies  of 
this  kind  which  have  been  already  enrolled  in  the  "  Church 
Guilds  Union,''  amount,  according  to  the  Church  Kalendar,  to 
no  less  than  172 ;  and  every  day  new  ones  are  added,  e.g.,  the 
Iwge  QuUd  of  All  Souls,  whose  objects  are  "Intercessory 
Prayer  for  the  Dying,  and  for   the  Bepose  of  the  Souls  of 
peceased   Members,"  etc.      The  great  Guild  of  St.  Alban, 
intended  to  "assist  the  clergy  in   maintaining  the  Catholic 
Faith,"  etc.,  has  28  branches,  Brotherhoods  and  Sisterhoods 
^  over  the  Kingdom.     The  Chiild  of  the  Oood  Shepherd  is 
designed  to  "assist  young  women  in  leading  virtuous  lives;" 
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the  Guild  of  8L  John  the  Evangelist,  to  '^  attend  churchy  and 
avoid  lying  and  intemperance  /'  the  Guild  of  the  Holy  Ohild^ 
hood,  "to  cultivate  purity  and  holiness  in  daily  life/'    the 
Confraternity  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  to  give  ''the  honour 
due  to  the  Person  of  Christ  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament/'  etc- 
In  nearly  every  case  it  may  be  noted  that  in  addition  to  the 
moral  and  religious  ends  contemplated  by  the  founders^  there 
is  the  ecclesiastical  object  of  consolidating  Church  influeoice. 
Not  only  does  the  Guild  of  St.  Alban*s  and  its  numerous  de- 
pendencies directly  aim  at  such  purpose,  and  at  '^  opposing 
latitudinarism,  rationalism,   and  infidelity,^^  but  most  of  the 
orders  recognize   ''assisting    the  Parish  Priest,"   attending 
church  services,  and   ^^  not  attending  any  place  of  worship 
which  does  not  belong  to  the  Church  of  England,"  as  among 
their  secondary  objects. 

All  this  is  exceedingly  significant  of  a  new  phase  of  religion 
—the  reverse  of  that  into  which  Europe  passed  at  the  great 
Beformation.    If  we  cannot  blame  those  who  endeavour  to 
promote  good  ends  (or  what  they  deem  to  be  good)  by  such 
machinery,  and   joyfully  admit    that   their   activity   is    im- 
measurably better  than  indifference,   we  are  still,   I  think, 
compelled  to  see  in  such  a  movement  a  proof,  not  of  strength, 
but  of  weakness.      Men  who  are    conscious   of  power    to- 
walk  alone  over  slippery  places  do  not  care  to  bind  them- 
selves, like  Alpine  travellers,  in  a  chain.     Mr.   Galton  has 
described  how  African  bullocks,   although  fretful    and    ill- 
tempered,  are  yet  so  invincibly  gregarious,  that  if  one  of  them 
be  forcibly  isolated  from  the  herd,  it  appears  actually  crazed 
with  alarm  and  anxiety  till  it  be  set  at  liberty,  when  it  instantly 
dashes  back  into  the  very  nudst  of  the  crowd  of  its  companions, 
and  recovers  its  equanimity  when  it  feels  itself  pushed  and 
rubbed  and  homed  on  all  sides.   For  a  religious  man  to  evince 
this  state  of  mind,  to  shrink  from  mental  or  moral  solitude, 
and  to  find  peace  only  in  the  sense  that  numbers  of  other 
people  are  believing  exactly  what  he  believBS  and  struggling 
as  he  is  struggling,  is  (it  must  surely  be  admitted)  a  far  less 
noble  and  befitting  condition  than  to  be  ready  at  the  call  of 
truth  and  duty,  to  go  out  into  the  wilderness  and  seek  there 
"  the  strength  of  the  lonely .''     Modern  Christians  must  be 
considerably  behind  the  Pauline  standard  if  they  never  dare  to 
say,  "  After  the  manner  which  ye  call  heresy  so  worship  I  the 
God  of  my  fathers ;"  and  no  less  behind  that  of  Christ,  if  they 
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cannot  in  any  moral  isolation  always  feel  ''  I  am  not  alone, 
becanse  the  Father  is  with  me/^ 

The  first  work  of  all  organization,  even  of  the  primeval 

hnman  society  itself,  is^  as  Mr.  Bagehot  has  admirably  shown, 

to  brings  the  several  items  of  humanity  into  coherence — to 

make  a  sort  of  solid  cake  of  the  flnid  mass.     At  the  other  end 

of  civilization  begins  the  equally  needed  process  of  breaking 

np  this  *^  cake  '^  which  has  grown  hard  and  begun  to  interfere 

with  the   free  play  of  individual  life.     The  Church  had   its 

crust  solidified  by  Hildebrand,  and  loosened  by  Luther,  and 

now  the  solidifying  process  seems  to  be  woridng  again.     If 

we  seek  the  cause  of  the  reaction,  shall  we  not  find  it  in  the 

deep  and  deplorable  retrogression  from  the  root  principle  of 

true  Protestantism — that  Beligion  begins  in  the  relation  of  each 

individual  soul  to  its  Creator ;  and  that  every  devout  man  is 

first  a  child  of  Grod,  and  then  afterwards  a  member  of  a  church 

— ^not  (€bs  Bomanism  in  all  its  phases  inculcates),  that  he  is 

primarily  a  member  of  a  Church,  and  only  as  such,  and  through 

tiie  mediation  of  a  priest,  permitted  to  share  collectively  in 

Divine  communion? 

Another  consequence  of  this  same  profound  error,  and  closely 
connected  with  this  new  consolidation  of  Church  influence,  is 
the  revival  of  Auricular  Confession.     Here  the  relinquishment 
of  the  ground  of  spiritual  independence,  slowly  gained  during 
the  last  three  centuries,  is  total.     Alarmists  are  always  on  the 
"wrong  track  in  denouncing  the  abuses  to  which  the  practice 
18  only   occasionally  liable;   and  their  vehemence,    (uncalled 
for  in  England),  has  caused  us  to  forget  the  evils  inherent  in  the 
thing  itself,  namely  the  desecration  of  the  souPs  innermost 
sanctities  of  contrition  and  resolution  by  talking  about  them. 
In  a  rude  and  childlike  state  of  society,  as  in  the  case  of  a 
<^ild^  such  evils  are  trifling  or  inapparent ;  but  for  Englishmen 
and  Englishwomen  in  our  day,  with  all  the  self-consciousness  and 
habits  of  reserve  which  belong  to  our  race  and  time,  to  acquire 
the  habit  of  auricular  confession,  is  something  more  than  a 
cental  retrogression — it  is  a  dereliction  from  spiritual  modesty. 
The  closest  phalanxes  in  the  new  system  of  Church  disci- 
pline are  of  course  formed  by  the  Monastic  Orders ;  and  a 
Monk  or  Nun  is  of  all  anachronisms  of  the  age  the  most  con* 
Bpicuous.     Dress,  phraseology.  Vows  of  Obedience,  Eenuncia- 
tion  of  family  ties,  every  one  of  these  things  had  their  origin 
and  raison  d'etre  in  a  different  state  of  society,  and  are  as 


258  BACEWASD  fio! 

much  out  of  keeping  in  our  own  as  if  an  order  were  to  l>© 
issued  from  the  Horse  Guards  to  supply  our  troops  with 
armour  and  furnish  them  with  cross-bows.  No  lady  in  these 
days  needs  the  shelter  once  oflFered  by  the  strong  walls  of  a 
convent.  Monastic  attire,  natural  and  proper  when  every  class 
and  trade  had  its  peculiar  costume,  is  absurd  when  it  is  resumed 
with  arcbaaologic  skill  in  an  age  when,  by  universal  consent^ 
we  have  reduced  all  differences  of  dress  to  a  minimum.  Vows 
of  Obedience  to  a  Mother  Superior  (a  lady  presumably  of  the 
Nun's  own  rank  and  age)  are  curiously  inopportune  when  the 
bonds  even  of  parental  authority  have  been  so  extensively  relaxed, 
and  the  Nun,  in  her  secular  home,  might  vainly  exact  from  her 
cook  and  housemaid  any  similar  homage.  Finally,  the  Nun 
abjures  the  happiness  of  domestic  life,  and  undergoes  a  variety 
of  vexatious  restrictions,  if  not  any  very  painful  austerities, 
just  when  the  world  at  large  seems  to  have  recognized  that 
human  ingenuity  will  never  invent  a  better  iostitution  than 
the  Creator's  plan  of  the  Family,  and  to  have  abjured,  after 
sixteen  hundred  years  of  reflection,  the  second  century's  doc- 
trine of  a  double  morality,  ascetic  and  natural,  esoteric  and 
exoteric*  The  sorrowful  thing  to  the  observer  is  to  reflect 
that  all  the  good  and  generous  feeling — the  noble  self-sacrifice 
of  which,  (under  its  harmless  masquerade  of  Mediasvalism,) 
modem  AngUcan  Monasticism  may  really  boast,  should  be 
applied  to  trying  over  again  an  experiment  which  has  notori- 
ously failed  on  the  enormous  scale  of  the  whole  field  of  Europe 
for  a  thousand  years.  All  the  countries  wherein  the  system 
survived  the  blow  of  the  Reformation,  and  which  ought  to  be 
most  profoundly  sensible  of  all  the  benedictions  it  is  supposed 
to  bring  in  its  train,  are  at  this  very  hour  banishing  and 
abolishing  it,  while  we  in  England  have  organized  eighteen 
fresh  Sisterhoods,  with  no  less  than  ninety-five  houses.f 

It  ought  to  be  borne  in  mind,  however,  that  a  wind  from 
quite  another  quarter  than  Ritualism  has  helped  to  swell  the 
sails  of  Female  Monasticism  in  this  country.  To  any  one  who 
is  acquainted  with  the  condition  of  mind  of  those  whom  good 
old  Mrs.  Ellis  used  to  address  as  the  Daughters  of  England — 

•  "  MoBbeim's  Eodesiattioal  History,"  book  i.  cent.  2. 

t  It  is  to  be  noted  that  the  Deaconess's  plan,  whioh  partakes  much  more  of  a 
progressive  than  a  retrograde  character  (the  Apostolical  Deaconess  being  little 
more  than  a  godmother  to  her  modem  representatiTo)  has  nerer  attained  to  any- 
thing like  the  popularity  of  the  Nunneries,  though  it  has  been  introdaoed  into 
•even  dioceses  witii  the  cordial  approval  of  the  Bishops. 
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tbe  sick  disgust  which  so  many  of  them  feel  at  the  cloying 
sweetness  of  their  loxurions^  worldly  lives,  hemmed  in  by 
hedges  of  roses,  and  their  longing,  like  healthy  infants,  to 
exercise  their  almost  over-cultured  Beligious  Sentiment  on 
practical 'Works  of  usefulness  and  duty — to  any  one,  I  say, 
who  knows  all  this,  the  wonder  is  not  so  much  that  the 
eighteen  Sisterhoods  should  really  find  recruits,  as  that  their 
•^  cttdres  '^  do  not  fill  up  even  still  faster.  They  are  precisely 
like  those  ''pounds''  opened  by  the  wary  North  American 
hunters  for  the  bufialoes,  with  entrances  facing  the  North ; 
the  direction  which  the  poor  animals  are  instinctively  taking 
at  the  precise  season  when  they  are  caught. 

Several  other  points  might  be  noted  wherein  the  Ritualists 
have  stepped  backwards  behind  the  age,  and  notably  in  matters 
connected  with  women.  Marriage  is,  indeed,  lauded  by  them 
in  a  manner  which  appears  to  the  mere  lay  intellect  to  border 
on  the  profane — e.g.,  in  the  essays  thereupon  in  the  Second 
Series  of  the  ''  Church  and  the  World,''  and  in  the  ''  Studies  of 
Modem  Problems,"  wherein  Matrimony  is  said  to  resemble  the 
Incarnation,  and  to  be  indissoluble,  because  the  "  hypostatic 
union"  of  the  Divine  and  human  natures  is  never  to  be  divided. 
The  Divorce  Court  is  mentioned  with  abhorrence  due  to  a 
sacrilegious  institution,  and  Mr.  Mill's  Essay  on  the  Subjection 
of  Women  is  described  as  displaying  the  ''  naked  spirit  of 
Antichrist,  and  nothing  else."*  Nay,  in  the  extremity  of 
ftlsnn  at  the  "  pernicious  nonsense "  of  his  doctrine  of  the 
rights  of  women,  such  an  ally  as  Mr.  Pitzjamos  Stephen  is 
hailed  with  a  rapturous  welcome  which  must  have  greatly 
delighted  the  learned  Counsel  for  so  many  heretics.  Even  the 
comparatively  mild  proposal  to  legalize  marriage  with  a  De- 
ceased Wife's  Sister  has  drawn  forth  the  thunders  of  Dr. 
Pnsey,  But  sacred  and  indissoluble  as  the  Ritualists  hold 
Matrimony  to  be,  they  also  seem  to  entertain  the  conviction  that 
the  fewer  men  and  women  who  enter  that  Holy  Estate,  the 
better.  Not  much  is  said  about  it,  but  the  idea  that  a  celibate 
life  is  best  for  both  '^  priests  "  and  women  may  be  traced  under- 
lying a  large  amount  of  their  Counsels  of  Perfection.f     The 

•  **  8tudie^•'  p.  4(5. 

t  Sometimes  it  is  allowed  to  crop  up,  as  in  the  pitiful  lamentatiun  of  "  A 
Workbg  Priest,"  in  the  Church  Times  of  Not.  6,  over  the  "  disaatroui "  effecte 
0^  the  Church  of  the  preTalenoe  of  married  clergy.  One  marrels  has  "  A 
forking  Priest"  ever  heard  of  the  disastrous  effects  on  another  Church  of  ««• 
"*wried  clergy! 
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ascetic  principle  goes  into  deptlis  where  I  sliall  not  attempt 
to  follow  it;  one  of  its  slighter  manifestations  being  die 
disagreeably  suggestive  ''  step  back  ^'  to  the  old  Eastern  primi- 
tive custom  of  the  separation  of  the  sexes  in  public  worship. 

Looking  back  over  Ritualism  as  a  whole^  it  is  impossible^ 
I  think,  to  escape  the  conviction  that  it  is  a  different  religion 
from  that  of  our  fathers  which  has  grown  up  amongst  us. 
Its  theory  of  the  relation  of  the  soul  to  God,  of  the  function 
of  a  Priesthood,  of  the  nature  and  meaning  of  "Worship,  and 
of  Sacraments ;  its  Ideal  of  life,  and  (needless  to  add)  the 
forms  assumed  by  its  devotion,  are  all,  not  merely  diverse 
from,  but  the  reverse  of  those  which  constituted  the  faith  and 
practice  of  the  Church  of  England  in  the  youth  of  persons  now 
in  middle  age.  That  in  every  essential  point  the  change  from 
Protestantism  to  Ritualism  is  a  return  upon  an  earlier,  cruder, 
more  puerile  type  of  belief  and  practice,  will  also  be  conceded, 
I  imagine,  by  every  reader  who  has  even  partially  agreed  in  the 
remarks  of  the  foregoing  review.  It  is,  indeed,  the  boast  of 
the  Ritualists  themselves,  that  they  have  carried  us  back,  as 
nearly  as  they  have  been  able,  to  the  point  where  Europe  stood 
ere  the  " infamous '^  Lather  preached,  or  the  '^scoundrel*' 
martyrs  died. 

To  draw  this  long  article  to  a  close.  The  cry  of  -^  Backward 
Ho  ! '' — if  we  may  suppose  somebody  to  have  raised  it  foriy 
years  ago — has  had,  it  would  seem,  very  suflBcient  response 
during  the  intervening  period.  We  have  retraced  our  steps  in 
the  Arts  of  Painting  and  Architecture  to  Pre-Raphaelism  and 
*^ Early  Pointed/'  and  while  we  have  abjured  Leonardo  and 
Michael  Angelo  and  Titian,  we  have  developed  a  passion  for 
old  furniture,  old  china,  and  old  lace.  We  have  returned  to  a 
devout  belief  in  Sorcery,  and  behold  a  partial  resurrection  of 
nearly  every  superstition  which,  in  the  days  of  our  fathers, 
seemed  dead  and  buried.  Lastly,  our  grand  step  backward  has 
been  in  the  religious  direction.  The  party  in  the  national  Church 
which  would  have  carried  the  two  elements  of  High  and  Low 
into  a  Broad  combination  has  been  powerless  to  resist  the 
stampede  of  retreat  into  the  shelter  of  the  Dark  Ages ;  and  the 
movement  of  the  hour  beyond  comparison  the  most  vigorous 
is  a  helter-skelter  return    to  the  forms  and    to   the  spirit 
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of  Pre-Laiheran  Catholicism.  We  have  got  back  Monasteriesv 
and  Nanneries^  and  Confraternities^  altars^  cracifixes,  pro- 
cessions^ vestments^  incense^  and  a  wafer  stnok  in  a  '^  Mon- 
strance'' with  a  "priest''  ''adoring"  before  it.  And  we  may 
hear  once  more  from  oar  pulpits  the  doctrines  of  the  ''  Beal 
Presence/'  of  Sacramental  Confession  and  Absolation^  and  of 
the  Invocation  of  the  Virgin  and  the  Saints. 

Is  all  this  merely  sad  and  deplorable  7     Do  we  sorrowfully, 
count  up  all  the  good  steps  forward  which  we  might  have 
made  ?     Do  we  dream  of  some  real  progress  in  the  Fine  Arts 
as  well  as  in  manufacture,  which  we  might  have  beheld  ?     Do 
we  amuse  ourselves  by  fancying  a  return  of  fashion — not  merely 
to  old  cabinets  and  chairs  and  tables  and  teapots — ^but  to  some 
of  the  good,  and  comfortable,  and  beautiful  things  our  ances- 
tors enjoyed,  such  as  thick  noble  old  walls,  and  generous,  open 
hearths,  and  generation-lasting  cloths  and  silks, — and  stately 
ancient  gardens  (with  real  flower-beds,  not  scarlet  and  yellow 
pincushions  of  geraniums  and  calceolarias), — things  which  the 
sham  and  shoddy  of  modern  trade   and  modem  taste  have 
driven  from  the  world  ?     Do  we  ponder  more  gravely  on  what 
we  had   trusted  would  have  been  the   growth   of   Religion 
amongst  us,  the  dropping  away  of  her  garments  of  outworn 
dogmas,  and  the  more  perfect  revelation  of  her  loveliness,  and 
of  the  majesty  of  her  strength  ? 

Alas  1  these  regrets  are  inevitable,  and  to  such  of  us  as 
cannot  hope  to  live  to  see  the  next  Great  Reformation,  the 
last  thought  throws  a  veil  of  cloud  over  the  prospect  which 
once  seemed  radiant  with  hope.     But,  as  I  said  at  the  begin- 
ning of  this  brief  retrospection,  it  is  not  all  lost  time  when 
the  steps  of  Humanity  are  retraced.     There  was  something 
lacking  in  our  progress  to  make  it  secure  and  durable.    We 
had  learned  our   lesson  imperfectly,  and  have  been  sent  back 
to    acquire    it    better.      As    to    matters    -Esthetic,    it    will 
bo  time  enough  to  build  our  true  Palace  of  Art   when  the 
crowded,  sickly,  wicked,   lodging-houses  of   our  towns,   the 
fever-haunted  hovels  of  our  villages,  are  swept  away,  and  we 
shall  cease  to  speak  with  bated  breath  about  sage-green  wall- 
papers and  blue-delf  tea-cups,  when  we  have  found  the  solution 
of  the  first  line  of  the  ''  Riddle  of  the  Painful  Earth,"  and 
learned  that  human  souls  and  bodies  are  not  saVed,  even  by  the 
niost  consummate  good  taste.     For  our  Superstitious  and  our 
Spirit-rappings,  Time  must  needs  bring  a  cure ;  and  it  is  to  be 


1 

262  EACKWABD  HO  ! 

hoped  ihskt  the  old  spectres  will  be  banished  at  last  by  that 
sapremelj  efficacious  exorcism^  the  laughter  of  an  nndeceiyed 
world.  And  finally^  for  onr  hopes  of  another  and  greater 
Beformation  of  Religion^  even  while  it  seems  to  recede  into 
the  distance^  and  all  the  errors  and  follies  of  the  Dark  Ages 
seem  gathering  round  us  like  the  gibbering  ghosts  about 
UljBses ;  even  now  we  are  assured  that  beneath  the  surface 
there  are  agencies  at  work  which  will  eventually  dispel  this 
midsummer- madness  of  Ritualism.  When  the  tyranny  of 
vestments^  and  bells^  and  banners^  and  thuribles  is  overpast^ 
we  shall  find  rest  in  a  purer  faith^  in  graver  worship^  and  more 
reverential  love. 


^^stJxi^lm  and  Wtdot  '§nQO. 


BY  BOBEBT  BUCHANAN. 


"  Look  on  this  picture,  and  on  this.*' 

Thb  scene  is  Mount  Caucasus,  a  craggy  desert,  silent,  in« 
accessible ;  the  clouds  come  and  go  silently  above,  the  Euxine 
glimmers  faintly  far  away.  All  the  eye  beholds  is  sombre, 
terrible,  colossal,  shadowed  with  the  mystery  of  some  awful 
event.  Three  gigantic  figures  rise,  leading  a  fourth  in  chains. 
The  first  is  the  god  Hephoestos,  accompanied  by  two  formless 
and  awful  figures,  Elratos  and  Bia.*  He  whom  they  lead  is 
Prometheus,  called  the  Fire-bringer,  because  he  has  brought 
fire  to  men,  and  thus  incurred  the  wrath  and  avenging  hate 
of  Zeus,  the  ''  new  tyrant "  of  Olympus.  He  is  silent,  while 
Kratos  speaks.  '^  Bind  this  crafty  one  to  these  rocks,  and  so 
fulfil  the  behests  of  the  Father.^'  Reluctantly,  tenderly,  as  be- 
seems a  god,  Hephoestos  performs  his  duty,  uttering  at  the 
same  time  a  prophecy  of  almost  inconceivable  suflFering. 

"  And  thou  shalt  here  behold 
Nor  face  nor  form  of  any  living  man, 
Bat  scorching  in  the  fiery  breath  o'  the  sun, 
Shalt  lose  thy  skin's  fair  bloom ;  and  thou  shalt  joy 
To  see  the  spangled  night  devour  the  day. 
And  yet  again  to  see  the  sun  return 
Scattering  the  dews  of  dawn  ;  and  evermore 
The  ever-present  ill  shall  crush  thee  down." 

The  crucifixion  is  complete ;  arms,  legs,  ribs,  every  joint 
and  thew,  are  fast  bound,  and  to  complete  all,  the  sharp  tooth 

*  CHnerallj,  with  an  unpleasant  allegorical  flavour,  translated  "  Strength " 
^m  "  Force ; "  but  thej  are  entities,  not  abstractions,  and  it  would  be  as  reason- 
able to  introduce  Prometbeus  simply  as  **  Foresight,"  or  "  Forethought/' 
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of  the  adamantine  wedge  is  driyen  right  throngli  the  Titan's 
chest.  At  List  the  servants  of  Zens  withdraw^  leaving  the 
snfierer  alone  with  Nature;  and  now,  but  not  till  now,  the 
pent-np  agony  of  his  heart  bursts  forth  in  one  great  wail,  one 
passionate  appeal  of  immortal  pain :  ''  O  holy  ether,  and 
swifl-winged  winds,  O  springs  of  rivers  and  innumerable 
laughter  of  the  ocean  waves,  O  earth  mother  of  all, — ^yoa  I 
invoke,  and  the  all-beholding  circle  of  the  sun."  This,  in  the 
most  wonderful  of  untranslatable  iambics,  followed  by  a 
scream  of  indignant  anapests  equally  untranslatable :  ''  O  see 
by  what  pitiful  bonds  worn  away,  I  shall  wrestle  through  aeons 
of  pain  1 ''  His  call  is  quickly  answered.  A  music  and  odour 
are  blown  to  him  from  the  far-off  sea,  and  soon  the  air  trem- 
bles with  the  stir  of  wonderful  wings.  The  Chorus  rises, — 
beautiful  ocean  spirits  hovering  over  him  with  soft  and 
soothing  song.  As  they  float  above  him,  fixing  their  gentle 
eyes  on  the  lineaments  of  his  mighty  countenance,  he  tells  them 
who  and  what  he  is,  his  story,  and  the  story  of  his  offence 
against  Zeus.  When  confusion  and  anarchy  arose  among  the 
gods,  some  wanting  to  depose  £ronos  that  Zeus  might  reign, 
others  striving  that  Zeus  might  never  reign,  Prometheus  was 
the  only  Titan  who  stood  on  Zeus's  side,  and  by  his  help  Zens 
conquered. 

"  But  this  disease  exists  in  sovereignty, 
Kever  to  trust  one's  friends." 

No  sooner  was  Zeus  seated  in  the  ancestral  throne,  than  he 
began  to  persecute  the  race  of  men,  with  a  view  to  their  utter 
annihilation  and  the  creation  of  a  new  order  of  creatures.    But 
Prometheus   interposed   on    behalf  of  humanity;  firstly,  by 
teaching  men  to  be  less  fearful  of  the  supernatural,  to  cease, 
in  other  words,  from  "  dwelling  on  their  doom;''  and  secondly, 
by  teaching  them  the  use  of  fire,  parent  of  innumerable  arts. 
The  Titan  has  arrived  at  this  point  of  his  narration,  when  the 
Chorus  alight  on  the  ground,  surrounding  him,  and  simul- 
taneously Okeanos  their  father  arrives  riding  on  a  gryphon. 
The  ancient  sea-god  comes  to  proffer  counsel,  which  is  gloomily 
received,    for    he    recommends    a   certain    amount    of    sub- 
mission to  the  powers  that  be.    Ho  will  himself,  he  suggests, 
intercede  with  Zeus.     For  reply,  Prometheus  reminds  him  of 
the  fate  of  the  other  Titans— Atlas  and  Typhon : 
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**  And  by  the  fortunes  of  my  brother  Atlas 
My  soul  is  troubled ; — he  who  stands  i'  the  west 
Upbearing  on  his  shoulders  silently 
A  burden  borne  not  easily  by  arms, 
The  piUar  of  the  heaven  and  of  the  earth. 
And  troubled  was  my  soul  when  I  beheld 
The  earth-bom  dweller  in  Sicilian  oaves, 
The  hundred-headed  Typhon,  fierce  as  fire, 
Crashed  down ;  for  he,  the  foe  of  all  the  gods, 
Bose  hissing  horror  with  terrific  jaws, 
And  from  his  eyes  a  gorgon  fury  glared^ 
Threat'ning  red  havoc  on  the  rule  of  Zeus. 
But  on  his  head  flashed  Zeus's  fiery  levin. 
The  burning  and  unsleeping  thunderbolt, 
Which  dave  him  even  as  he  threatened. 
Smit  to  the  vitals,  to  a  cinder  burned. 
His  force  devoured  by  lightning,  prone  he  fell ; 
And  now  a  corse  effete,  outstretched  he  lies 
Close  to  that  ocean  strait  prest  down  between 
The  leaden  weights  of  Aetna ;  and  Hephoestos 
Porgeth  the  liquid  mass  of  glowing  flame, 
Seated  above  him  on  the  mountain  heights, 
Whence  in  the  time  hereafter  shall  outspring 
Rivers  of  flame  with  fiery  mouths  devouring 
The  furrow'd  fields  of  fruitful  Sicily." 


Finding  bis  task  hopeless^  Okeanos  withdraws.  The  Chorus 
surround  the  Titan^  uttering  music  of  infinite  tenderness.  His 
voice  trembles  as  he  tells  them  of  his  gentle  deeds^  his  love  for 
humanity.  It  was  not  enough  to  give  men  fire ;  he  gave 
ihem  living  souls.  Before  his  beneficence,  they  had  been  as 
''  phantoms  seen  in  dreams  "  {oveipdrayv  okiryKioc  fiopifyaca't) 
they  dragged  their  weary  lives  along.  Houses  they  had  none 
whether  of  wood  or  stone,  but  they  dwelt,  numerous  as 
gnats,  in  the  hollowed  hearts  of  caverns ;  and  they  knew  not  how 
to  distinguish  the  seasons,  until  Prometheus  instructed  them 
in  the  risings  and  the  settings  of  the  stars.  He  then  tanght 
them,  number  {apt£fibv),  and  the  arrangement  of  letters 
{ypafAfiarcov  <nn/6ia€c^),  and  Memory,  handmaid  and  Mother  of 
the  Muses.  Nor  was  this  all.  He  instructed  them  in  horse- 
taming  and  horsemanship,  and  in  navigation  of  the  ocean; 
what  medicines  to  use  iu  sickness,  where  to  find,  and  how  to 
combine  them ;  how  to  divine  auguries  and  omens,  both  or- 
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dinary  and  extraordinary ;  and  how^  delving  in  the  deep  eartli, 
to  discover  the  precious  metals.    He  concludes — 

''  Summed  in  one  little  sentence  hear  the  truth. 
All  arts  to  mortals  from  Prometheus  came !  " 

The  dialogue  now  touches  on  divine  mysteries.  Prometheus 
prophesies.  After  thousands  upon  thousands  of  years^  he  is  to 
find  a  deliverer.  The  thing  is  fated,  and  "  even  Zeus  is  the 
creature  of  fate.''  ''  What,  then,  shall  be  the  fate  of  Zeus  ? " 
ask  the  Okeanides;  but  Prometheus  refuses  to  answer,  the 
time  being  not  yet  ripe.  An  unconscious  answer  comes,  how- 
ever, in  a  sudden  apparition.  lo,  in  the  shape  of  a  white 
heifer,  enters,  rolling  her  wild  eyes  round  and  wailing  loudly. 
In  a  frantic  song,  she  bewails  her  miserable  &te,  and 
calls  upon  Zeus  to  pity  her.  She  is  still  moaning,  when  Pro- 
metheus utters  her  name — '^lo,  daughter  of  Inachos,  who 
filled  the  heart  of  Zeus  with  love,  and  who  is  now,  through  the 
hate  of  Her^,  driven  from  land  to  land."  Presently,  while  her 
soul  is  soothed  for  a  time  by  the  sympathy  of  Prometheus 
and  the  Maidens,  she  tells  the  whole  story  of  the  divine  love 
and  persecution. 

<<  But  now  in  clear  narration  jou  shall  know 
All  of  these  things  ye  crave ;  but  ah,  I  grieve 
Ev'n  while  of  that  same  heaven-sent  storm  I  tell, 
And  of  the  era  el  changing  of  my  form. 
The  way  it  came  upon  me  miserable ! 
For  ever  thronging  in  my  virgin  bowers 
Game  nightly  dreams  with  smooth  and  honeyed  words 
Beguiling  me  :  '  O  maiden,  triply  blest, 
Why  linger  on  in  cold  virginity 
When  most  exalted  wedlock  waits  for  thee ! 
For  shafts  of  love  outshooting  from  thine  eyes 
Are  burning  in  the  breast  of  highest  Zeus> 
Who  now  would  mingle  with  thee  amorously. 
Wherefore,  O  child,  disdain  not  Zeus's  bed. 
But  hie  thee  forth  to  Lema*8  deep  green  mead. 
Where  feed  thy  father's  oxen,  flocks  and  herds. 
That  so  the  Eye  Divine  from  its  desire 
At  last  may  cease.'    At  voices  such  as  these 
I  wretched  trembled  nightly,  till  at  last 
I  dared  to  whisper  in  my  father*s  ears 
My  visions.     Then  did  he  send  messengers 
To  Pytho  and  Dodona  frequently, 


-ESCHTLUS  AND  VICTOR  HUGO.  267 

Seeking  to  know  how  best  to  please  the  gods 
In  words  or  deeds ;  and  ever  they  returned 
"With  nnmberless  ambiguons  oracles, 
Most  dim  of  meaning  and  most  dark  to  read. 
At  last  there  came  a  clearer  oracle 
Charging  npon  my  father  Inachos 
To  thrust  me  from  his  threshold  and  his  land 
That  I  might  wander  homeless,  desolate. 
On  the  remotest  limits  of  the  earth ; 
And  threatening  if  he  failed  in  this  dark  deed. 
That  fiery  lightnings  should  be  sent  from  Zeas 
To  sweep  away  the  remnant  of  his  race. 
So,  overawed  by  Loxias'  oracle 
Unwilling  he  draye  me,  unwilling  too, 
Oat  of  his  house,  since  Zeu8*s  cruel  curb 
Constrained  him  to  this  deed  in  love's  despite. 
Then  suddenly  my  senses  and  my  shape 
Became  transformed,  and  even  as  ye  behold. 
Homed  as  any  beast  and  driven  on 
By  the  fierce  pricks  of  the  sharp  stinging  fly. 
With  maniac  leaps  I  rushed  until  I  came 
To  the  soft  stream  Kerchneian  and  the  fount 
Of  Lema.    And  the  Herdsman  bom  of  earth, 
The  fierce  and  headstrong  Argus,  followed  me, 
Watching  my  track  with  eyes  innumerable. 
Him  sudden  accident  surprised  and  slew. 
But  I  abide,  by  maddening  pangs  impelled 
From  region  into  region  of  the  earth.  " 

The  Okeanides  utter  their  pity  in  loud  wails.  Then  Pro- 
metheus describes  to  lo  the  whole  of  her  future  wanderings ; 
and  to  prove  the  truth  of  his  prophetic  powers,  he  follows 
with  a  recital  of  her  wanderings  past,  describing  point  by 
point,  and  picture  by  picture,  the  whole  extent  of  her  toilsome 
journey.  Midway  in  his  recital,  he  comes  to  a  more  explicit 
prophesy  concerning  the  fall  of  Zeus.  "  A  day  shall  come 
when  a  child  of  Zeus,  mightier  than  himself,  as  Zeus  was 
^gbtier  than  Kronos,  shall  hurl  him  down  from  heaven ; 
before  or  about  the  occurrence  of  this  event,  a  child  of  lo, 
the  third  generation  after  her,  shall  release  Prometheus  from 
Ws  bonds.  Not  to  be  misunderstood  by  too  dark  an  augury, 
the  Titan  concludes  by  recurring  to  the  end  of  lo's  wanderings 
and  the  birth  of  the  deliverer : — 
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^'  Remotest  of  the  land,  a  City  stands, 
Canopns^  at  the  very  month  of  Nile ; 
There  verily  shall  Zens  restore  thy  sonl 
Smoothing  thee  only  with  his  ontstretched  hand, 
Tonching,  not  terrifying  thee  ;  and  lo ! 
Of  that  same  tonch  then  shalt  conceive  and  hear 
The  dark-skinned  Epaphos,  'Tonch-bom;*  and  he 
Shall  gather  in  the  fmit  of  every  land 
Whose  fields  are  watered  by  broad  bosom'd  Nile. 
There  in  the  generation  fifth  from  him 
Shall  fifty  children  come  of  female  seed, 
And  these  against  their  will  shall  journey  back 
To  Argos,  flying  nuptials  with  their  kin. 
These  kin  their  consins ;  and  these  last,  as  kites 
Not  lingering  long  behind  the  doves  they  seek, 
Shall  come  pursuing  evil  marriages, 
But  God  shall  grudge  to  yield  unto  their  arms 
The  bodies  of  the  virgins.    And  at  last 
In  bloody  woman- watches  of  the  night. 
Those  men  shall  perish,  stab'd  and  smit  to  death, 
Darkly,  within  the  land  Pelasgian  ; 
For  by  his  bride  shall  every  husband  die, 
Staining  with  his  red  blood  the  two-edged  sword. 
But  love  shall  soflen  one  of  those  fierce  maids, 
And  trembling,  hesitating,  choosing  rather 
To  be  deemed  weak  than  to  turn  mnrderess. 
This  one  shall  spare  the  sharer  of  her  bed  ; 
And  from  her  seed  shall  spring  the  royal  race 
At  Argos.     Long  and  tedious  'twere  to  tell 
These  things  at  length  and  clearly;  buti'  the  end, 
Of  this  same  seed  a  hero  shall  be  bom 
Mighty  to  bend  the  bow  and  hurl  the  dart. 
And  he  it  is  who  from  my  suflerings 
At  last  shall  set  me  fi'ee.     This  oracle 
The  Titan  Themis,  my  ancestral  mother, 
Kehearsed  unto  me  darkly  long  ago  ; 
But  how  and  when  the  thing  shall  come  to  pass 
Tedious  it  were  to  tell,  tedious  to  hear, 
Nor  could  ye  gain  at  all  by  barkening.  " 

As  he  ceases,  lo  bursts  into  renewed  lamentations,  and  stung* 
again  by  her  grief,  rushes  onward  down  the  mountain  side* 

*  It  is  rather  paerile  to  render  the  otarpos  of  t.  567  and  880  litertl^Ti " 
most  of  our  translators  do,  as  if  this  oXarpos  were  the  oCvaro/xos  fiiwi^  oi  ▼•  ^ 
Still  more  ridionloos  does  it  seem  to  conceive  that  the  Spectre  of  Argos  of  ^l^*^ 
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In  a  low  monotonous  song,  the  Okeanides  sing,  while  Pro- 
metheos  falls  into  a  gloomy  trance ;  awakening  from  which^ 
with  a  bitter  smile,  he  repeats  his  awful  threats  against  the 
King  of  Heaven.  His  words  are  wrapt  in  mystic  darkness^ 
trenchant  and  terrible  though  they  be.  One  point  is  certain — 
Zeus  is  to  fall.  The  Okeanides,  again  surrounding  him,  look 
on  him  sadly,  for  the  frightful  power  of  the  Deity  has  terrified 
them,  and  they  regard  the  Titan,  still  with  the  old  pity,  but 
with  a  new  despair.  Their  terror  and  submission  irritates  him 
anew,  and  he  exclaims  : 

"  Worship  then,  flatter  him,  the  King  of  the  Hour  ! 
For  me,  I  care  for  Zeus,  yea  less  than  nought. 
Let  him  abide  this  little  while,  and  rule 
Even  as  he  pleases, — ^long  he  shall  not  rule 
O'er  the  immortal  gods !  " 

As  he  speaks,  he  beholds,  brightly  approaching,  the  god 
Hermes.  The  terrible  threat  has  been  heard  in  Olympus,  and 
the  messenger  of  Zeus  has  been  sent  to  demand,  in  no  mea- 
sured language,  the  full  explanation  of  when  and  by  whom 
Zeus  is  to  be  overthrown.  In  the  angry  scene  that  follows, 
Prometheus  still  preserves  his  dignity,  coldly  refusing  to 
gratify  his  persecutor  with  one  syllable  of  the  awful  truth,  but 
still  defying  him  to  do  his  worst.  That  worst  is  soon  to  come. 
Horror  is  to  be  heaped  on  horror,  torture  on  torture.  Even 
as  Hermes  speaks,  the  earth  begins  to  tremble,  the  heavens  to 
flash  fire.  While  the  Okeanides  cower  and  moan,  Hermes 
withdraws,  and  on  the  Titan^s  head  falls  the  full  thunderbolt 
of  Zeus.     To  the  very  last  the  mighty  voice  is  heard  intoning  : 

"  Yea,  now,  in  very  deed, 
No  longer  only  in  word. 
The  earth  is  shaken  and  stirred^ 
The  fiery  levin  is  freed. 
The  thuoder  roUeth  by. 
Storms  whirl  the  dust  on  high. 
Downward  with  madden'd  motion 
The  mighty  whirlwinds  leap. 
The  sky  is  blent  with  the  ocean, 
And  deep  is  mingled  with  deep. 

lo  rayes  in  ▼.  568  was  aciaallj  present  on  the  stage.  Professor  Flamptree,  in  his 
excellent  translation,  fiJls  into  this  error  of  stage  direction — "  Enter  lo  *'  etc., 
followed  by  the  SpeHre  of  Arguasm  if  he  were  glaring  in  the  background,  like 
Btnqao's  ghost,  and  rolling  his  hundred  ejeB  to  affright  the  groondlings. 
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Sach  is  the  horror  hurFd 
From  Zens's  terrible  hand, 
In  dark  oonfosion  whirled 
I  tremble  and  shake,  jet  stand. 
O  holy  Mother,  see  ; 
O  all  encircling  air, 
Light  of  all  things  that  be. 
Behold  what  wrongs  I  bear ! " 

With  the  immortal  appeal,  the  voice  ceases;  all  is  silence  and 

darkness. 

Such  is  a  brief  sketch  of  the  "  Prometheus  Bound  "  of 
-^sohylus,  a  work  so  familiar  to  students  that  a  detailed  de- 
scription of  it  would  be  superfluous,  were  such  a  description  not 
absolutely  necessary  for  the  purpose  of  the  comparisons  to  be 
instituted  in  the  present  article.  This  immortal  piece  bears 
the  same  relation  to  tragedy  that  the  *^  Laocoon ''  does  to  sculp- 
ture ;  it  is  absolutely  solitary  and  supremely  great.*  Tn  the 
depth  and  infinity  of  its  suggestions,  it  is  even  more  preg- 
nant now  than  it  was  to  the  contemporaries  of  its  author ;  every 
century  adds  to  its  significance,  every  literary  remove  heightens 
its  grandeur.  It  has  no  equal  because  it  has  no  rival.  It  deals 
with  shapes  so  colossal,  with  ideas  so  sublime,  that  we  still 
tremble  before  them  in  wonder  akin  to  superstition.  If  the 
Bible  overshadows  us  like  a  cloud,  the  Prometheus  overawes 
us  like  a  mountain.  Its  peaks  touch  the  stars,  its  base  is 
rooted  deep  in  human  soil ;  wind,  rain,  and  snow  abide  upon  it, 
and  silence  dwells  upon  it ;  it  stirs  with  the  blind  motion  of 
supernatural  powers, — Zeus  slipping  like  an  avalanche  to  his 
doom,  the  Titan  towering  far  above  in  the  beauty  of  unimagin- 
able power.  A  Voice  comes  from  it,  with  such  music  as  shall 
be  never  heard  again,  for "  that  large  utterance  of  the  early 
gods ''  is  dead  for  ever. 

We  have  given  one  picture.     Let  us  turn  now  to  the  other. 

The  scene  is  scarcely  less  wild  and  desolate  than  was  the 
Scythian  Caucasus.  It  is  a  lonely  reef  of  rocks  in  the  midst 
of  the  ocean ;  nothing  is  seen  but  the  cloud,  rock,  and  the 
water,  no  sound  is  heard  save  the  sound  of  sea-birds,  the 

*  Thirty  pages  of  close  print  would  oontain  this  masterpiece.  It  is  about  as 
long  as  a  single  book  of  "  Paradise  Lost,*'  and  not  yerj  much  longer  than  Mr. 
Tennjson't  **  Enoch  Arden."  The  whole  trilogy,  of  which  it  was  a  part,  could 
have  been  included  in  the  space  of  one  of  the  yolnmes  of  an  ordinary  three 
Tolmne  noTel ! 
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plash  of  the  silent  sea.  Suddenly  the  eye  becomes  conscious 
of  two  things  that  it  had  not  seen  before — of  a  large  vessel, 
wrecked  and  sucked  up  between  two  mighty  masses  of  rock, 
where  it  hangs  suspended,  and  of  a  solitary  figure  which  stands 
behind  it,  looking  upward — the  figure  of  a  man.  This  man, 
too,  is  Titanic ;  so  at  least  he  seems  in  the  dim  low  light  that 
surrounds  him.  This  form  too  is  in  revolt,  not  against  a  cruel 
and  malignant  Deity,  but  against  these  powers  of  Nature 
which  are  even  more  cruel  and  malignant ;  and  he  too  will  en- 
deavonr  to  conquer,  but  by  active  resistance,  not  sublime  en- 
durance. His  work  lies  before  him.  If,  in  defiance  of  the 
elements,  he  can  detach  that  8uspen,ded  wreck  from  its  niche, 
piece  it  again  into  a  goodly  vessel,  set  it  again  afloat  upon  the 
sea,  and  all  this  by  the  unaided  craft  of  his  own  brain,  and  the 
strength  of  his  own  arm,  why  then,  the  Tyrant  is  conquered, 
and  the  human  Spirit  rises  irresistible  and  supreme.  The  man, 
however,  has  a  lower  end  in  view — he  hopes,  by  his  miracle  of 
salvage,  to  win  to  himself  the  love  of  a  woman,  the  daughter 
of  the  man  whose  wealth  has  been  lost  in  that  missing  vessel. 
For  this  being  in  mid-ocean  is  no  Titan,  no  colossal  comrade  of 
gods  and  demigods,  but  only  a  poor  Toiler  of  the  Sea,  dwelling 
in  a  poor  home  in  the  island  of  Guernsey,  and  earning  his 
subsistence  by  the  work  of  his  own  hands.  "  Tel  <5tait  Gilliatt. 
Las  fiUes  le  trouvaient  laid.  H  nMtait  pas  laid.  II  ^tait  beau 
peut-etre.  II  avait  dans  le  profil  quelque  chose  d'un  barbare 
antique.  An  repos,  il  ressemblait  k  une  Dace  de  la  colonne 
trajane.^'  He  was  thirty  years  old,  but  he  appeared  five-and- 
forty ;  for  he  "  wore  the  dark  mask  of  the  wind  and  the  sea.'' 
Gilliatt,  then,  is  here  on  the  Douvres,  a  desolate  reef  of  rocks 
out  in  mid-channel,  resolved  upon  a  work  which,  to  all  intents 
and  purposes,  is  impossible — the  rescue  of  a  steam-ship,  which, 
instead  of  sinking  to  the  bottom  as  is  the  usual  fate  of  wrecks, 
has  been  suspended  miraculously  in  mid  air. 

^'  La  coqne  etait  perdue,  la  machine  etait  intacte.  Ces  hazards 
Bont  frequents  dans  las  naufrages  comme  dans  Ics  incendies.  La 
logiqne  du  d^sastre  nous  ^cbappe. 

"  Les  m4ts  cassis  ^taient  tomb^s,  la  cheminee  n'^tait  pas  m^me 
ploy6e ;  la  grande  plaque  de  far  qui  supportait  la  mecaniqae  Tavait 
niaintenue  ensemble  at  tout  d*une  piece.  Les  rev^tements  en  plan- 
<ihes  des  tambours  6taient  disjoints  d  peu  pres  comma  las  lamas 
n  une  persianue  ;  mais  k  travars  laurs  claires-voias  on  distinguait  les 
^ux  roues  en  bon  ^tat.     Quelque  pales  manquaient. 
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^  Outre  la  machine,  le  grande  cabestan  de  Tarriere  avaifc  r^sist^.  H 
avaifc  sa  cbaine,  et,  gr&ce  k  son  robnste  emboitement  dans  un  cadre 
de  madrlers,  il  poavait  rendre  encore  des  services,  poorvn  tontefois 
que  Teffort  du  toumevire  ne  Ht  pas  fendre  la  plancher.  Le  tablier 
du  pont  flechissait  presque  sur  tons  les  points.  Tout  ce  diaphragms 
etait  branlant. 

^'  En  revanche  le  tron9on  de  la  coque  engag6  entre  les  Douvres 
tenait  ferme,  nous  Tavons  dit,  et  semblait  solide.  Gette  conserva- 
tion de  la  machine  avait  on  ne  sait  quoi  de  d^risoire  et  ajoutait 
I'ironie  k  la  catastrophe.  La  sombre  malice  de  rinconnu  eclate 
quelquefois  dans  ces  esp^ces  de  moqueries  am^res.  La  machine 
etait  sauy6e  ce  qui  ne  I'emp^chait  point  d'etre  perdue.  L*Oc^an 
la  gardait  pour  la  d^molir  d  loislr.     Jou  de  chat." 

His  first  care  is  to  find  a  place  of  shelter  for  himself  while  he 
remains  on  the  reef,  and  this  he  at  last  finds  in  a  sort  of  hole 
in  the  rock.  As  he  prepares  his  lodging,  multitudes  of  sea 
birds  hover  above  him.  "  CMtaient  des  mouettes,  des  goelands, 
des  frigates,*  des  cormorans,  des  mauves,  une  nu^e  des  oiseanx 
de  mer,  ^tonn^.^'  A  week  passes  away.  This  first  week  is 
employed  in  gathering  together  all  the  fiotsam  and  jetsam  of 
the  wreck — ropes,  chains,  pieces  of  wood,  "  broken  yards/' 
blocks  and  pulleys.     Then — 

"  A  la  fin  de  la  semaine,  Gilliatt  avait  dans  ce  hangar  de  granit 
tout  I'informe  bric-d-brac  de  la  tempSte  mis  en  ordre.  II  y  avait,  le 
coin  des  6couets  et  le  coin  des  ecoutes  ;  les  boulines  n'^taient  point 
melees  avec  les  dresses ;  les  bights  ^taient  ranges  selon  la  quantite 
de  trous  qu'ils  avaient ;  les  emboudinures,  soigueusement  detachees 
des  organeaux  des  ancres  brisees,  6taient  roulees  en  echeveaux  ;  les 
moques,  qui  n*ont  point  de  rouet,  etaient  separ^es  des  moufles  ;  les 
les  cabellots,  les  margouillets,  les  pataras,  les  gabarons,  les  jouter- 
eaux,  les  calebaa,  les  galoches,  les  pantoires,  les  oreilles  d*^ne,  les 
racages,  les  bosses,  les  boute-hors,  ocoupaient  pourvu  qu'ils  ne 
f assent  pas  comply tement  d^figures  par  Tavarie,  des  compartements 
differents ;  toute  la  charpente,  traversins,  piliers,  6pontilles,  chouquetSi 
mantelets,  jumelles,  hiloires,  etait  entass^e  k  part ;  chaque  fois  que 
cela  avait  et^  possible,  les  planches  des  ficagments  de  ficanc-bord 

*  It  is  as  oonBittent  to  introduoe  the  <<  frigate-bird**  here  as  to  write  of  the 
sea-serpent.  The  mistake  is  trifling,  but  it  points  to  a  general  want  of  yeraoitj, 
which  would  be  repelling  in  a  writer  of  less  genios.  Farther  on,  he  describes  a 
pnrelj  impoasible  flight  of  cormorants.  Here  as  elsewhere,  he  writes  like  a  man 
who  has  got  his  noti6n  of  the  sea  from  books,  and  had  nerer  seen  a  sea-bird. 
Who  doubts  the  genius  ?  but  it  is  genius  reckless  of  all  consequences  and  in- 
difl'erait  to  all  warnings. 
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embonffet^  ayaient  et^  rentrees  les  unes  dans  lea  antres ;  11  n'y  avait 
nnlle  oonfnsion  des  garoettes  de  ris  ayeo  les  garoettas  de  tonmevire, 
ni  de  araifj^^es  ayec  les  tonnes,  ni  des  ponlies,  ni  des  morceauz  de 
Timre  ayeo  les  morceaax  de  yibord,  nn  recoin  ayait  ^t^  r4sery6  k 
nne  partie  dn  trelingage  de  la  Darande,  qui  appajait  les  haabans  de 
Imne  et  le  gambes  de  hane.  Ghaqne  debris  ayait  sa  place.  Teat  le 
naafrage  etait  lA,  cla8s6  efc  ^tiqaete.  G'etait  quelqae  chose  comme 
le  chaos  en  magasin." 

These  disjecta  memhra  were  arranged  in  one  great  hollow  of 
the  crag  which  he  used  as  a  storehouse.  Another  hollow  close 
by  he  determines  to  use  as  a  forge.  The  preparation  of  the 
forge  need  not  be  described  in  detail,  but  it  is  successfully  ac- 
complished. With  forge  and  magazine  all  prepared,  GilUatt  sets 
to  work  in  earnest,  with  a  '^  fiert^  de  cyclope,  maitre  de  Pair, 
de  Teau,  et  de  feu.^'  It  is  necessary,  howeyer,  to  nourish  him- 
self while  so  doing,  and  he  therefore  spends  a  certain  portion 
of  the  day  in  searching  for  crabs  and  other  shell-fish.  While 
so  doing,  he  penetrates,  through  a  narrow  fissure,  into  a  mighty 
water-cavern  situated  in  the  very  heart  of  the  rocks.  The 
water  therein  is  of  *^ molten  emerald^'  (de  T^meraude  en 
fusion),  a  cloud  of  delicate  beryl  covers  the  shadowy  walls  and 
overhanging  arches,  pearls  drop  momently  from  the  long 
water-mosses  that  cluster  overhead,  and  through  all  the  dimness 
the  sea  shudders  like  a  palpitating  heart.  Beautiful  as  this 
cavern  appears,  it  is  fatal.  Empty  of  all  life  as  it  seems,  it  is 
nevertheless  a  habitation.  An  evil  spirit  dwells  within  it,  a 
monstrous  and  horrible  Ocean-form.  Of  this  master  of  the 
mansion,  GilHatt,  during  his  first  visit,  got  only  a  glimpse. 

''  Tout  ^  coup,  ^  quelques  pieds  au-dessoas  de  lai,  dans  la 
transparence  charmante  de  cette  ean  qui  etait  comme  de  la 
pierrerie  dissoute,  il  aper^at  qnelqne  chose  d*inexprimable.  Une 
espece  de  long  haillon  se  mouvait  dans  Toscillation  des  lames.  Ce 
haillon  ne  flottait  pas,  il  vognait,  il  avait  an  bat,  il  allait 
quelque  part,  il  etait  rapide.  Cette  guenille  avait  la  forme  d'nn 
marotte  de  boaffon  avec  des  pointes;  ces  pointes,  flasqaes,  on- 
doyaient;  elle  semblait  coaverte  d'ane  poassi^re  impossible  ik 
moailler.  C*etait  plus  qa'horrible,  o'etait  sale.  II  y  avait  de  la 
chim^re  dans  cette  chose ;  o'etait  an  etre,  a  moins  que  ce  ne  fiit 
nne  apparenoe.  Elle  semblait  se  dinger  vers  le  c6t^  obscar  de  la 
cave,  et  s'y  enfon9ait.  Les  epaissears  d'eau  devinrent  sombres  sop 
elle.     Cette  silhouette  glissa  et  disparat,  sinistre." 

This  is  Gilliatt's  first  glimpse  of  the  "Pieuvre,"  or  Poulp,  a 
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creature  to  which  gorgons  and  chimeras  were  trifles,  and 
which,  scientifically  speaking,  is  simply  a  ridiculous  exaggera- 
tion of  the  octopus.  For  the  time  being,  Gilliatt  withdi-aws, 
attaching  little  importance  to  the  apparition.  By  a  series  of 
manoeuvres,  in  themselves  impossible  from  first  to  last,  he 
releases  the  vessel  from  its  perilous  position,  pieces  it  together, 
fixes  the  engine  again  in  its  proper  place,  and  softly  deposits 
the  whole  in  the  sea  beneath.  It  would  be  tedious  indeed  to 
linger  over  the  details  of  this  miracle ;  enough  to  say,  the 
deed  is  done,  and  all  by  the  unaided  might  of  one  man.  The 
weather  is  calm,  and  little  more  remains  to  do  but  to  depart 
to  Guernsey.  The  elements,  however,  have  determined  not  to 
let  Gilliatt  depart  without  a  struggle.  "  L'Abime  se  d^cidait 
Jt  livrer  bataille.^'  It  is  the  period  of  the  equinox,  and  Nature 
is  gathering  her  powers.  Gilliatt  has  not  long  to  wait.  The 
wind  is  arising — "le  vent,  c'est  tons  les  vents;  toute  cette 
horde  arrivait ;  d^un  c6te,  cette  legion — de  Tnutre,  Gilliatt !  '* 
The  tempest  comes,  the  battle  between  Man  and  Nature.  For- 
tunately, Gilliatt,  at  the  first  warning  of  danger,  has  fashioned 
a  rude  sort  of  breakwater,  by  which  the  full  force  of  the  sea  is 
broken,  and  the  vessel  preserved  from  destruction.  Now  roars 
and  shrieks  a  tempest  as  awful  as  that  other  which  Zeus  burled 
upon  the  head  of  Prometheus.  It  is  superfluous  to  repeat  in 
detail  how  the  fight  proceeds,  till  finally  Man  conquers.  For 
twenty  hours  lasts  the  Titanic  strife.  Then  suddenly  the 
heavens  turn  blue,  and  Gilliatt,  overcome  by  his  efibrts, 
drops  like  a  stone  and  sleeps.  When  he  awakens,  all  is  calm, 
but  he  is  famishing  for  food.  Stripping  himself  to  his  '^  pan- 
talon,''  and  taking  with  him  a  large  knife  to  detach  stray  shell- 
fish, he  creeps  down  to  the  nether-caves  seeking  cray-fish  {Inn- 
goustes)  and  crabs.  While  in  pursuit  of  a  large  crab,  he 
enters  that  very  cave  which  he  discovered  weeks  before. 
Thrusting  his  hand  into  a  fissure,  he  suddenly  feels  his  arm 
seized.  An  indescribable  horror  seizes  him.  *^Quelque  chose 
qui  ^tait  mince,  fipre,  plat,  gl^e,  gluant  et  vivant  venait  de  se 
tordre  dans  Fombre  autour  de  son  bras  nu.  Cela  lui  montait 
vers  la  poitrine.''  As  he  stands  stripped,  tentacle  after  ten- 
tacle (laniere)  slips  round  him,  till  he  is  embraced  on  every 
side,  in  every  limb.  He  shrieks  in  horror.  ^^Brusquemen 
une  large  viscosity  ronde  et  plate  sortit  de  dessous  la  crevasse 
C'^tait  le  centre ;  les  cinq  lanieres  s'y  rattachaieut  comme  des 
rayons  i  un  moyen ;  en  milieu  de  cette  viscosity  il  y  avait  deux. 
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yeux  qui  regiirdaient.      Oes  yeux  voyaient  Gilliatt.     Gilliatt 
reconnut  la  Pi^uvre.* 

Now  begins  the  second  combat^  between  Man  and  the 
Execrable.  It  is  quickly  decided  in  Man's  favour,  and  the 
'^  viscosity,''  with  its  head  hacked  off,  tumbles  into  the  water, 
dead.  Directly  after  his  victory,  Gilliatt  explores  the  lair  of 
his  enemy,  and  finds,  among  other  horrible  evidences  of  its  pre- 
datory habits,  an  entire  human  skeleton,  having  around  it  a 
brazen  belt  containing  a  large  sum  of  money  lost  by  the  owner 
of  the  wrecked  vessel.  Fortune  has  indeed  been  favourable  to 
the  mighty  Toiler.  The  vessel  saved,  a  lost  fortune  discovered, 
miracles  of  achievement  done,  and  mountains  of  difficulty  over- 
come, he  points  the  steamer's  bow  for  Guernsey — "  homeward 
ho ! "  The  rest  of  the  tragedy — for  a  tragedy  it  is  though 
told  in  modem  prose — may  be  given  in  a  few  words.  The 
prize  for  which  he  has  wrought  throughout  is  not  to  be  his. 
IMruchette,  the  dream  of  his  desire,  loves  incarnate  weakness 
in  the  shape  of  a  Protestant  priest.  For  Gilliatt,  when  he 
appears  before  her  in  all  the  glory  of  his  triumph, — "  tel  qu'il 
^tait  sorti,  ce  matin  mSme,  de  I'^cueil  Douvres,  en  haillons,  les 
andes  perc^s,  la  barbe  longe,  les  chevaux  hauss^s,  les  yeux 
brftl^s  et  rouges,  la  face  6corch6e,  les  poings  sanglants,  les  pieds 
BUS,"— Gilliatt,  thus  returning,  is  simply  an  object  of  horror. 
The  father  may  exclaim  '^c'est  mon  vrai  gendre,"  but  the 
woman  looks  on  with  sickening  despair.  The  end  of  all  is  very 
sad;  for  here  one  misses  that  Titanic  will  which  overcame  the 
tempest,  tore  a  fortune  out  of  the  very  teeth  of  the  winds,  and 
slew  the  Poulp,  or  '^  Chimera."  Nobly  indeed  does  Gilliatt 
resign  D^ruchette  to  him  she  loves,  nobly  does  he  join  their 
hands,  concealing  his  own  ill-fated  passion.  But  his  heart  is 
broken.  As  the  pair  sail  away  fron  Guernsey,  D^ruchette 
accompanying  her  husband  to  the  far-off  scene  of  his  gentle  pas- 
toral labours,  as  they  sit  on  the  deck  of  a  sailing  vessel  hand  in 
hand,  they  pass  close  by  the  sea-clifi&,  and  standing  out  from 
these  a  detached  rock  in  which  is  a  stone  seat,  called  Gild-Holm- 
'Ur.  Now,  at  high  water  this  seat  is  entirely  covered  by  the 
tide,  and  in  this  seat  Gilliatt  sits, — and  the  tide  is  rising.     With 

*  "  Poup  cpoire  Ik  la  Pi^urre,"  the  author  here  naively  remarks,  "  il  faut 
I'ayoir  yne !  "  Everybody  has  now  seen  the  Octopus,  which  distinct  anti-social 
creature  may  betaken  as  the  "Pi^uyre's"  representatiye.  In  some  Japanese 
pictures  of  gigantic  cuttle-fish,  lately  pubb'shed  in  the  Field,  there  is  a  parallel  to 
Victor  Hugo's  exaggeration.  One  monster  is  depicted  embra?iDg  and  oyer- 
throwing  a  large  saiUng-Tessei,  with  tentacles  as  long  as  the  mast. 
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his  eyes  fixed  on  the  vessel  as  it  glides  away^  be  sits  awaiting 
Iiis  doom.  The  tide  rises  to  his  waist.  An  hour  passes,  and  it 
rises  to  his  neck.  Slowly  the  vessel  fades  away  on  the  far  hori- 
zon line.  At  the  moment  it  entirely  disappears  from  view^  the 
head  of  Gilliatt  is  submerged.  ''  H  n'y  ent  plus  rien  que  la 
mer.'*  The  Titan,  then,  is  no  Titan  after  alL  AU  the  gloiy  of 
bis  victory,  all  the  beauty  of  his  victory,  has  ended  in  the  basest 
of  all  self-abnegation — suicide.  To  the  ''  anarchy  "  of  Nature 
he  was  equals  but  he  is  fsLr  too  weak  for  the  ''  anarchy  of  the 
human  heart.''     He  is  utterly  fallen. 

Such,  then,  is  the  "  Travailleurs  de  la  Mer  '*  of  Victor  Hugo^  a 
work  in  many  respects  the  writer's  masterpiece^  and  well  known 
to  many  who  have  not  read  it  by  its  exaggerations  about  the 
*'pieuvre,''  or  ponlp.  To  convert  this  work  into  a  masterpiece 
worthy  to  rank  with  ''  Prometheus  '^  would  be  impossible^  for 
its  form  and  music  alike  belong  to  a  lower  art ;  but  if  its  imper- 
fections were  obliterated  by  the  simple  process  of  reducing  its 
bulk  to  one-third  or  one-fourth,  its  literary  worth  would  be  fiur 
higher  than  it  is.  It  contains  ideas  and  creations  of  unequalled 
grandeur — forms  worthy  of  Greek  sculpture — a  sublime  cer- 
tainty of  power  which  leaves  all  other  contemporary  fiction  far 
behind  indeed — a  colossal  imagery  which  has  perhaps  not  been 
surpassed  since^schylus  lived  and  died^  and  which  has  certainly 
not  been  rivalled  by  any  poet  but  the  one  who  painted  the 
wondrous  picture  of  Nimrod  in  the  Inferno.  Though  written 
in  splendid  prose^  it  is  intrinsically  a  poem ;  and  because  it  is  a 
poem  in  essence^  one  wishes  it  had  been  a  poem  in  fisict.  We 
are  not  so  blind  to  the  wonderful  advantages  of  its  prose  form 
as  to  wish  that  it  had  been  written  in  verse;  that  is  quite 
another  matter;  we  merely  regret  those  portions  which  owe 
their  inspiration  to  Alexander  Dumas^  just  as  we  regret  those 
portions  in  ^^  Les  Mis^rables  *^  which  catch  the  inspiration  and 
follow  the  style  of  Eugene  Sue.  The  deductions  made^  the 
''Travailleurs  de  la  Mer''  remains  a  marvellous  work;  to  be 
read  not  merely  once  but  many  times ;  yet  once  read,  never  to 
be  forgotten.  Despite  its  faults^  it  approaches  nearer  to  the 
jEschylian  ideal  than  any  other  modern  work  not  written  by  its 
author. 

The  preface  to  ''  Les  Travailleurs  de  la  Mer''  is  as  follows. 

^'  La  religion,  la  soei^t^,  la  nature ;  telles  sont  les  trois  Inttes 
de  rhomme.  Ces  trois  Inttes  sont  en  m6me  temps  ses  trois  besoins ; 
il  font  qn'il  croie,  de  la  le  temple ;  il  fant  qn'il  crie,  de  Ik  la  cit6,  il  faai 
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qn'il  yive,  de  la  lA  charrae  et  le  navire.  Mais  ces  trois  solations 
Gontiennent  trois  gaerres.  La  mysterieuse  difficnlt^  de  la  vie  sort 
de  toates  les  trois.  L'homme  a  affaire  ^  Tobstaole  sons  la  forme 
superstition,  sons  la  forme  pr6jng6^  et  sons  la  forme  6l^ment.  Tin 
triple  anantre  peso  snr  nons,  Tanantre  des  dogmes,  I'anantre  des 
lois,  I'anantre  des  choses.  Dans  Notre  Dame  de  Paris  Tantenr  a 
d^nonc^  le  premier ;  dans  les  Mis^rables,  il  a  sig^al6  le  second ; 
dans  ce  livre,  il  indiqne  le  troisi^me. 

''A  ces  trois  fatalit6s  qni  enveloppent  Thomme,  se  mSlela fatality 
int^rienre,  I'anantre  supreme,  le  ooeor  hnmain." 

Whether  or  not  tliis  idea  is^  as  we  expect^  an  afterthought 
of  the  author^  sometimes  over  anxious  to  fashion  his  works  into 
imaginary  unity^  it  is  not  for  us  to  decide ;  but  if  the  idea  be 
admitted  and  found  penetrating  the  three  works  in  question^  it 
simply    renders  conclusive    the  measureless    despair  of  the 
author's  moral  teaching.     Centuries  upon  centuries  have  passed 
since  ^schylus  wrote  his  Promethean  trilogy^  and  only  the 
gloomiest  part  of  that  trilogy  remains ;  since  that  masterpiece 
was  lost  and  founds  Christianity  has  been^  with  its  lights  and 
its  awful  shadows ;  not  a  god  of  the  old  mythology  remains^ 
not  a  shadow  of  the  lost  superstition  abides;   empires  have 
risen  or  fallen  upon  this  truths  that  Zeus  is  not^  but  that  Christy 
whether  in  the  flesh  or  the  spirit,  is  and  shall  be — a  truth  which, 
now-a-days,  is  as  much  the  spirit  of  Mr.  Spencer's  teaching  as 
of  that  of  the  late  Mr.  Maurice ;  and  yet,  for  all  this,  for  all 
the  lapse  of  centuries  and  the  roll  of  opinion,  that  sculptured 
''Prometheus ''remains  a  more  enlightened  and  enlightening 
thing  than  the  figure^  of  this  other  Toiler,  working  in  all  the 
illuminatioh  of  the  modem  ''  idea."     If  the  greatest  poet  of 
our  generation  has  read  upon  the  page  of  modem  history  only 
this  one  word  ''  avarfKe/^  or  fatality,  and  if  this  miserable  word 
is  the  centre  of  his  creed. and  ours,  then  well  may  we  wish  that 
we,  like  ^schylus,  had  been  Pagans,  ''  suckled  in  a  creed  out- 
worn."   We  shall  endeavour  to   show,  further  on,  that  the 
defects  of  Victor  Hugo  are  not  necessarily  those  of  his  gene- 
ration, and  that,  for  those  who  read  between  the  lines,  even  his 
most  hopeless  utterances  are  far  removed  from  sceptical  despair ; 
bat  his  fault  is,  that  while  his  reason  is  illuminative  and  propa- 
gandist to  a  degree,  his  imagination,  for  reasons  partly  national 
and  partly  literary,  is  to  a  deplorable  extent  retrospective  and 
overshadowed  witii  gloom.     Feuerbach  in  his  darkest  mood  is 
as  cheerful  as  this  poet  in  his  brightest.     He  preaches  a  hazy 
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doctrine  of  democracy,  as  if  lie  were  openiDg  one  of  the  seals 
of  an  Apocalyyse.  His  ideas  are  often  divine,  his  creations  are 
more  frequently  devilish.  At  his  highest  he  is  a  dark  angel, 
moving  in  the  shadow  of  his  own  wings ;  at  his  lowest,  he  is  a 
nightmare.  From  a  literary  point  of  view  even  he  is  alarming. 
Two-thirds  of  his  words  are  about  as  valuable  as  the  contents 
of  the  daily  journals.  The  remaining  third  is  more  precious 
than  any  other  imaginative  utterance  now  heard  in  Europe,  and 
yet,  though  its  power  of  putting  great  and  vague  ideas  into 
colossal  forms  is  unexampled,  it  contains  a  philosophy  of  mere 
misery,  a  morality  to  be  surpassed  even  among  the  sweepings 
of  those  sophists  Mr.  Ghrote  loved  ''  not  wisely  but  too  well.'' 

Let  us  turn  back  to  ^schylus,  and  examine  a  little  closer 
into  his  altitude  as  a  poet  and  his  claims  as  a  teacher.  Every 
one  knows  that  he  remained  throughout  his  life  what  Victor 
Hugo  began  by  being — an  aristocrat,  a  worshipper  of  the 
ancient  order.  He  was  a  Eupatrid,  a  member  of  the  proud  old 
nobility ;  and  he  preserved  to  the  end  the  dignity,  the  hauteur, 
and  the  prejudice  of  his  class.  More  notewoi'thy  still  is  the 
fact  that  he  was  bom  at  Eleusis.  It  is  no  part  of  our  purpose 
to  enter  into  the  controversy  as  to  whether  or  not  he  was 
actually  ''initiated"  into  the  Mysteries;  certain  it  is  he  pre- 
served for  them  a  holy  and  deep-seated  awe,  and  that  they  had 
a  mystic  influence  upon  his  intellect  and  on  his  style ;  so  that 
even  Aristophanes,  in  the ''  Frogs,*'  makes  him  invoke  Demeter : 

Arjfjurjrep  rj  Bpi'^^a/ra  rrjv  ifif^v  ^piva, 
eival  lie  r&v  (t&v  a^u>v  fivoTrjpiayv  !♦ 

It  would  be  more  to  the  point  to  examine  what  these  Mysteries 
eventually  were,  had  we  leisure  and  erudition  for  such  an 
inquiry ;  the  truth,  however,  is  involved  in  hopeless  darkness, 
and  scholars  are  hopelessly  disagreed,  some  seeing  in  the 
Mysteries  a  solemn  and  sublime  preservation  of  primitive 
theology,  while  others  find  in  them  only  Phallic  symbols  and 
debasing  orgies.  With  the  last-named  opinions,  however,  only 
pedants  could  agree.  The  grandeur  of  the  very  temple  itself, 
the  style  of  its  architecture,  the  solemnity  of  its  surroundings, 
were  alone  enough  to  dispel  merely  debasing  associations ;  and 
when  we  add  to  the  testimony  of  -^schylus  himself  that  of 
such  men  as  Sophocles  and  Pindar,  we  cannot  but  believe  that 
the  Mysteries,  whatever  some  of  their  external  forms  may  have 

•  T.  886,  887. 


1 


jaCHTLUS  AND  VICTOB  HUOO.  279 

been^  had  a  deep  and  beautiful  meanings  and  a  purifying  influ- 
ence. This  much  being  conceded^  we  have  little  or  no  diffi- 
culty in  comprehending  the  right  character  of  -^3chylus  him- 
self. He  is  a  veritable  Priest  of  Eleusis,  uttering  his  oracles 
in  mighty  verse.  He  accepts  the  ancient  myths  without  doubt 
and  without  hesitation.  The  overthrow  of  Kronos  by  Zeus  is 
as  truly  a  fact  to  him  as  the  creation  of  the  world  in  six  days 
is  a  fact  to  an  orthodox  English  bishop.  He  believes  in  the 
old  theogony,  and  he  knows  every  one  of  its  members  as  a 
Roman  Catholic  knoWs  his  saints.  His  faith  is  mighty  within 
him.  To  regard  these  wondrous  shapes  as  mere  symbolism^ 
as  mere  abstract  attributes  idealized  into  divine  persons^  to 
think  of  Prometheus  as  mere  "  Forethought,"  in  the  spirit  of 
a  didactic  essay  by  a  modern  philologist,  would  be  as  much 
heresy  in  his  eyes  as  to  accept  the  Bible  simply  as  '^  supreme 
literature  *'  is  heresy  in  the  eyes  of  the  editor  of  the  Record. 
The  order  of  things  has  been  told  him,  and  by  that  order  he 
abides.  But  the  very  law  of  that  order,  he  perceives,  is  con- 
stant change.  The  better  displaces  the  worse,  in  heaven  as  on 
earth.    Zeus  has  reigned,  but  Zeus  must  fall. 

Here  a  difficulty  interposes.  It  is  clear  that  the  poet  uses 
the  word  "  Zeus'*  in  two  ways — using  it  sometimes  to  describe 
the  personality  of  the  tyrant  who  deposed  Elronos  and  tortured 
Prometheus;  but  at  other  times,  and  more  frequently,  to 
denote  ("in  a  myetery,"  as  John  Bunyan  would  express  it) the 
supreme  and  divine  Idea  which,  through  all  human  and  super- 
human interpositions,  works  for  righteousness.  Nothing  could 
be  more  explicit  and  tremendous  in  its  abuse  of  the  Olympian 
Individual  than  the  whole  of  the  "  Prometheus.''  Zeus  is  the 
synonym  for  everything  that  is  treacherous,  lecherous,  inces- 
tuous, suspicious,  tyrannous,  loveless,  hopeless,  and  diabolical. 
Milton  is  far  kinder  to  the  devil  than  -^schylus  is  to  the  Father 
— such  a  Father  ! — as  contemptible  in  the  Greek  fragment  as 
in  the  lovely  English  poem  of  Shelley.  There  can  be  no  mis- 
take about  it,  and  the  vituperation  is  given  all  round.  But 
who  can  imagine  for  a  moment  that  -^schylus,  in  the  following 
passage  of  the  ''Agamemnon,''  is  singing  of  the  same 
Being? 

"  Zeus,  whoe*er  he  be, 
Whether  that  name  be  pleasing  in  his  ear 

By  which  I  call  him  now  : 
For,  weighing  well  all  other  names,  I  fail, 
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When  seeking  from  mj  sonl 
To  cast  away  all  care, 
To  fathom  any  bat  this  name  of  Zens. 

"  For  One  who  reigned  of  old, 

Full  of  the  might  of  war, 

Is  fallen,  and  is  no  more ; 

And  one  who  followed  him 

Hath  fallen  in  his  torn. 
Bat  Zeas  abides,  and  he  who  woos  him  well 
Shall  snrely  reap  the  wisdom  of  the  wise. 

"  Yea,  Zeus  is  he  whom  we  must  woo  with  prayer. 
And  with  ovations,  wonld  we  prosper  well — 
He  who  to  wisdom  leads  ns,  making  sure 
Sad  teachings  wronght  from  pain ; 
For  in  the  dead  of  night 
Come  conscience-waking  cares  and  agonies. 
And  mortals  then  against  their  wills  grow  wise. 
Such  grace,  I  trow,  is  shed  by  the  Immortals, 
Seated  above  on  their  eternal  thrones.''  * 

No,  this  is  not  the  Divine  Tyrant,  but  the  Divine  Idea  which. 
has  displaced  him,  and  taken  the  name  of  which  he  is 
unworthy. 

Again,  in  the  '^Suppliants''  :— 

"  Calm,  without  effort,  is  the  work  of  Zens : 
Thron'd  loftily,  he  works,  we  know  not  how, 
His  perfect  will." 

Again  in  "  Eumenides  "  : — 

**  All  things  he  rules,  unwearying,  with  no  toil." 

This  is  the  one  God  that  abides,  though  the  many  ehange 
and  pass ;  this  is  the  supreme  Spirit,  far  more  akin  to  the 
TO  ^^pwfievov  of  Aristotle,  and  the  eternal  '^Ich*'  of  Fichte 
than  to  the  colossal  Constitutional  Monarch  overthrown  by 
Demogorgon.  This  more  resembles  the  "  stream  of  tendency 
that  works  for  righteousness,''  than  the  wicked  Impostor  who 
carried  into  divine  life  the  indecency  of  a  Nero  and  the  cruelty 

*  Abore  is  part  of  tbe  extraordinary  furst  choroa  of  the  '*  Agamenmon,* 
afterwarda  alluded  to  again.  Ifo  attempt  ia  made  to  translate  it  literally  or 
rythmicallj ;  it  is  quite  untranslatable,  and  we  merely  attempt  to  oonrej  itt 
spirit.  The  confusion  of  Zeus  himself  with  the  tatiUvts  (here^  however,  tnmt- 
lated  **'  Immortals")  is  an  example  of  the  poet's  perplexing  way  of  mingling 
modem  Athenian  conceptions  with  the  old  theogony. 
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of  a  Tiberias.  In  a  word,  the  poet,  half  unconsciously,  is 
intoning  the  mnsic  of  that  monotheism  which  interpenetrates 
all  polytheistic  systems,  and  of  which  he  is  as  certain  as  Plato 
liiniself.  Zens,  thus  conceived,  is  not  merely  ''mighty  of  the 
mightiest,"  as  the  same  poet,  indeed,  calls  him ;  he  is  the 
^  secret  force  destroying  wrong,  as  water  weareth  stone ;''  he 
is  the  eyerksting  Principle  by  which  truth  is  vindicated  from 
generation  to  generation,  and  through  which  suffering  becomes 
self-compensating  and  divine;  he  is  the  Quiet  Waters  that  re- 
ceive the  virgin  corpse  of  Jo  in  the  end,  and  he  is  the  Peace 
that  broodeth  like  a  dove  in  heart  of  the  triumphant  Titan.  But, 
far  more  than  this,  he  is  Supreme  Jirstice,  Lord  and  Master  of 
the  Erinnyes,  ever  urging  them  on  to  righteous  vengeance^ 
nntil  (as  in  the  ''  Orestes ''),  Nature  is  vindicated,  and  they 
drop  to  sleep. 

If,  as  is  believed,  ^schylus  designed  the  masks  for  many 
of  his  characters,  as  well  as  assisting  otherwise  in  the  artistic 
and  scenic  decorations ;  and  if  these  masks  of  bronze  answered, 
as  they  must  have  done,  to  the  tragic  ideas  of  their  creator, 
his  heart  must  oflen  have  ached  in  their  fashioning.  Well 
might  the  Greek  Theatre  be  formed  on  a  mighty  scale,  with 
the  quiet  heavens  overhead,  figures  of  superhuman  height 
moving  on  the  stage,  masks  of  mysterious  awe  glimmering  far 
away.  No  human  face  could  have  borne  throughout  a  play  the 
fixed  expression  of  monotonous  pain  of  an  CEdipus,  an  Orestes, 
or,  above  all,  a  Clytemnestra  j  no  living  actor  could  have  per- 
sonated these  characters  in  what  is  now  known  as  the  natv/ral 
style  without  emotion  bordering  on  madness.  In  assisting  at 
their  show,  we  are  passing,  as  it  were,  under  the  very  shadow 
of  God.  The  infinite  sibilations  of  the  ''  Inferno  '*  are  not 
more  real  than  the  cries  we  hear  from  those  brazen  throats ; 
yet  we  take  comfort  from  the  very  mistiness  and  vagueness  of 
the  forms,  Lear's  thin,  human  cry  tears  our  heart-strings, 
but  the  wild  sob  of  Orestes  comes  to  us  subdued  into  a  prayen 
We  hide  our  faces  from  the  sight  of  the  ''pretty  princes 
smothered  in  the  Tower,*'  from  littte  Arthur's  pleading  face 
held  up  to  Hubert — 

"  Must  you  with  hot  irofis  bum  out  both  mine  eyes  ?  " 

This  is  too  common-r-pitiful ;  we  cannot  bear  it;  but  the 
slaughter  of  Agamemnon,  and  the  torture  of  Prometheus, 
and  the  murder  of  Cassandra,  and  the  death  of  Clytemnestra 
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by  the  fruit  of  her  own  womb,  all  these  we  can  bear,  becaaaa 
they  are  less  realities  than  symbols,  seen  in  a  shrine,  of  nataral 
laws  vindicated  despite  unnatural  passions,  and  of  the  Divine 
Justice  and  Pity  which  is  ever  awaiting  to  redeem  the  deeds 
of  guilt.  To  read  the  "Agamemnon*'  or  the  "Prometheus" 
alone,  is  like  ending  at  the  murder  scene  in  Macbeth,  or 
stopping  at  the  early  books  of  ''  Paradise  Lost.*'  Each  play 
bears  the  same  relation  to  its  group  that  each  act  of  Shake- 
speare bears  to  a  complete  drama.  We  must  read  on  until  the 
end  if  we  wish  to  receive  the  sacrametit  of  a  Greek  Trilogy. 
In  the  Oresteian  group,  fortunately  preserved  for  us  intact,  we 
get  the  whole  picture  complete,  with  all  its  issues  and  its  com- 
pensations. In  the  case  of  the  ''  Prometheus,*'  we  have  to 
guess  the  beginning  and  the  end ;  and  fortunately  we  can  do  bo 
with  ease  and  pleasure ;  but  it  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  we 
could  better  spare  three  or  four  of  the  plays  of  Shakespeare, 
or,  better  still,  one  entire  half  of  the  Elizabethan  dramas,  than 
the  lost ''  Prometheus  Purophoros  *'  and  '^  Prometheus  Ano- 
menos  *'  of  ^schylus.  The  loss  of  the  play  last  named,  com- 
monly known  as  the  "  Prometheus  Solutus,' '  is  simply  incom- 
mensurable. Not  even  the  lovely  lyric  drama  of  Shelley, 
which  we  owe  to  it,  can  make  that  loss  endurable.  Nay,  for 
that  one  lost  masterpiece,  we  would  freely  exchange  any  exist* 
ing  masterpiece,  with  two  exceptions,  "King  Lear,"  and 
the  "  Inferno.** 

Only  less  wonderful  than  the  "Prometheus'*  is  the 
"  Agamemnon,**  Here,  as  in  the  other,  the  spirit  is  wrath- 
ful, religious,  and  terrible.  It  is  not  our  purpose  to  recapitu- 
late its  features,  as  we  did  those  of  the  "  Prometheus  ;**  such  a 
recapitulation  is  unnecessary  for  the  purposes  of  this  paper. 
In  some  respects,  the  "Agamemnon**  is  unequalled.  The 
first  chorus  of  Argive  elders  is,  without  any  exception  whatever, 
the  weirdest,  most  wonderful,  soul-overwhelming  pieces  of 
melody  to  which  the  human  ear  ever  listened.  It  is,  even  apart 
from  those  solemn  religious  suggestions  in  which  it  abounds, 
a  sacred  oratorio  without  any  par&llel ;  and  delivered  in  the 
Greek  amphitheatre,  with  all  due  pomp  of  accompaniment  and 
gesture,  it  must  have  been  as  awe-inspiring  in  its  rapid,  mys- 
terious imagery,  as  the  very  intonations  of  Eleusis  itself.  Un- 
fortunately, it  is  untranslatable.  Other  Greek  choruses  may 
be  rendered  with  a  dim  approach  to  the  reality,  but  this  chorus 
it  is  simply  impossible  to  render  at  all.     It  has  all  the  volume 
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of  the  Psalms  of  David,  with  all  the  music  of  the  ancient 
world.  As  one  reads  it,  one  cannot  help  believing  that  its 
melody  was  found  in  some  old  oracle,  which  caught  it  from 
the  murmur  of  the  neighbouring  sea.  It  comes  like  a  con- 
juration, 

'^  aCKivov,  aCKLVov  hire,  to  8'  eS  viKaTW?^ 

And  no  sooner  has  it  ended,  than  there  rises  up,  pale, 
terrible,  crowned,  with  a  mask  fixed  into  one  white  gleam  of 
murderous  resolve,  the  shadowy  figure  of  Clytemnestra.  But 
God,  in  that  deep  music,  has  been  invoked,  is  with  us,  is 
watching,  and  we  do  not  fear.  That  awful  woman  may  move  on 
to  her  revenge — the  bath  is  prepared  wherein  the  corse  of 
Agamemnon  will  soon  be  lying — all  will  be  fulfilled  as  has 
been  fated  from  the  beginning  (since  crime  breeds  crime,  and 
of  Agamemnon's  own  sowing  springs  the  bloody  seed) ;  but 
still,  God  is  with  us,  with  the  spectators  as  with  the  actors, 
and  we  gaze  on.  Thus  fortified,  we  can  bear  even  Cassandra's 
piteous  wail,  which  is  soon  heard  rising  to  the  very  heaven 
of  heavens.  For  we  are  not  met  merely  beholding  a  play  \  we 
are  partaking  in  a  holy  ceremony,  by  which  God  will  be  surely 
justified.  Far  different,  here  observe,  is  the  art  of  Shake- 
speare. He  too  wrote  his  "Agamemnon,''  calling  Clytem- 
nestra Lady  Macbeth,  and  Aegisthus  Macbeth,  and  his  work, 
fitf  inferior  as  it  is,  parades  these  humanizing  touches  which  in 
a  purely  divine  tragedy  are  purely  incidental.  Supreme  pity 
is  his  last  word,  not  supreme  justice  and  religion.  As  we  see 
the  bloody  Thane  staggering  across  the  stage  in  his  last  in- 
firmity,  crying, 

"  I  have  lived  long  enough — my  way  of  life 
Is  falling  into  the  sere,  the  yellow  leaf ; 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  age, 
As  honour^  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  must  not  look  to  have." 

we  almost  forget  his  crimes,  in  the  nttemess  of  our  pity  for  his 
poor  humanity.  There  is  pity  too,  but  of  a  sublimer  sense, 
m  the  "Agamemnon."  When  in  the  "Libation  pourers," 
Clytemnestra  falls  at  her  son's  feet  seeking  mercy  and 
crying, 

"  I  reared  thee — I  would  fain  grow  old  with  thee ! " 
and  when,  after  slaying  her,  Orestes  cries. 
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*'  May  the  Qreat  8xm^  bebolding  all  we  do. 
Bear  witness  for  me,  that  I  justly  wronght 
This  doom  upon  my  mother ! " 

we  are  too  awe-stricken  for  pity.  Fate  is  speaking  throagb 
the  very  lips  of  the  Avenger,  and  Zeus  is  approving.  Yet 
even  as  we  hear  we  know,  from  vague  murmurs  of  the  Chorus 
and  from  certain  sablime  expressions  of  Orestes  himself^  that 
all  is  not  yet  well,  that  Orestes  has  violated  a  natural  law  even 
in  avenging  his  own  father,  and  that  vengeance  is  not  man's, 
but  God^s.  We  do  not  weep,  as  in  Shakespeare ;  we  pray. 
We  do  not  turn  away  sadly  conscious  of  human  problems, 
tenderly  stirred  by  human  voices,  as  we  do  when  we  close  a 
play  of  the  great  feudal  poet ;  we  come  away  as  from  a  temple, 
not  wholly  comforted,  but  reverent,  and  resolved. 

The  great  Greek  masterpieces  owe  no  small  part  of  their 
inconceivable  splendour  as  exercises  of  religion  to  the  exis- 
tence of  the  Chorus.  The  Chorus,  is,  as  it  were,  the  idealized 
human  spectator,  ever  prepared  with  comment  on  events  too 
strange  for  comprehension.  Its  members,  from  their  position 
round  the  Thymele,  midway  betv^een  actors  and  audience,  are 
enabled,  as  the  play  proceeds,  to  give  expression  to  the  emo- 
tions which  are  disturbing  the  bosom  of  every  spectator  who 
possesses  a  particle  of  human  nature.  In  a  modem  perform* 
ance,  we  must  repress  our  pleasure  and  pain,  no  matter  how 
strongly  they  are  excited.  In  forming  actually  as  in  imagina- 
tion part  of  the  audience  at  a  Greek  play,  we  are  perpetually 
entering  our  fiery  protest  against  iniquity,  and  calling  aloud  to 
God  for  his  retribution.  The  moment  our  emotion  masters 
and  suffocates  us,  the  Choragus  finds  voice  in  our  name.  Oar 
human  nature  is  vindicated.  It  is  we  ourselves,  so  to  speak, 
no  mere  person  of  the  drama,  who  conduct  that  fierce  dialogue 
with  the  contemptuous  Aegisthus  at  the  end  of  the  '^  Agamem- 
non.'' We  hiss  at,  deride,  insult,  mock,  and  defy  the 
obnoxious  character. 

"  Thrive  on,  stuff,  gorge  thy  fill,  polluting  right !  " 

we  shriek ;  and  when  he  threatens  us,  we  cry  tauntingly, 

**  Boast  on,  and  crow — like  a  cock  beside  his  hen !  " 

Our  hootings  and  exclamations  follow  him  as  he  retires,  led  off 
by  Clytemnestra,  and  the  curtain  falls.    Again  in  the  "  Pro- 
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meihens  "  when  the  Okeanides  uplift  their  voices  against  the 
iniquities  of  the  Olympian  tyrant,  we  are  the  Okeanides.  We 
call  aloud,  that  the  heavens  and  the  earth  may  hear  us, 

*'  Of  all  the  gods,  what  god  is  there  so  cruel 
That  he  rejoiceth  in  thy  sufferings !  *' 

We  cling  around  him,  soothing  and  comforting  him,  and  even 
when  Hermes  threatens  us  with  the  fiery  levin  if  we  remain, 
we  do  not  go.  Nay,  we  are  even  those  fierce  Erinnyes,  hound- 
ing Orestes  from  land  to  land — for  our  human  nature  sickens 
at  matricide,  and  we  are  not  appeased  until  we  receive  full 
atonement,  in  utter  contrition  and  devotion  of  sacrifice ;  then, 
as  the  Eumenides,  our  cries  are  still. 

Thus,  as  we  have  indicated,  the  spectator  of  a  Greek  play 
is  assisting  at  a  religious  service,  in  which  he  joins  when  the 
emotion  masters  him — not  wildly  and  madly,  but  in  a  solemn 
spirit  befitting  the  tragedy  of  great  human  issues.  He  who 
reads  his  Bible  and  finds  it  holy,  and  yet  can  read  his 
"iEschylns ''  and  call  it  pagan,  has  much  to  learn  as  to  what  is 
and  what  is  not  edification.  If  Isaiah  and  Ezekiel  are  prophets, 
Prometheus  and  the  rest  are  prophets  too.  The  voice  of  one 
crying  in  the  wilderness  never  uttered  solemner  warning  to  man 
than  do  the  Argive  Elders  of  the  divine  chorus.  If  the  Lord 
God  of  the  "  Psalms ''  is  terrible  and  overwhelming,  the  Lord 
God  of  the  ''  Suppliants  *'  is  beautiful  and  wise : 

'*  Our  sire  is  He,  creator  of  onr  being. 
Monarch  whose  right  hand  worketh  well  his  will, 
Lord  of  our  race  and  ruler  of  our  line, 
In  counsels  deep  recording  ancient  things, 
Planning  and  ordering  all,  the  great  Taskmaster ! " 

It  is  something  also  to  know  that  this  Being,  unlike  that  other 
beloved  of  Bang  David  and  dear  to  the  Jews,  is  not  to  be 
entreated  on  our  side  when  our  thought  is  of  battles  and  our 
sign  is  a  Sword;  that  He  will  not  utterly  annihilate  our 
enemies  and  deliver  them  into  our  hands,  even  when  those 
enemies  are  Philistines  and  unbelievers ;  that  He  will  avenge 
crime  and  punish  sin,  even  after  the  lapse  of  a  thousand  years  ; 
and  yet  withal,  that  He  is  gentle  and  will  bless  us,  if  we  only 
have  the  heart  to  suffer  and  be  strong.  To  suffer! — This, 
then  is  the  spirit  of  Greek  tragedy  in  its  highest  examples  : 
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the  triple  '^ anarchy''  of  Victor  Hugo  attaddng  Man  on  all 
aides^  Man  suffering  at  all  points,  yet  aboTO  and  beyond  all, 
the  reality  and  ever-abiding  presence  of  divine  compensations. 
More  than  this^  the  surety  that  soffering,  thongh  persistent 
and  patience-slaying,  is  not  eiemal — ^that  only  one  thing  is 
Eternal,  the  Sopreme  Idea,  the  Infinite  Pity  and  Jastice  of 
Ood.  Nor  does  it  matter  much  in  partaking  this  tragic  sacra- 
ment, on  what  God  we  call :  whether  we  are  addressing  and 
thinking  of  the  vov^;  of  Anaxagoras,  Plato's  Idea  of  the  Grood, 
Aristotle's  irpSnov  §uvow,  King  David's  Jehovah,  Comte's 
Orand  fitre,  or  Mr.  Spencer's  great  Unknowable,  it  matters 
not,  so  long  as  we  are  agreed  that  this  God  is,  as  Mr.  Arnold 
might  express  it,  the  one  fixed  Law  and  Intelligence  which 
works  for  righteousness.  Two  vital  principles  are  forced  apon 
us — ^Nemesis  from  without.  Endurance  from  within.  The  vic- 
tory of  the  former  principle  over  the  latter,  is  the  triumph  of 
the  human  Will. 

Two  thousand  three  hundred  and  thirty-one  years  have 
elapsed  since  the  death  of  .^chylus,  which  took  place  two 
years  after  the  representation  of  his  masterpiece,  the  Oresteian 
Trilogy.  In  that  mighty  interval  many  poets  have  arisen,  but 
(setting  aside  Dante,  whose  genius,  however,  was  too  exda- 
sively  personal  and  lyrical)  not  one  poet,  so  far  as  we  know, 
has  dared  to  take  upon  himself  the  ^schylean  mantle ;  until, 
in  our  own  day,  a  great  genius  has  so  dared,  with  results  too 
extraordinary,  perhaps,  for  a  hasty  contemporary  estimate. 
The  comparison  may  seem  exaggerated,  especially  in  the  eyes 
of  those  worthies  to  whom  no  fame  is  first-rate  that  is  not 
centuries  removed  in  time,  and  who  simply  cannot  conceive 
that  demigods  were  ever  contemporary.  It  is  no  exaggeration, 
however,  to  say  that  Victor  Hugo  is  the  ^schylus  of  this 
generation — ^the  heir,  doubtless,  of  a  meaner  time,  and  the 
inheritor  of  a  lower  art — but  the  prophet,  too,  in  his  turn,  of 
miracles  to  come. 

As  headstrong  as  uSschylus,  and  as  grim  ;  as  solemn  in  his 
presentation  of  archetypal  forms  and  pictures,  as  musical 
sometimes  in  his  conjuration  of  these  forms  into  life ;  not  one 
whit  less  credulous  than  that  other,  though  he  inherits  all  the 
knowledge  of  the  ages,  all  the  science  of  the  age ;  sceptic,  too, 
as  to  God  the  Constitutional  Monarch,  but  adoring  as  to  God 
the  Infinite  Idea;  a  prophet,  a  poet,  who  has  never  been 
known  to  smile,  scarcely  to  weep,  and  therefore  master  neither 
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of  smiles  nor  tears  (which  were  Shakespeare's   birthright) ; 
physically  resembling  ^schylas^  as  any  one  may  see  by  com- 
paring the  photograph  of  one  with  the  traditional  likeness  of 
the  other;   morally  and  intellectually  resembling  him^  to  a 
degree  which  suggests  a  transmigration  of  souls  !     Such^  then, 
is  Victor  Hugo,  last  of  those  sublime  Frenchmen  who  have 
been,  ever  since  the  Encyclopcedia,  our  intellectual  spendthrifts, 
enriching  all  Europe  with  ideas,  and  receiving  scanty  gratitude 
in  return.   Even  here  in  England,  where  intellectual  fashions  are 
BO  supremely  "  respectable,'*  his  genius  is  admitted,  with  the 
qualification  that  it  lacks  sobriety,  calm,  artistic  finish,  and 
that  it  ofiends  too  often  against  constitutional  religion  and 
conventional  virtue.     The  British  Matron  reads  him  expur- 
gated, and  admits  his  power;  '' but,  then,*'  she  adds,  *^his 
ideas  are  most  alarming,  and  give  me  the  shivers/*    Even  Mr. 
George  Lewes,  in  some  respects  an  admirable  critic,  reviewed 
the  "  Travailleurs  de  la  Mer,'*  on  its  first  appearance,  without 
enthusiasm,  and  chiefly  devoted  himself  to  emphasizing  its 
exaggerations.     Again,  he  has  the  misfortune  to  be,  politi- 
cally speaking,  "  red.**     He  began  by  singing  pasans  to  the 
Bourbon ;  but  advancing  step  by  step,  and  book  by  book,  he 
has  ended  by  applauding  the  Commune,  and  by  adoring  one 
king  of  men  who  is  worth  a  thousand  kings  of  peoples — Gari- 
baldi.    His  literary  career  has  been  peculiar.     Many  years 
have  elapsed  since  his  advent  as  the  leader  of  the  Theatre 
Bomantique  filled  the  aged  Goethe  with  horror,  and  led  him 
to  predict  a  poetic  Deluge.     With  De  Vigny  and  Dumas  for 
Us  lieutenants,  he  began  a  theatrical  campaign  in  the  Spanish 
feahion,  and  Romanticism  was  a  nine  days'  wonder.     Brilliant 
and  clever  as  his  dramas  are,  they  are  only  dramas  of  purely 
ephemeral  worth.    The  poet  was  to  find  his  true  tongue  in  the 
lauguago  of  his  own  time,  not  in  the  language  of  Fran9ois 
Premier  or  Charles  Quint.     But  in  "  Notre  Dame  de  Paris,*' 
a  novel  which  belongs  to  the  romantic  period,  he  began,  while 
Bbill  attitudinizing  in  hat  and  feather,  to  conjure  in  the  name 
of  Nature ;  and  there  arose,  in  answer  to  his  conjuration,  with 
the  pet  word  '^anarchy**  written  on  his  brow,  Quasimodo, 
'niis  shapeless  Earth-geist,   full  of   all    the  tenderness  and 
passion  of  the  earth,  unbeautiful,  patient,  enduring,  powerful, 
tender,  was  seen  at  war  with  all  those  evil  forces  which  were 
once  named  Religion,  and  by  his  side  there  blossomed  the 
flower  of  revolt,  Esmeralda.     The  story  is  a  lovely  one,  despite 
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its  pitiable  gloom — almost  approacliing  true  tragedy  in  some 
of  its  issaea ;  but  there  bas  passed  across  it  the  sickly  breath 
of  Balsac,  and  it  droops  into  third  or  fourth  rank  as  fiction. 

The  Spectre,  the  Earth-geist,  once  thus  invoked,  was  not 
soon  to  be  appeased.  He  who,  in  the  spirit  of  Doctor  Faustus, 
calls  up  the  secret  forces  of  the  elements,  and  compels  tb^n 
into  some  attendant  shape,  has  generally  some  diflBculty  in 
"  laying  *'  them  again ;  and  Victor  Hugo,  from  the  hour  of  his 
creation  of  Quasimodo,  has  been  at  the  mercy  of  that  type. 
Jean  Valjean,  Gilliatt,  and  the  Laughing  Monster  in  '^  rHomme 
qui  rit,'^  are  so  many  repetitions  and  amplifications  of  Quasi- 
modo, engaged  at  the  same  old  hopeless  business — fighting 
Zeus,  in  all  his  horrible  forms  and  execrable  disguises.  Nor 
is  the  poet  less  faithful  to  his  own  fragile  type  of  woman. 
Cosette,  D^ruchette,  and  Dea  are  merely  pseudonyms  for 
Esmeralda.  And  here  it  may  be  remarked,  in  passing,  that 
Victor  Hugo,  like  nearly  every  modern,  fails  miserably  as  a 
painter  of  female  character.  His  women,  when  they  are  not 
mere  animals,  with  the  passions  of  brewer  s  draymen,  are  so 
many  inanities  washed  in  water-colours.  The  secret  of  their 
failure  is  not  far  to  seek,  lying  as  it  does  in  the  over- strong 
virility  of  the  poet's  imagination*  His  masculine  conceptions 
being  types  of  exaggerated  power,  his  feminine  conceptions 
naturally  become  types  of  exaggerated  weakness.  They  are 
pretty,  they  bloom,  and  they  die.  Compared  with  the  divine 
female  creations  of  Greek  tragedy,  they  are  as  poor  as  the 
'^  beauties  of  Byron ''  engraved  in  an  old  Annual.  In  the 
ancient  theatre,  all  the  power  was  not  res  rrved  for  man,  nor 
all  the  suflFering.  Woman,  too,  was  to  become  sublime  by 
bearing  sublime  burthens ;  woman,  too,  was  to  rise  supreme 
above  the  malignity  and  cruelty  of  Zeus,  and  to  turn  to  eter- 
nal marble  in  the  glory  of  her  accomplished  and  triumpbant 
will.  A  Niobe  remains  in  stone,  a  thing  of  deathless  woman- 
hood. Electra,  Antigone,  and  Alcestis  also  remain,  certain  of 
their  immortality  as  the  stars  of  heaven ;  for  of  their  very 
womanhood  was  wrought  their  glory,  and  they  were  as  strong 
to  resist  as  Gilliatt  himself,  though,  unlike  him,  they  did  not 
become  hideous  by  aggression. 

Victor  Hugo,  then,  cannot  paint  women;  it  is  almost 
doubtful  whether  he  paints  men ;  but  for  producing  in  colossJ 
cipher  the  abstract  forms  of  masculine  forces,  he  is  without  a 
rival.     He  is  the  Frankenstein  of  the  democratic  Idea,  the 


^SCHYLUS  AND  VICTOR  HUGO.  289 

humanizer  of  the  wild  elements  of  anarchy ;  and  the  figures 
he  uses^  though  of  human  likeness^  and  full  of  appeals  to  the 
human  soul,  are  simply  superhuman  types  like  those  of  Greek 
tragedy,  elevated  like  them  in  the  cothumvs,  and  speaking  like 
them  through  the  mask.  They  move  to  and  fro  on  a  mighty 
stage,  with  a  background  of  the  mountains  and  the  sea.  They 
contend  with  monsters  and  with  phantoms.  The  ''  PiSuvre  '* 
is  as  horrible,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  as  the  three  swan- 
shaped  Phorkides,  with  only  one  eye  and  tooth  between  them 
all.  The  skeleton  of  Clubin  is  more  appalling  than  the  ghost 
of  Clytemnestra.  The  Winds  of  the  Douvres  are  as  frightful 
as  the  Eumenides.  The  evil  genius  of  *'  Les  Mis^rables," 
Th^nardier,  is  more  diabolical  than  the  '^Gorgons,  serpent- 
tressed,  hating  men.''  Again,  even  as  to  the  number  of  per- 
formers, he  never,  at  the  utmost,  exceeds  the  third  actor. 
He  himself  is  the  Choragus,  and  a  very  bad  Choragus ;  for  his 
eternal  volubility,  though  seeming  in  the  name  and  interests  of 
the  spectator,  goes  far  to  spoil  the  play.  For  example,  instead 
of  the  mighty  music  from  around  the  Thymele,  we  get  such 
reflections  as  the  following : — 

*'  Essayez  de  vous  rendre  compte  de  ce  chaos,  si  enorme  qu'il 
aboutit  an  niveau.  II  est  le  recipient  universal,  reservoir  pour  les 
f^condations,  crenset  pour  les  transformations.  II  amasse,  puis  dis- 
perse ;  il  accumule,  puis  ensemence ;  il  devore,  puis  cr^e.  H  re9oit 
tons  les  6gouts  de  la  terre,  et  il  les  th6saurise.  II  est  solide  dans  le 
fangeux,  liquide  dans  le  flot,  fluide  dans  Teffluve.  Comme  mati^re 
il  est  masse,  et  comme  force  il  est  abstraction.  II  6galise  et  marie 
les  ph^nom^nes.  II  se  simplifie  par  Tinfini  dans  la  combinaison. 
C*est  h,  force  de  melange  et  de  trouble  qn'il  arrive  a  la  transparence. 
La  diversity  soluble  se  fond  dans  son  xmit^.  II  a  tant  d'  Elements 
qu'il  est  I'identite.  TJne  de  ses  gouttes,  c'est  tout  luL  Parce  qu'il 
est  plein  de  temp^tes,  il  devient  Tequilibre  Platen  voyait  danser  les 
spheres ;  chose  Strange  &  dire,  mais  r^elle,  daus  la  colossale  Evolu- 
tion terrestre  autour  du  soleil,  roc6an,  avec  son  flux  et  reflux,  est  le 
halancier  du  globe,**  etc.,  etc. 

Protracted  over  innumerable  pages,  this  sort  of  thing  becomes 
distracting.  It  is  more  like  Euripides  than  -^schylus,  but  it 
is  far  below  even  Euripides.  It  is  worthy,  in  fact,  of — "  Monte 
Christo  /'  still  more  worthy  of  M.  Louis  Figuier,  who  popu- 
larizes science  for  the  unscientific  in  illustrated  volumes  of 
rubbish.  It  is  certainly  not  worthy  of  the  master-poet  of  this 
generation.  It  is  not  merely  worthless  in  itself,  but  it  has  a 
most  demoralizing  influence  on  inferior  artists. 
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A  few  remarks  may  naturally  be  made  here  on  the  character 
of  the  modem  novel,  and  its  relation  to  other  works  of  Art. 
There  is  no  absolute  reason,  that  we  perceive,  why  the  novel 
should  not  be  infinitely  more  perfect  than  our  greatest  novel- 
ists choose  to  make  it,  why  it  should  not  take  artistic  rank 
just  under  the  very  highest  poetry ;  and  there  is  this  much  to 
be  said  for  it  against  all  other  finer  products,  that  it  appeals 
to  all  classes  of  the  community  alike,  and  carries  broadcast 
seeds  which  our  poets  lock  up  in  the  ivory  caskets  of  mystic 
and  rhythmic  speech.  In  our  own  day  we  have  seen  some  half 
dozen  novel-poems,  of  the  finest  and  most  delightful  workman- 
ship— Canon  Bangsle/s  ^'Hypatia''  and  ^^  Westward  Ho,'^ 
Reade*s  first  version  of  the  ^^  Cloister  and  the  Hearth/'  Haw- 
thorne's ''  Scarlet  Letter,^'  Thackeray's  ''  Esmond,*'  and 
Dickens'  "  Copperfield.''  None  of  these  excellent  works, 
however,  are  so  distinctly  and  emphatically  poetic  as  the  novels 
of  Victor  Hugo.  Most  perfect  and  finished  as  works  of  Art 
are  the  novels  of  the  late  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  most  finished 
of  all  ^'  The  Scarlet  Letter,"  an  efiusion  of  terrible  and  stupefy- 
ing gloom,  but  wonderfully  finely  wrought.  If  Victor  Hugo 
had  been  fettered  by  an  art  as  rigid  as  that  of  Hawthorne, 
and  had  restricted  the  size  of  his  canvas  accordingly,  he  would 
have  escaped  all  those  mad  splashes  of  the  brush  which  dis- 
figure his  best  pair  ting.  Confined  to  the  compass  of  the 
"  Scarlet  Letter,''  '^Les  Travailleurs  de  la  Mer"  would  have 
been  of  double  its  present  value.  We  want  all  its  gold,  but 
not  any  particle  of  its  dross.  "  Les  Mis^rables,"  too,  might 
be  curtailed  one-half  with  tremendous  advantage.  As  for 
'^  L'Homme  qui  Kit,"  we  are  not  so  sure  that  it  might  not 
have  been  curtailed  altogether,  for  one-third  of  it  is  hideous, 
another  third  of  it  is  nasty,  and  the  remaining  third  is  only  a 
repetition  of  what  its  author  has  said  better  elsewhere.  Eacb 
of  these  works,  despite  its  prose  form,  is  a  poem — a  work  which 
could  have  been  expressed  as  well,  or  better,  in  verse.  Why 
then  did  Victor  Hugo,  whose  command  of  metrical  effects  is  so 
consummate,  abandon  them  in  composing  his  greatest  works? 
Because,  the  truth  must  be  admitted,  he  perceived  that  the  Novel, 
with  all  its  limitations, bears  the  same  relation  to  this  generation 
that  the  Tragic  Drama  did  to  the  generation  of  ^schylus,  in  so 
far  as  it  is  the  resource  and  study  of  the  entire  reading  world. 
During  the  annual  period  of  the  dramatic  performances,  it  was 
the  simple  duty  of  every  Athenian  citizen  to  attend  and  behold 
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them ;  they  were  produced  for  the  delight  and  edification  of 
the  Many,  not  for  the  aesthetic  gratification  of  the  Few ;  and 
although  their  poetic  claims  were  privately  adjudicated   by 
delicate  critics,  their  general  appeal  was  to  the  public.     It 
would  be  going  too  far  to  compare  the  productions  of  what  was 
essentially  a  religious  festival  with  modem  productions  created 
only  for  the  pleasure  of  the  hour;  but  the  Novel  bears  at  least  this 
resemblance  to  Greek  tragedy — ^it  gratifies,  when  successfully 
written,  an  enormous  assemblage  of  people.     Its  literary  form 
may  be  loose,  its  influence  ephemeral,  its  appeals  undignified  ; 
but  surely  these  are  results  which  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
question — whether  or  not  a  prose  story  may  not  be  as  perfect 
in  its  way  as  a  Greek  tragedy?— or  at  any  rate,  to  reduce 
the  question  to  a  closer  issue,  infinitely  more  perfect  than 
any  novelist,   vrith   the   exception   perhaps,   of   Hawthorne, 
chooses  to  make  it  ?    We  know  scarcely  any  modem  fiction 
in  three  volumes,  for  example,  which  would  not  have  been 
infinitely  better  if  restricted  to  one  volume ; — always  except- 
ing, of  course,  those  collections  of  humorous  sketches  which 
constitute  a  story  by  Thackeray  or  Dickens,  and  in  which  an 
infinity  of  diverting  characters  are  introduced  almost  at  hap- 
hazard, with  no  very  special  adherence  to  a  serious  chain  of 
interest.     Examine,  for  example,  that  very  elaborate  work  of 
art,  George  Eliot's  "Romola."      No  contemporary  work  is 
better  conceived,  with  more  admirable  characters  and  a  more 
tragic  plot ;  yet,  has  any  student  ever  read  it  through  with 
anything  but  weariness,  due  to  the  masses  of  unemotional 
verbiage  by  which  the  ideas  are  wrapt,  disguised,  and  over- 
clouded.    This,  however,  is  an  example  of  a  novel  without 
Bpontaneity,  rather  than  of  inordinate  length,  and  it  is  doubt- 
ful if  any  mere    compression    could    make  "Romola''   the 
tragedy  it  ought  to  have  been.     Turn  to  a  work  of  far  humbler 
pretensions,  but  of  infinitely  higher  successes — the  ''Vicar  of 
Wakefield/'     Here  is  a  poem,  simple,  spontaneous,  hearty, 
beautiful,  and  brief.     This,  however,  is  a  mere  genre  picture ; 
and  for  any  parallel  in  fiction  to  the  mighty  creations  of  the 
Attic  stage,  we  must  return  to    Victor  Hugo.     Hugo  has 
attempted,  with  more  or  less  success,   as    we    have    been 
endeavouring  to  show,  to  use  the  novel,  as  -^schlylus  used 
the  drama,  as  a  vehicle  for  the  highest  poetry  of  which  the 
age  is  capable.     The  splendour  of  his  achievements  has  justi- 
fied a  perilous  experiment,  and  the  question  is  no  longer  one 
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of  mere  Art,  in  which  his  inferiority  and  that  of  t^e  novel  is 
seen  and  admitted,  but  of  intellectual  grasp  and  moral  teach- 
ing, concerning  which  there  will  doubtless  be  an  infinity  of 
diverging  opinions. 

One  characteristic  must  strike  at  once  the  most  super- 
ficial reader  of  his  novels — their  unutterable  despair.    This 
also  is  the  characteristic  of  the  stories  of  George  Eliot,  but 
while  her  despair  is  unpleasantly  suggestive  of  the  Feuerbach 
she  translated  in  her  literary  youth,  that  of  Hugo  is  the  despair 
of  a  Poet.     His  colossal  masculine  types,  while  they  triumph 
invariably  more  or  less  over  the  triple  anarchy  of  Religion, 
Society,  and  Nature,  double  up  like  houses  of  cards  before 
the    anarchy  of   their    own    sentiments— or,   as  the   writer 
expresses  it,  "  of  the  human  heart.''     The  ocean  closes  over 
Gilliatt  because  he  cannot  with  courage  endure  the  contempla- 
lation  of  a  rival's  happiness,  not  because  the  nobler  part  of  his 
life  has  been  a  failure.     Jean  Valjean  dies  broken-hearted, 
not  because  he  has  failed  to  redeem  himself  utterly  from  the 
shadow  of  crime  and  degraded  instinct  under  which  he  was 
bom,  but  because  he  misses  the  individual  filial  love  which  his 
own  conscience  assures  him  is  not  worth  the  winning.     For 
Quasimodo  there  is  justification — he  is  utterly  and  cruelly 
crushed  down  at  all  points — but  for  these  others  there  is  none 
whatever ;  they  fail,  despite  thoir  inexorable  will,  for  want  of 
a  higher   and   solemner  purpose  than   could   ever   be  con- 
secrated by  the  lips  of  a  woman  or  the  embraces  of  a  child. 
They  stalk  on  the  stage  like  Titans — they  creep  off  the  stage 
like  Liliputians.     They  win  our  pity  in  the  end,  but  not  the 
right  sort  of  pity.    We  expect  the  sacrament  of  true  tragedy, 
and  it  is  not  given.      That  one  word,    "Anarchy,"    which 
repelled  us  at  the  beginning,  is  whispered  again  to  us  at  the 
end. 

It  is  a  solemn  thing  to  discuss  a  Poet's  religious  belief;  a 
solemn,  and  often  a  useless,  thing.  Here,  however,  the  ques- 
tion being  forced  upon  us,  let  us  ask,  in  all  humility  before  the 
mind  of  a  Master,  whether  the  gloominess  of  his  religious 
faith  does  not  leave  him,  so  to  speak,  in  intellectual  and 
moral  darkness?  It  would  be  difficult  to  state  definitely 
what  Victor  Hugo  believes,  nor  would  what  he  believed  matter 
— ^if  the  nature  of  his  belief  were  a  little  brighter.  In  no  man's 
pages  does  the  name  of  "  God  "  appear  so  often,  and  he  uses 
it  in  the  same  way  as  -^schylus  to  express  two  ideas,  one  very 
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execrable,  the  other  very  divine;  but  whether  he  regards  this 
God  as  the  Personal  One  of  theologians,  or  the  pantheistic 
Spirit  of  Spinoza,  or  the  mysterious  Unknowable  of  the  doc- 
trine of  Evolution,  one  thing  is  certain — ^he  approaches  Him 
too  much  in  a  mood  of  despairing  gloom.     Nor  is  it  Divinity 
alones  that  he  approaches  in  this  ntianner.     Nature  herself,  he 
regards,  or  seems  to  regard,  as  something  horrible,   alien, 
treacherous,  and  forbidding.     There  is  no  love  in  his  fear,  as 
there  was  in  Shelley's ;  for  it  is  not  her  awful  loveliness  that 
dazzles  him,  it  is  not  her  mystic  voice  that  awes  him,  it  is  not 
her  divine  touch  that  thrills  him.     No  poet  of  equal  rank  was 
ever  so  obtuse  to.  her  mere  beauty.     The  peace  of  Words- 
worth, the  passion  of  Keats,  the  tender  pang  of  Shelley,  are 
far  from  his  bosom.     He  folds  his  arms  upon  his  bosom,  and 
without   quailing,  gazes  upon — an  Abyss   (L'Abime).      The 
Abyss  fascinates  him  till  he  becomes  light-headed,  and  raves 
about  it  till  its  name  becomes  a  catchword.     He  sees  Monsters, 
Portents,  Shadows,  Terrors,  Horrors  inconceivable — all  entities 
like  Gorgon,  all  abstractions  like  the  Chimera.     He  thinks, 
because  he  is  gloomy,  there  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale. 
He  knows  the  names  of  all  the  Winds,  but  he  is  indifferent  to 
all  the  flowers.    He  walks  abroad  only  in  the  twilight,  when 
bats  fly  and  owls  cry.     His  creations  are  hideous  as  the  forces 
with  which  they  fight.     Quasimodo,  Jean  Valjean,  the  name*' 
less  one  who  Grins,  are  alike  hideous.     "  Quand  Dieu  vent,'' 
he  observes,  '^  il  excelle  dans  Pex^crable.'^     Victor  Hugo  him- 
self, however,  and  not  God,  is  responsible  for  the  ^^  Pieuvre !  '* 
When  Victor  Hugo  wills,  he  excells  in  the  execrable,  and  un- 
fortunately, he  wills  very  often.     His  pictures  are  deficient  in 
the  all-purifying  daylight.      He  gives  us   sun,  moon,  stains, 
earth,  clouds,  man,  woman,  bird  and  beast — all  in  colossal 
nlhouette. 

It  is  hardly  conceivable,  then,  that  gloom  so  monotonous 
can  co-exist  with  a  bright  and  happy  faith.  The  gloom  of 
-ffischylus  is  different ;  it  is  solemn  more  than  terrifying.  One 
does  not  shiver  in  it,  in  fear  of  cold,  unseen  phantoms  that 
'^uplift  the  hair.''  Through  it,  star-like  presences  shine  at 
intervals,  and  the  presence  of  Zeus  is  ever  felt.  Above  all,  the 
final  word  is  one  of  blessing,  and  the  spectator  is  dismissed  as 
with  a  divine  benediction  of  hands.  With  Victor  Hugo,  this 
benediction  is  missed ;  nay,  our  own  faith  is  shaken  by  what 
we  have  seen  and  heard;   for  if  the  last  word  of  mighty 
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natures  is  to  be  despair  and  saiddoj  what  are  we  to  hope  whose 
natures  are  not  mighty  ?  This  persistent  dwelling  in  gloom 
has  other  results.  It  makes  the  poet  wild,  uncertain,  and 
unsteady.  It  confuses  his  vision,  so  that  he  is  apt  to  mistake 
very  harmless  human  faces  for  awful  portents,  and  to  be 
startled  by  events  which,  to  the  world  in  general,  might  seem 
cheerful.  He  loses  clearness  of  judgment,  and  falls  into  super- 
stition. There  is  a  character  in  one  of  Mr.  Readers  novds, 
Jael  Deuce,  who  sees  omens  in  everything,  down  to  pins  and 
needles.  Victor  Hugo  is  a  literary  Jael.  Fortified  with  all 
the  culture  of  the  nineteenth  century,  deep  in  all  its  science, 
and  strong  in  all  its  poetry,  he  cannot  move  about  the  eartli  in 
peace,  or  take  his  place  among  the  creatures  of  gladness,  even 
for  a  single  moment.  Very  characteristic,  for  example,  is  his 
way  of  looking  at  the  ocean.  He  has  no  joy  in  it,  no  mighty 
exultation  such  as  Byron  felt  when  he  sang — 

*  "  Time  writes  no  wrinkle  on  thine  azure  brow, 

Such  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  rollest  now. 

''  Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Almighty's  form 

Glasses  itself  in  tempests :  in  all  time, 
Calm  or  convulsed — in  breeze,  or  gale,  or  storm, 

Icing  the  pole,  or  in  t^e  torrid  clime 
Dark-heaving ;  boundless,  endless,  and  sublime — 

The  image  of  eternity,  the  throne 
Of  the  Invisible ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 

The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  zone 

Obeys  thee ;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomless,  alone. 

*'  And  I  have  loved  thee.  Ocean  !  and  my  joy 
Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 

Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward  :  from  a  boy 
I  wantoned  with  thy  breakers  ;  they  to  me   ' 

Were  a  delight ;  and  if  the  freshening  sea 
Made  them  a  terror,  'twas  a  pleasing  fear, 

For  I  was,  as  it  were,  a  child  of  thee. 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near. 
And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane,  as  I  do  here." 

He  knows  not  its  loveliness,  he  comprehends  not  its  serenity; 
as  Shelley  did,  as  all  beauty-loving  poets  have  done.  He 
thinks  of  the  monsters  in  its  depths,  not  of  the  '^fairily- 
wrought "  shells  upon  its  shore.  He  regards  it  as  an  enemy, 
not  as  a  mighty  friend.    For  these  and  for  many  reasons,  he 
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does  not  understand  the  sea;  indeed^  it  is  doubtful  if  any 
Frenchman  ever  will.  As  it  is  with  the  great  waters,  so  it  is 
with  all  the  rest — to  him.  He  could  have  conceived  Prome- 
theus, perhaps,  but  not  the  Okeanides,  with  the  bright  sea- 
light  shining  on  their  wings,  the  love  and  freedom,  and 
avqpi0fjbov  yiXcuTfia  of  the  waves  sparkling  in  their  eyes.  He 
is  the  Rembrandt,  not  the  Oorreggio,  of  novelists.  In  stature 
and  strength  he  is  an  ancient  Greek,  but  the  Greek  "joy ''  is 
an  unknown  gleam  to  him. 

So,  when  we  seek  the  last  word  of  that  divine  trilogy  which 
^chylus  wrote  twenty-three  hundred  years  ago,  we  have  to 
turn,  not  to  him  who  is  most  like  -^schylus  in  shadowy  power 
and  colossal  imagery,  but  to  our  own  English  poet  of  the  dreamy 
eyes  and  the  silvern-ringing  voice.     The  missing  '^  Prometheus 
Anomenos  '^  is  not  wholly  lost  to  us,  so  long  as  we  can  hear 
the  wonderful  voice  of  Shelley  singing  aloud  his  solemn  and 
impassioned  sequel.      The   "  Prometheus  Unbound  '^  is,   of 
course,  a  production  far  too  thin  and  emotional  in  character  to 
be  classed  quite  in  the  same   rank  as  the  marble  work   of 
-^schylus ;  but  it  is  a  poem  of  surpassing  modem  beauties, 
and  its  choric  portions  form  a  fit  pesan  of  triumph  and  victory 
for  the  ^schylean  Titan.     Its  early  passages  are  merely  a  free 
paraphrase  of  the  "  Prometheus  Bound,*'  and  the  appeal  to- 
"  earth,  heaven,'^  and  "  all-beholding  sun,''  is  the  immortal 

''  &  S«)9  aWrfp 

irafifjLrJTop  re  yrj, 
/chi  Tov  TravoTrrrjv  kvkKov  rjKlov  KaK& !  " 

done  into  wonderful  blank  verse ;  just  as  the  line, 

"  Sv<r)(€i/j^p6p  ye  TriXaryo^  aTqpa/i  Sv7}<;/^ 

is  the  original  of  Hamlet's  ^'  sea  of  troubles,"  and  "  iyypd(f>cv 
<^  livrifjLoauf  hikroi^  ippev&v'^  contains  Hamlet's  "tablets  of 
my  memory."  Much  that  follows  is  too  transparently  propa- 
gandist to  be  quite  pleasing,  and  in  the  scene  of  the  Furies 
there  is  too  much  of  Lord  Byron;  but  the  conception  of 
Demogorgon,  and  the  scene  in  Demogorgon's  cave,  and  the 
characters  of  Asia  and  Panthea,  are  magnificent  beyond  com- 
parison. It  is  with  the  ethic  flavour  of  the  poem,  however, 
that  we  have  at  present  to  deal  en  passant,  and  this  is  chiefly 
revealed  in  the  noble  melodies  of  the  fourth  and  last  act. 
Here,  in  her  exultation  at  the  freedom  of  Prometheus,  the 
Earth  prophesies  the  triumph  and  regeneration  of  man — 

20 
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*'  Man,  one  barmonions  soul  of  many  a  soul, 

Whose  nature  is  its  own  divine  control. 
Where  all  things  flow  to  all,  as  rivers  to  the  sea ; 

Familiar  acts  are  beautiful  through  love ; 

Labour,  and  pain,  ^d  grie^  in  life's  green  grove, 
Sports  like  tame  beasts,  none  knew  how  gentle  they  could  be. 

**  His  will,  with  all  mean  passions,  bad  delights, 
And  selfish  cares,  its  trembling  satellites, 

A  spirit  ill  to  guide,  but  mighty  to  obey. 

Is  as  a  tern  pest- winged  ship,  whose  helm 

Love  rules,  through  waves  which  dare  not  overwhelm, 

Forcing  life's  wildest  shores  to  own  its  sovereign  sway. 

''  All  things  confess  his  strength.     Through  the  cold  mass 
Of  marble  and  of  colour  his  dreams  pass ; 
3right  threads  whence  mothers  weave  the  robes  their  children 
wear. 
Language  is  a  perpetual  orphic  song. 
Which  rules  with  Daedal  harmony  a  throng 
Of  thoughts  and  forms,  which  else  senseless  and  shapeless  were. 

'*  The  lightning  is  his  slave ;  heaven's  utmost  deep 
GKves  up  her  stars,  and,  like  a  flock  of  sheep. 

They  pass  before  his  eyes,  are  number'd,  and  roll  on  ! 
The  tempest  is  his  steed,  he  strides  the  air ; 
And  the  abyss  shouts  from  her  depths  laid  bare, 

*  Heaven,  hast  thou  secrets  P    Man  unveils  me ;  I  have  none.' " 

Prometheus^  then,  has  not  wrought  in  vain;  his  sufferings 
liave  not  been  without  their  reward.  The  creature  of  his  sub- 
lime and  never-ceasing  love.  Humanity,  has  become  strong, 
beautiful,  and  free,  and  the  "  shadow  of  white  death  ^'  has 
passed  from  the  path  of  liberated  Nature. 

In  this  extraordinary  lyric  poem  of  Shelley  there  is  a 
variegated  light  and  sweetness,  a  continual  flow  of  lovely  and 
soul-soothing  images,  which  redeem  a  certain  indefiniteness  and 
iollowness  of  meaning.  We  are  comforted  by  sheer  excess  of 
light.  Our  path  is  rainbowed  with  a  thousand  flowers,  our  hea- 
vens are  throbbing  with  innumerable  stars.  A  pulse  of  happi- 
ness throbs  through  Nature,  and  we  feel  it.  Now  it  is  this 
abundant  joy  that  we  miss  in  Victor  Hugo.  He  altogether  lacks 
Shelley's  divine  faith — a  faith  born  of  sheer  exultation  in  the 
Beautiful.  While  Victor  Hugo  is  ever  brooding  on  the 
shadowy  side  of  Nature,  Shelley  is  ever  singing  on  the  ethereal 
side.   He  has  none  of  the  strong  earthly  joy  of  Shakespeare,  of 
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the  deep  solemn  enjoyment  of  Wordsworth.  He  soars,  like  his 
own  skylark,  through  the  hearfc  of  a  shower ;  and  such  '^  har- 
monious madness  "  flows  from  his  lips,  that  the  world  is  con- 
strained to  listen.  His  "  Prometheus/'  therefore,  is,  as  it  were, 
the  choric  portion  of  the  last  act  of  the  -^schylean  trilogy ; 
to  construct  the  play  completely,  as  -^schylus  would  have 
done,  is  naturally  beyond  him.  If  we  could  conceive  the 
faculties  of  Victor  Hugo  and  Shelley  blent  together — Hugo 
creating  the  mighty  forms  and  images  of  the  drama,  while 
Shelley  supplied  the  music — -we  might  imagine  what  the  lost 
''  Prometheus  '*  was,  or  ought  to  have  been. 

We  cannot  dismiss  the  Promethean  myth  without  briefly 
chronicling  its  influence  on  the  mind  of  another  English  poet, 
the  scholastic  Milton.  In  the  "  Paradise  Lost,''  of  this  author, 
we  have  an  extraordinary  version  of  the  same  story,  Prome- 
theus appearing  under  the  character  of  ''Satan,"  and  Zeus 
under  the  name  of  the  Lord  God  of  the  Hebrews.  The 
parallel  holds  in  minute  particulars.  The  story  of  the  angelic 
war,  in  which  many  of  the  archangels  side  with  God,  and 
many  others  revolt  with  Satan,  is  identical  with  the  story  of  the 
rebellious  Titans.  But  Satan,  with  all  his  power  of  diatribe,  is 
a  degraded  Prometheus.  His  malignity  is  that  of  a  petulant 
schoolboy,  and  his  hatred  of  humanity  is  irrational  and  unin- 
teresting. 

**  Farewell,  remorse :  all  good  to  me  is  lost : 
Evil,  be  thou  my  good ;  by  thee  at  least 
Divided  empire  with  Heaven's  King  I  hold, 
By  thee,  and  more  than  half  perhaps  will  reign  ; 
As  man  ere  long  and  this  new  world  shall  know." 

This  devil  is  so  morally  foolish  in  his  didactic  wickedness, 
that  we  have  little  or  no  interest  in  him.  But  the  idea  of  a 
titanic  Human  Spirit,  loving  humanity  at  large,  leading  them 
from  darkness  into  the  sun,  instructing  them  in  purifying  arts, 
teaching  them  all  knowledge  from  pharmacy  up  to  augury, 
this  is  a  sublime  idea,  and  therefore  it  is  imperishable. 
Founded  also  on  eternal  truth  is  the  idea  of  a  Supreme  Evil 
with  whom  this  Being  is  at  war — the  personification  of  terrible 
and  cruel  Power,  administering  and  dominating,  to  damnable 
issues,  the  elemental  anarchy  of  which  he  is  the  awful  fruit. 
-  This  Supreme  Evil,  however,  is  to  fall ;  above  him  and  beyond 
I  him  "  darkening  his  fall  with  victory,"  is  that  other  Supreme 
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Oood,  the  divine  incomprehensible  ''  God  "  of  all  divine  poets, 
from  -^schylus  to  Shelley.     Nothing  is  more  wonderful  in 
-^schylus  than  his  foreshadowing    of   problems  which  have 
been  the  delight  of  modem  science.      Primaeval   man  lives 
again  in  such  lines  as  this : — 

"  Through  all  their  days>  like  phantoms  seen  in  dreams, 
All  things  they  mixed  at  random,  knowing  not 
Dwellings  of  stone  that  catch  the  sammer  son, 
Nor  yet  the  nsefal  work  of  carpentry ; 
Bat  deep  they  dwelt,  like  swarms  of  gnats,  within 
Dark  sunless  caverns,  with  no  sign  to  show 
Frost-laden  winter,  flower- bearing  spring, 
Or  summer  with  her  fruits,"  etc.,  etc. 

Snch  a  race  as  -^schylas  pictured  needed  the  Prometheus 
who  surely  came.  For  the  Spirit  of  Man  is  ever  far  advance 
of  humanity  at  large^  and  might  thus  be  justly  typified  in  a 
titanic  ''  Forethought."  Modems  hungry  for  meanings  may 
also  discover  in  the  figure  of  lo,  a  type  of  oppressed  Woman- 
hood, tortured,  polluted,  outcast,  and  utterly  at  the  mercy  of 
the  Supreme  Evil  in  its  earliest  and  most  hateful  form  of 
unbridled  passion.  The  Voice  that  comes  "  thronging  "  into 
lo's  "  virgin  chambers,"- 

^9  7rap0€V&va9  rov^  €//-ou9  Trapryyopovv, — 

was  the  despair  and  misery  of  Woman  since  the  beginning; 
and  not  until  Zeus  fell,  and  the  era  of  pure  knowledge  began, 
could  the  vestal  creature  walk  abroad  upon  the  earth  in 
peace. 

We  have  thus  endeavoured  to  sketch,  briefly  yet  discur- 
sively, the  connection  of  the  great  Greek  tragic  poet  with 
modem  writers,  but  especially  with  Victor  Hugo.  The  poetry 
of  the  world  constitutes  one  great  and,  as  yet,  uncompleted 
poem,  the  final  utterance  of  which  shall  not  be  heard  until 
humanity  has  reached  the  final  point  of  divine  knowledge  and 
consummate  literary  expression ;  and  the  rank  and  worth  of 
every  poet  is  to  be  determined,  earlier  or  later,  by  his  relation 
to  the  cosmic  music  of  which  his  song  is  to  form  a  part.  If 
these  facts  be  admitted,  as  they  must  unquestioningly  be  by 
every  student  of  literature,  it  follows  that  the  criterion  of  poetry 
is  its  religious  truth— its  agreement  or  discord,  in  other  words, 
with  the  sum  of  knowledge  which  humanity  has  been  dili- 
gently accumulating  from   time   immemonV'  •  "'*''  'criticised 
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ander  such  conditions^    many  singers    fall  into  comparative 
insignificance  whom  we  have  been  accustomisd  to  regard  as 
irreproachable  bards.     Thus,  Milton  falls  into  second  or  third 
rank,  while  -^schylus  rises  to  the  very  first.     Dante  stands 
firm,  filling  the  darkest  and   saddest   chapter  of  the  book ; 
while  Virgil  survives  chiefly  in  the  illumination  of  Dante's 
page.     Goethe  is  sure  of  his  consecration ;  but  perhaps  he  will 
be  deemed,  when  the  final  classification  comes,  less  beloved  and 
bright  than  our  own  Shelley,  less  colossal  than  this  other  des- 
cendant of  the  demigods,  Victor  Hugo.     One  can  hardly  con- 
ceive an  epoch,  however  far  advanced  in  time,  when  the  *'  Pro- 
metheus "  of  -^schylus,  the  '^  Inferno  '^  of  Dante,  the  "  Pro- 
metheus Bound ''  of  Shelley,  and  '^  Les  Mis6rables  '^  of  Victor 
Hugo  (as  divinely  real  a  poem  this  as  any  of  the  rest),  will 
become  as  tedious  from  all  but  a  purely  literary  point  of  view 
as  the  ''  -^neid ''  of  Virgil  became  with  the  first  breath  of 
the  Renaissance,  and  as  the  '^  Paradise  Lost ''  of  Milton  has 
become  in  the  last  light  of  modern  thought.     That  mere  style, 
however  wonderful,  will  not  save  a  poem,  is  proved  by  these 
examples.      Style    is  all-important,    but    it    will    not   avail 
alone.      The  criterion  of   a    poem    is    its   eternal   truth  to 
history    or  human  nature.      A   work  hopelessly   fettered   to 
an  effete  superstition,  or  to  a  weary  and  uninteresting  tra- 
dition, cannot,  however  exquisitely  wrought  in  the  details, 
be  classed  with  first-rate  literature.     To  bring  the  question 
to  an  issue,   if  the  gbom   of  Victor  Hugo  were  less  com- 
plete,  if  his  moral  teaching  were  less  persistently  suicidal, 
his  certainty  of  immortality  would  be  greater  than  it  is.     He 
fails  to  represent  his  generation  in  so  far  as  he  fails  to  image 
forth  its  happiness  and  its  hope,  together  with   those   ideal 
aspirations  which  constitute  in  all  generations  what  is  termed 
*'  religion  ;  '^  and  in  this  respect  he  is  far  inferior,  for  example,  to 
Shelley.     The  charge  of  atheism  has  been  brought  against  both 
these  poets,  and  with  equal  justice  and  consistency.     But  the 
atheist  is  he  who  disbelieves  in  light  altogether,  utterly  repu- 
diates that  mystic  Zeus  of  whom  -^schylus  sang,  and  believes 
that    human  nature  is  going  headlong  to  ruin  and  despair. 
The  atheist  is  he  who  cries  with  Schopenhauer  that  life  is 
'^  a  cheat,  and  a  uselessly  interrupting  episode  in  the  blissful 
repose  of  nothing.^^     The  atheist  is  he  who  grimly  aflSrms  with 
Feuerbach  that  ^'  Der  Mann  ist  was  er  isst."     An  atheistical 
foet  is  an  anomaly,  an  impossibility ;  and  Shelley,  so  far  from 
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beiDg  an  atheist,  is,  of  all  modem  poets,  with  the  exception  of 
Wordsworth,  the  most  religious — so  constantly  in  a  white  heat 
of  divine  ecstasy  and  worship,  that  his  music  becomes  almost 
monotonous.  Victor  Hugo,  on  the  other  hand,  is  atheistic 
just  in  so  far  as  he  fails  to  perceive  the  triumph  of  human 
nature  over  all  the  conditions  which  mar  it,  and  drag  it  down. 
He  himself,  in  one  of  the  finest  poems  of  "  L^annfee  Terrible,^' 
has  expressly  vindicated  himself  against  the  charge  of  atheism 
brought  against  him  by  {mirahile  dictu  /)  a  French  Bishop ! 
No  charge  is  easier  to  bring,  or  harder  to  bear.  As  I  write,  I 
see  it,  in  several  journals,  brought  against  a  young  poet  of  the 
day,  Mr.  Algernon  Swinburne.  The  present  writer  cannot 
certainly  be  accused  of  sympathizing  unduly  with  the  school 
Mr.  Swinburne  represents,  but  he  takes  this  opportunity  of 
saying  that  Mr.  Swinburne  is  an  atheist  in  the  sense  that 
Shelley  was  one,  and  in  no  other.  The  wealth  of  his  vocabu- 
lary of  abuse  should  not  mislead  us.  He  utters  the  truth 
as  he  feels  and  sees  it;  he  utters  it,  as  a  rule,  far  too 
madly ;  but  the  very  fury  of  his  invective  is  a  proof  that 
he  is  in  earnest.  He  fights  his  adversaries  with  a  flail, 
and  the  weapon  too  often  rebounds,  as  such  weapons  will  in 
unpractised  hands,  upon  his  own  head.  But  for  all  that,  he 
is  one  of  the  army  of  God,  and  we  forgive  him  all  his  out- 
rageousness  when  he  speaks,  as  he  occasionally  can  and  will, 
the  lovely  ^language  of  Sion.  There  are  far  too  many  real 
atheists  in  the  world — men  who  hate  truth,  and  have  no  &ith 
in  beauty.  Lot  us  not  class  among  them  any  one  authentic 
poet,  however  much  his  non-poetical  utterances  may  offend  our 
prejudices,  and  even  shock  our  reason. 

And  finally,  turning  back  to  Victor  Hugo,  let  us  remember, 
what  perhaps  we  have  been  rather  forgetting,  the  uttemess  of 
his  love  and  charity  for  all  the  created  world,  and  especially 
for  humanity.  There  are  words  in  his  pages,  syllables  of 
divine  tenderness,  sweet  enough  to  wake  a  soul  under  the  very 
ribs  of  Death;  inexpressibly  sad  perhaps,  but  most  fond  and 
pitiful.  Read  the  story  of  "  Fautine,''  an  episode  repeated  a 
thousandfold  in  every  city  and  in  every  street ;  read  that  nar- 
rative of  miserable  sin  and  divine  maternal  tenderness,  and 
feel  the  blinding  tears  stream  down  your  cheeks  in  sympathy 
and  love.  '^  The  pity  of  it,  the  pity  of  it,  lago  !  "  Turn  again 
to  the  history  of  the  good  Bishop  Myriel,  remembering  as  you 
*=*ad  that  there  were  some  diabolical  enough  to  call  even  him 
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— ''  atheist ! "      Was    ever    a    picture    more  benignly  eoul- 
assuring  ?    ^What  *'  anarchy  ^'  could  long  resist  the  seraphic 
sweetness  of  the  good  Bishop's  smile  ?    Victor  Hugo's  faith  is 
firm — ^in  goodness,  in  human  love,  in  democracy.     Dark  as 
many  of  his  premonitions  have  been,  he  believes  in  the  world's 
regeneration.     His  canvas  may  be  too  full  of  Pieuvres,  horrors, 
and  chimeras  dire ;  of  evil  monsters,  and  of  evil  men ;  of  cruel 
elements  incarnated  in  titanic  forms ;  but  over  and  beyond 
these,  he  paints  the  sunrise — dim,  cold,  far-oflf,  cheerless  as 
yet,  but  slowly  creeping  up  from  the  eternal  gates  of  morning. 
His  defects  are  those  of  his  country  and  of  his  race — too  much 
faith  and  too  little ;  too  much  faith  in  human  strength  and 
pride,  too  little  faith  in  the  Eternal  Calm.     Only  the  other  day 
he   seemed  caught  in  the  whirlwind  of  a  national  passion, 
mingling  with  those  who  still  would  conjure  up  the  insatiable 
devil  of  Battle ;  this  was  only  for  a  moment ;  and  soon  his 
voice  was  heard  above  the  storm,  preaching  charity  and  peace. 
It  would  be  pitiable  if  Victor  Hugo  were  only  a  Frenchman ; 
it  would  be  horrible  if  the  sentiment  of  nationality  had  eclipsed 
that  sentiment  of  cosmopolitanism,  which  sooner  or  later  will 
slay  the  War  Monster  for  ever.     Out  of  all  the  mist  of  con- 
temporary wrath  and  passion,  out  of  the  very  darkness  of  his 
own  creed,  the  great  poet  emerges,  beautiful  and  wise.    No 
nobler  figure  is  to  be  seen  among  living  men.     His  greatness 
is  without  question,  his  immortality  is  sure.     When  he  passes 
to  the  Immortals,  his  place  will  be  close  to  w^Bschylus, — but  ac 
his  feet. 

Note. — Since  the  preceding  article  was  written,  Mr.  G.  A. 
Symonds  has  published,  in  the  Oomhill  Magazine^  an  article  in 
which  he  argues  that  the  lost  ''  Promefcheus,"  if  restored  to  us, 
would  show  the  poet's  vindication  of  Zeas  himself  as  Divihe 
Wisdom.  Everything  that  comes  from  the  powerful  pen  of  the 
author  of  the  "Renaissance/*  must  bear  literary  weight,  but  in 
the  present  instance  we  fancy  the  arguments  overstrained.  It  is 
almost  impossible  to  regard  the  threats  and  taunts  of  Prome- 
theus as  merely  dramatic  utterances,  with  which  the  poet  has  little 
or  no  sympathy,  and  if  Mr.  Symonds  is  right,  what  shall  we  say 
of  Prometheus'  prophecy  of  the  Divine  downfall,  which  is  assuredly 
to  come  ?  B.  B. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

JSAN  MARIS. 

It  was  a  very  stormy  afternoon.  Althoagh  one  of  the  last 
days  of  Aprils  it  seemed  as  if  tlie  equinoctial  gales  were  in  full 
fury,  and  that  if  the  storm  of  careering,  whirling  wind  lasted 
much  longer,  the  curious  old  chimneys  of  the  farmhouse  of 
Braspart  would  be  carried  either  into  the  wood  below,  or 
into  the  granite-strewn  valley  in  front,  where  they  would 
certainly  dash  themselves  in  pieces  on  the  round  grey  time- 
honoured  stones  of  Huelgoat. 

A  tall,  broad-shouldered  man  was  making  his  way  to  the 
farmhouse  across  the  bit  of  half- waste,  half-potato  plot  in  front. 
Between  this  and  the  house  itself  was  a  yaf  d  covered  with 
loose  straw,  just  now  blowing  in  all  directions,  where  mud 
and  long-legged,  lean  white  pigs  did  not  serve  to  keep  it  in 
place.  The  house  was  larger  than  many  Breton  dwellings, 
as  there  was  a  story  above  the  great  ground-floor  room  that 
served  for  sleeping,  eating,  and  living  in ;  but,  like  the  rest  of 
Huelgoat,  it  was  built  of  granite,  and  had  small  and  few 
windows,  and  a  thatched  roof,  grey  with  weather  stains.  The 
tall  man  had  to  stoop  to  pass  under  the  arched  doorway,  and  he 
put  his  hand  up  to  keep  his  broad-leaved,  low-crowned  black 
hat  on  his  head,  as  he  stepped  into  the  passage  which  divided 
the  chief  sitting-room  from  a  smaller  one  at  the  side  of  the  house. 

''  One  might  as  well  be  at  sea/'  He  gave  a  frank,  hearty 
laugh.  "  Wake  up  there,  Jean  Marie.  I  tell  thee  the  old 
chimneys  are  shaking  in  the  wind.     Rouse  up,  brother.^' 

He  walked  noisily  across  the  uneven  earthen  floor,  his  sabots 
jarring  against  the  stones  set  every  here  and  there,  to  a  long 
bench  in  front  of  the  open  fireplace,  and  put  his  hand  on 
Jean  Marie's  shoulder. 
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The  man  had  been  sitting  crouched  in  a  heap  before  the 
blazing  logs^  bnt  he  rose  at  his  brother's  toach^  and  smiled  up 
at  him,  ''  Is  it  thou,  Christophe?     T  was  asleep/' 

They  would  scarcely  have  been  taken  for  brothers.  Chris- 
tophe was  tall,  and  straight,  and  stalwart ;  but  he  had  a  young 
irresolute  face,  frank  grey  eyes  vrith  long  black  lashes,  and 
brown  closely-cut  hair.  Judging  by  his  smooth  round  cheeks, 
one  would  have  guessed  him  to  be  very  young :  he  was,  how- 
ever, twenty-three,  seven  years  younger  than  Jean  Marie. 
Christophe  was  much  handsomer  than  his  brother,  and  much 
healthier-looking.  Jean  Marie  was  shorter  by  a  head,  and 
though  his  broad  shoulders  and  deep  chest  told  of  much 
strength,  his  dark  yellow  skin  and  colourless  Ups  made  him 
look  sickly.  But  there  was  no  weakness  in  Jean  Marie's  face : 
his  black  hair  spread  over  his  shoulders,  and  hung  down 
over  his  face ;  and  just  now,  through  this,  his  deep-set  black 
eyes  seemed  to  glow  with  light  under  their  shaggy  brows ;  his 
long  straight  nose  and  stem  square  jaw  were  full  of  deter- 
mination ;  and,  as  ho  smiled  at  his  brother,  his  gleaming 
white  front  teeth  added  to  the  somewhat  savage  character 
of  his  face.  His  dress  was  like  Christophers,  a  long  yellow- 
brown  jacket  and  dark  trousers;  but  Christophe  wore  a 
knitted  blue  jersey  in  place  of  a  shirt,  while  Jean  Marie  had 
a  brown  waistcoat,  trimmed  with  black  velvet  and  decorated 
with  two  closely-set  rows  of  silver  buttons.  Both  of  them 
kept  on  their  immense  black  hats,  and  both  of  them  wore 
rusty-looking  black  gaiters,  buttoned  with  small  metal  buttons 
up  to  the  knees ;  but  Christophers  gaiters  looked  as  if  they  were 
worn  to  display  a  finely-developed  calf,  and  Jean  Marie's 
seemed  intended  to  hide  his  legs,  in  size  more  like  those  of 
a  grandfather  than  of  a  man  of  thirty. 

"  Well  ?"  He  took  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth,  and  looked 
inquiringly  at  Christophe. 

"Well"— a  broad,  genial  smile  lightened  up  Christophe's 
pleasant  face — '^  I  have  decided,  brother.  I  give  up  the  fishery 
for  this  year  at  least,  and  take  work  with  thee  here." 

Jean  Marie  stretched  out  his  hand,  and  Christophe  clapped 
his  broad  palm  into  his  brother's  smaller,  sinewy  grasp  with  a 
noise  that  might  have  been  heard  across  the  pig-yard. 

Nothing  more  was  said,  but  Jean  Marie  got  up  and  went 
to  an  old  oak  table  which  stood  below  the  window.  From  a 
deep  drawer  in  this  he  took  two  mugs  and  a  tin  can,  and 
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filling  the  mugs  witt  cider,  he  nodded  to  Christophe,  and 
drank  his  magful  off  at  a  draaght.  Then  he  went  and  seated 
himself  again  in  front  of  the  fire. 

*'  I  wish  I  had  not  such  a  soft  heart,  Christophe/' 

He  spoke  over  his  shoulder,  for  Christophe  still  stood  at 
the  table  staring  through  the  little  window,  sipping  his  cider 
with  seemingly  little  relish.  At  this,  however,  he  drained 
his  mug,  set  it  down,  and  placed  himself  on  the  seat  beside 
Jean  Marie. 

"  Is  it  so  ? ''  he  laughed,  '^  to  say  the  truth,  except  it  be 
towards  me,  my  good  friend  " — the  young  man*s  eyes  looked 
as  if  t^ars  were  in  them — ^^  I  should  not  have  suspected  thee 
of  soft-heartedness,  Jean  Marie.'' 

A  curious  smile,  half-humorous,  half-stem,  curved  the 
the  elder  brother's  straight  colourless  lips. 

"Thou  art  ungrateful,  Christophe.  For  thy  sake  I  am 
tempted  to  ask  Widow  Rusquec  to  seek  another  home ;  and  pat 
thee  in  possession  of  the  mill  of  the  cascades.  I  could  buy  her 
out." 

Christophe  looked  confused,  he  hung  his  head  sheepishly ; 
but  Jean  Marie's  gaze  had  gone  back  to  the  fire,  and  he  seemed 
to  address  his  next  words  to  the  blazing  logs. 

^'So  long  as  Mathurin  works  for  the  Widow  Rusquec, 
things  go  on  pretty  much  as  usual ;  but  not  as  they  would  if  thoa 
hadst  the  mill,  Christophe ;  and  Mathurin  would  be  glad  enough 
to  take  service  under  thee — thou  wert  always  his  favourite/* 

''  Poor  old  Mathurin !  I  remember  the  grief  it  was  to  him 
when  I  would  go  to  sea.'* 

"  If  thou  hadst  stayed  at  home,  my  father  would  have  taken 
back  the  mill  when  Busquec  died — ^he  always  said  he  meant 
the  farm  for  me  and  the  mill  for  thee." 

Christophe  sighed. 

''  And  if  he  had  taken  back  the  mill,  he  would  have  ruined 
it  as  he  ruined  the  farm.  Brother,  thou  must  have  worked 
hard  to  give  the  place  its  old  look  again.'' 

Jean  Marie  looked  proudly  round  the  great  room,  full  of 
Breton  comforts ;  over  his  head  were  open  rafters,  and  depend- 
ing from  them  a  wooden  platform,  laden  with  skins  of  lard» 
sides  of  bacon,  faggots  of  herbs,  and  in  one  comer,  a  pile  of 
tough-looking  crSpes.  Facing  the  windows  stood  two  tall;  dark 
carved  oak  presses,  and  on  each  side  the  fireplace  were  box-bed- 
steads fixed  high  against  the  wall ;  the  frames  and  doors  richly 
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caryed  and  ornamented ;  beneath  these^  on  each  side^  was  a 
long,  carved  oak  chest ;  the  mattresses  on  the  beds  being  piled 
to  a  great  height,  it  would  have  been  impossible  to  get  into 
them  without  the  help  of  the  chests.  There  were  two  other 
bedsteads  against  the  opposite  wall;  and  over  the  fireplace 
hung  a  long  double-barrelled  gun.  A  collector  would  have 
gloated  over  the  carving  on  the  bed-panels  and  on  the  chests, 
and  longed  to  possess  them ;  but  Jean  Marie  set  great  store  by 
these  family  relics.  His  father  had  ruined  himself  and  his  land 
by  drinking.  In  his  drunken  fits  he  had  been  cheated  and 
plundered  to  a  large  amount ;  and  when  he  died,  it  was  found 
that  the  house  and  furniture  were  all  he  had  to  leave*;  the  land 
had  been  so  neglected  that  it  would  take  some  years  to  reclaim. 
His  widow,  a  second  wife,  much  younger  than  her  husband, 
demanded  her  portion  imperiously.  She  even  proposed  to 
Jean  Marie  to  sell  the  old  furniture  which  had  been  in  the 
Mao  family  for  generations.  Jean  Marie  had  no  one  to  consult 
or  study — he  stood  alone  in  the  world ;  Christophe  had  gone 
away  to  sea  years  ago,  and  the  young  farmer  who,  till  his 
father  died,  had  been  kept  in  entire  subjection,  resolved  to 
wipe  off  the  disgrace  which  his  father  had  brought  on  the 
family.  He  refused  to  sell  even  a  chair,  but  he  went  to  see  the 
owner  of  the  old  chateau  near  the  mill,  and  got  him  to  advance 
money  on  the  pieces  of  ancient  furniture,  with  the  under- 
standing that  if  he  had  not  redeemed  them  in  five  years,  they 
would  become  the  property  of  the  old  virtuoso  who  burned  to 
decorate  his  dilapidated  rooms  with  such  relics ;  but  before  the 
stipulated  time,  interest  and  principal  had  been  duly  paid. 

When  Jean  Marie  had  paid  off  his  step-mother's  claims,  he 
found  himself  almost  penniless,  but  he  set  to  work  to  reclaim 
the  land  his  father  had  neglected ;  and  when  a  few  months  ago 
Christophe  grew  tired  of  the  hard  life  of  a  fisherman  on  the 
south  coast,  and  came  home  to  Huelgoat,  he  found  a  great 
change  for  the  better  in  the  old  place  :  the  crops  were  larger, 
the  land  thoroughly  cultivated,  and  Jean  Marie  seemingly  far 
better  off  than  ever  their  father  had  been.  Literally  when  the 
father  died  there  had  been  no  inheritance  for  the  sons.  If  Jean 
Marie  had  not  worked  early  and  late  for  years,  he  might  have 
starved,  for  he  gave  up  all  the  money  he  could  make  to  satisfy 
and  silence  his  greedy,  exacting  stepmother ;  but  when  he  had 
worked  his  way  up  again,  he  wrote  to  Christophe.  "  Come 
home  now,  brother,  when  you  please,''"the  letter  said ;  '^  there 
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will  always  be  a  home  for  you,  while  I  live,  in  the  old  fann- 
house  of  Braspart/' 

Jean  Marie  looked  round  him  now,  and  then  his  eyes 
turned  to  his  brother.  ''  I  am  glad  thou  hast  settled  to  stay. 
It  has  never  been  the  same  home  since  our  mother  was 
taken,  Christophe;  well,  she  was  taken  from  the  evil  that 
was  to  come.  If  she  had  lived,  Mathurin  would  have  been 
here  now,  instead  of  taking  service  at  the  mill ;  she  was  a  peace- 
maker." He  stopped  to  light  a  fresh  pipe  with  a  glowing  bit 
of  the  logs.  He  sat  silent  for  some  time.  It  very  rarely  hap- 
pened that  he  talked  as  much  as  he  had  talked  this  afternoon. 
Jean  Marie  seldom  drank  anything  but  milk  or  water;  his 
father's  bad  example,  and  the  stem  self-denial  his  resolution 
had  imposed  on  his  habits,  had  kept  him  much  more  sober 
than  most  men  of  his  age. 

Christophe,  naturally  of  a  gayer  temperament,  drank  much 
more  freely  than  Jean  Marie  did,  and  despised  the  thin  cider 
which  his  brother  looked  on  as  a  treat,  and  which  had  given 
him  unusual  eloquence  this  afternoon. 

"  The  Widow  Rusquec  must  have  had  some  man  to  help 
her,"  Christophe  said,  when  the  pause  had  lasted  nearly  ten 
minutes;  '^if  my  father  quarrelled  with  Mathurin,  it  was  better 
that  he  should  go ;  but  I  do  not  wish  the  widow  to  be  turned 
out  for  me.^' 

All  at  once  Jean  Marie  smiled;  the  smile  broadened  till 
his  white  teeth  gleamed  between  his  dusky  lips.  "  I  have  it, 
Christophe;  thou  canst  be  the  miller  if  thou  wilt,  and  that 
without  turning  Widow  Rusquec  adrift.  There  is  Louise,  her 
daughter — dost  thou  remember  her  ?  I  have  not  seen  her  for 
some  time,  but  she  must  be  a  grown  woman  now.  Well,  what 
dost  thou  say  f  Wilt  thou  marry  her  ?  She  has  not  much  of 
a  dowry,  but  she  has  been  taught  by  a  good  thrifty  mother." 

He  clapped  Christophe  on  the  back  and  laughed. 

The  young  man  grew  red,  and  looked  shy  and  vexed.  *'  I 
marry  a  wife  !  no,  I  thank  thee." 

At  this  Jean  Marie  laughed  again.  '^I  am  but  joking; 
thou  art  too  young,  my  boy,  to  think  of  marriage.  Women 
are  encumbrances  where  they  are  not  needed,  and  they  are 
not  needed  here  while  we  have  Jeanne " 

'^Ah,  Jeanne — ^where  is  she?"  Christophe  started  up 
abruptly.  ^^  She  promised  me  some  knit  stockings.  I  must 
go  find  her." 
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He  went  out  and  looked  into  the  room  across  the  passage. 
Jean  Marie  looked  after  him,  and  smiled  grimly. 

"I  have  frightened  the  lad  by  hinting  at  marriage;  no, 
he  is  right,  we  want  no  wives  here ;  but  I  may  as  well  see 
Mother  Kusquec,  and  find  out  what  her  views  are.  It  is  possible 
she  may  be  tired  of  keeping  on  the  mill ;  '^Mathurin  grows  • 
old,  and  it  is  a  fearsome,  lonely  spot  for  two  women  to 
live  in.'' 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE   MILL. 

The  village  of  St.  Herbot  is  about  four  miles  from  Huelgoat, 
but  the  mill  of  Busquec  lies  high  above  the  solitary  grey  old 
church,  and  stands  at  the  beginning  of  the  cascades.  In  sum- 
mer-time the  cascades  are  comparatively  quiet.  One  hears  their 
roar  as  one  mounts  through  the  thick  steep  wood  which  over- 
hangs the  road ;  but  it  is  subdued,  not  like  the  awful  thunder 
that  in  winter  and  spring-time  seems  to  make  the  old  tree 
trunks  rock,  as  the  torrent  swelled  by  the  mountain  floods  falls 
more  than  one  hundred  feet,  and  then  rushes  violently  along  the 
rocky  river-bed  for  nearly  six  hundred  feet  farther.  Such 
rocks  too  !  huge  boulders  of  granite,  and  yet  mere  playthings 
in  the  hands  of  the  giant  Gu^ord,  who  flung  them,  so  tradition 
says,  into  the  river-bed,  in  order  to  clear  the  ground  of  his 
friend,  a  Druid  who  ^dwelt  on  the  hill  which  overhtmgs  the 
torrent. 

The  ground  all  round  the  mill  is  strewn  with  these  rocky 
firatgments,  and  it  is  a  hard  matter  to  get  space  for  even  a 
cabbage  garden — that  necessity  of  a  Breton  household.  The 
cottage  belonging  to  the  mill  is  so  perched  among  the  rocks,  that 
it  is  a  wonder  it  has  not  been  carried  away  when  the  torrent, 
which  sweeps  so  close  by,  has  been  more  swollen  than  usual. 
The  house  is  a  miniature  of  the  Braspart  farmhouse,  except 
that  one  steps  at  once  into  the  family  room;  there  is  no 
entrance  passage,  and  the  sweet  breath  of  the  cows  comes 
through  an  arched  opening  on  one  side ;  cocks  and  hens  cluck 
in  and  out  through  this  opening,  in  search  of  stray  crumbs, 
which  Louise  or  her  mother  may  have  let  fall  from  their  supper. 
There  is  no  table  spread  for  this  meal.  The  old  woman  in 
her  black  gown  and  white  muslin  cap,  the  long  lappets  of 
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which  are  pinned  behind  her  head,  sits  on  one  side  of  the  open 
fireplace,  with  a  red  bowl  on  her  knees ;  Louise  sits  opposite. 
She  is  dressed  like  her  mother,  except  that  she  wears  greenish 
bine  instead  of  black,  and  that  the  long  broad-hemmed  ends  of 
her  cap  reach  nearly  to  her  waist.  She  has  a  keen  appetite,  for 
while  her  mother  plays  with  her  wooden  spoon,  and  looks 
serioasly  into  the  fire,  the  girl  goes  on  swallowing  spoonfhl 
after  spoonful  of  the  cr^pe  and  sour  batter-milk  which  makes 
her  supper. 

A  much  larger  red  bowl,  filled  with  the  same  uninviting- 
looking  meal,  is  on  the  long  oak  table  that  stands  across 
the  room,  between  the  fix)nt  door  and  the  back  window,  for 
the  only  light  from  the  front  of  the  house  comes  through  the 
open  half  of  the  entrance  door. 

''  Mathurin  is  late  for  his  supper ;  "  the  girl  looked  at  the 
bowl  on  the  table ;  "  he  will  be  hungry,  poor  old  man  !  hast 
thou  anything  in  the  pot,  mother,  to  warm  him  with  this  cold, 
windy  evening  ?  he  works  so  hard/' 

*^Thou  art  a  spendthrift,  Louise.*'  Madame  Rusquec's 
heavy  severe  face  did  not  soften  even  when  she  looked  at  her 
pretty  daughter ;  ''  meat  costs  too  dear  to  eat  every  day,  and 
Mathurin  had  ragout  at  dinner-time." 

'^  Well,  mother,  thou  knowest  best,  and  the  money  is  thine, 
but  it  seems  to  me  that  men  need  meat  more  than  we  women 
do ;  they  have  more  need  of  strength.'' 

Madame  Susquec  shook  her  head,  and  drew  down  her  long 
upper  lip. 

''Thou  hast  yet  to  begin  life,  Louise;  thou  knowest  no- 
thing. Mathurin  works  fairly,  but  then  he  is  a  paid  servant; 
if  he  were  my  husband  would  he  take  so  large  a  share  of  labour  f 
No,  no.  Wait,  child,  wait;  thou  art  but  a  child.  I  am  not 
vexed  with  thee  " — this  because  she  saw  tears  in  the  bright 
blue  eyes — "  thou  canst  not  have  the  knowledge  without  the 
sorrow,  and  I  would  keep  thee  from  sorrow  as  long  as  I  can." 

The  pretty,  round  childish  face  still  worked  nervously. 

''  Mother,"  the  girl  sat  thinking  for  some  minutes  before 
she  spoke ;  "  if  husbands  make  their  wives  work  so  hard,  why 
do  women  marry  ?  " 

M^re  Busquec  raised  head,  which  had  sunk  on  her  breast, 
and  looked  sharply  at  her  daughter. 

''  Child,  there  are  many  reasons.  They  marry  to  live ;  for 
though  a  girl  may  have  a  portion,  there  may.  not  be  enough  to 
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keep  her  for  life,  and  if  she  is  to  work,  she  may  as  well  work  for 
two  as  for  one  ;  then  they  marry  for  company,  it  is  dull  to  be 
always  alone,  and  there  are  the  children  at  home  if  the  hus- 
band stays  abroad.  Bah !  *'  she  ended  impatiently,  '^  a  girl 
marries  because  she  is  asked ;  she  knows  it  is  what  she  is  made 
for,  and  when  God  sends  her  a  husband  she  takes  him." 

Louise  smiled  as  she  listened — she  said  to  herself,  "  Per- 
haps all  husbands  are  not  tyrants ;  if  a  bachelor  sends  to  ask 
for  me  I  will  marry  him  if  he  is  handsome,  and  if  he  will  take 
me  to  all  the  fairs  of  the  neighbourhood.  Yes — yes ;  I  will 
marry.'' 

'^  Mother,  didst  thou  take  the  first  bachelor  who  asked  for 
thee?'' 

Madame  Rusquec's  heavy,  straight  eyebrows  knit  together, 
and  her  thick  lips  parted  and  opened  inquiringly,  showing 
her  large  teeth. 

'^  Idle  questions  are  not  good  for  thee  nor  for  me.  I  took 
the  man  I  liked,  and  he  was  thy  father,  Louise.  No  need  to 
trouble  thy  little  head  by  asking  questions." 

She  got  up  and  drew  a  quaint  old  spinning-wheel  close  to 
the  half-open  door,  and  was  soon  plying  her  distaff  and  filling 
the  cottage  with  the  whirr  of  the  wheel. 

Louise  was  not  so  active-minded  as  her  mother,  she  slowly 
washed  up  the  red  bowls  and  set  them  on  one  of  a  row  of  black 
shelves,  and  the  spoons  in  a  curious  rack  just  below;  then 
she  went  and  looked  out  of  the  back  window. 

"Mother,"  she  called  out  presently,  "why  has  not  any 
bachelor  asked  for  me  f  " 

The  whirr  of  the  wheel  suddenly  ceased,  and  Madame 
Rusquec's  thread  snapped. 

"  The  child  is  a  fool  though  she  is  so  pretty,"  she  muttered. 
"Thou  art  spoiled,  Louise,"  she  went  on,  "and  Mathurin 
says  it  is  my  fault ;  he  says  if  I  gave  thee  more  to  do  instead 
of  doing  all  myself,  thou  wouldst  have  less  time  for  talking, 
thou  wouldest  have  something  more  useful  to  think  of  than  a 
bachelor." 

"Then  why  dost  thou  spoil  mo,  mother  ?" 

She  came  across  to  her  mother  and  looked  down  in  her 
face,  putting  one  plump  pink  hand  on  the  old  woman's 
shoulder. 

"  Thou  art  set  on  asking  questions,  child.  Who  can  always 
give  reasons  for  what  he  does  ?     It  may  be  because  I  know 
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that  this  is  thy  holiday  time  I  wish  thee  to  enjoy  it ;  and 
see^  all  that  thou  thinkest  of  is  how  to  shorten  it  by  taking  a 
husband/^ 

Louise  kissed  the  brown  puckered  forehead;  but  she 
pouted,  and  her  fair  face  looked  sad.  She  was  very  pretty, 
like  a  pink  and  white  sweet-pea  or  a  bunch  of  honeysuckle 
newly  opened ;  her  fair  hair  scarcely  showed  on  her  forehead, 
but  through  her  clear  muslin  cap  it  was  easy  to  see  golden 
silky  coils  rolled  round  and  round  her  head,  leaving  the 
delicate  little  ears  visible,  A  deeper  tinge  of  colour  flamed  up 
into  her  cheeks  when  she  spoke  again. 

*'  But,  mother,  I  may  be  lucky ;  all  men  are  not  alike 
—  perhaps  my  husband  will  not  expect  me  to  work 
hard/' 

^^  There — ^there,  silly  child,  have  done — go  and  look  for 
Mathurin.  Perhaps  the  stones  in  the  cascades  will  change 
themselves  into  loaves  of  bread  and  feed  the  beggars ;  perhaps 
wheat  will  grow  among  the  boulders  —  there  is  no  end  to 
^  perhaps,'  Louise,  it  is  the  largest  word  that  was  ever  spelled 
with  seven  letters/' 

She  fastened  her  thread  together,  and  whirr,  whirr  went  the 
wheel  again. 

Louise  had  gone  back  to  the  window,  but  this  time  she  did 
not  look  out.  Instead,  she  gazed  earnestly  at  the  tall,  broad- 
shouldered  woman  stooping  over  the  spinning-wheel  as  the 
thread  slipped  a  little. 

"  It  is  all  very  well,"  she  thought,  a  bright  saucy  lock 
came  on  her  face,  '^  mother  was  a  fine  woman,  no  doubt,  but 
she  never  could  have  been  so  pretty  as  I  am.  I  get  my  looks 
from  father.  Mother  has  fine  dark  eyes  still,  but  they  are  so 
sunk  in  her  head,  and  she  must  always  have  had  a  saUow 
skin.  Ah,  I  shall  have  more  chances  than  she  had,  I  know — 
I  know.     It  must  be  so  sad  not  to  be  pretty." 

She  gave  her  mother  a  compassionate  glance,  and  looked 
out  of  window  again. 

There  was  not  much  to  be  seen  beyond  the  early  green  of 
the  trees,  for  the  wood  began  here  and  stretched  downwards 
over  the  whole  breadth  of  the  lofty  hill,  until  it  ended  in  the 
valley  of  St.  Herbot.  The  trees  wore  the  exquisite  clothing 
which  no  autumn  tints  can  rival  in  tenderness  of  colour 
though  they  may  surpass  in  richness ;  and  among  the  lovely 
green,  and  grey,  and  yellow  of  beech,  and  ash,  and  sycamore, 
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the  oak  showed  as  yet  only  a  russet  bronze,   which  looked 
gilded  in  the  sti'ange,  weird  light  of  the  setting  sun. 

"Here  he  is — here  is  Mathurin." 

Louise  clapped  her  hands^  and  went  out  to  meet  the  old 
servant. 

He  moved  with  long  strides  through  the  trees— bent  with 
age  as  well  as  with  the  weight  of  the  package  strapped  on  his 
back.  His  long  white  hair  streamed  from  under  his  broad- 
brimmed  hat,  one  lock  fell  over  his  wrinkled  face,  and  he 
pushed  it  aside  as  he  saw  Louise  springing  over  the  stones  to 
meet  him. 

"  Give  me  your  cudgel,  old  man/'  she  said,  gaily,  ''  and 
tell  me  some  news.  Ah !  I  wish  I  were  you,  Mathurin,  then 
I  would  find  a  reason  for  going  to  Huelgoat  twice  a  week  at 
least." 

Mathurin  smiled  grimly.  He  stopped  and  drew  a  long 
breath  as  the  girl  pulled  his  heavy  penbas  out  of  his  hand. 

"  If  I  had  your  young  legs  I  might  like  it  also ;  but  I  should 
like  to  see  you  climb  the  wood  with  this  burden  on  your  back, 
maiden.'^ 

"  Tell  me  some  news,  quick — quick,"  she  looked  towards 
the  cottage,  as  if  to  signify  that  she  wished  to  hear  the  news 
out  of  her  mother's  presence. 

*^News — well,  the  Widow  Coatfrec  has  lost  a  cow,  and  she 
is  angry ;  she  says  she  laid  a  whole  tuft  of  the  coVs  tail  on  the 
saint's  tomb  and  that  he  ought  to  have  spared  her.  It  seems 
as  if  St.  Herbot  had  been  asleep,  for  Pierre  Kef'est's  pigs  are 
dying  of  measles  and  every  one  knows  how  pious  a  man  is 
Pierre  Kerest.'' 

Louise  looked  quite  unmoved,  there  was  not  even  a  smile 
on  her  lips  as  she  walked  beside  Mathurin. 

''  Yes — ^yes,  but  is  there  no  news  about  people,  as  well  as 
about  cows  and  pigs  V 

A  cynical  smile  came  on  Mathurin's  thin  lips. 

"  Cows  and  pigs  are  of  more  worth  than  some  people,  but, 
in  truth,  there  is  no  news.  Stay,''  he  had  paused  for  a 
moment  to  think,  "  Christophe  Mao,  the  young  brother  of  the 
farmer  of  Braspart — dost  thou  remember  him  ?" 

"No" — Louise's  eyes  sparkled  at  this  mention  of  a  new 
bachelor — "  I  have  seen  Jean  Marie  Mao,  but  it  is  years  ago,  he 
must  be  ever  so  old  now ;  but  you  say  this  brother  is  younger." 

Mathurin  frowned. 

21 
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SeaxL  Marie  Mao  is  not  old^  and  Christoplie  is  bat  a  foll- 
irrown  boy.  I  oncrht  to  know  for  I  was  at  his  birth.  He  has 
Ze  home  ta^the  sea-fishing  but  lately,  and  the  news  is 
that  he  tells  me  he  is  not  gomg  back^  he  is  going  to  stay  on  at 
Huelgoat,  and  to  work  for  Jean  Marie.'' 

Louise  felt  full  of  sudden  delight.  She  rarely  went  to 
Huelgoat^  bat  she  knew  the  names  of  its  inhabitants^  and  since 
she  was  a  child,  although  children  were  born  and  people  died^ 
marriages  had  been  rare  at  Huelgoat,  and  no  new  inhabitants 
had  come  into  its  secluded  monotonous  life. 

They  were  close  to  the  cottage,  and  there  was  a  glow  of 
excitement  in  the  girl's  eyes  as  she  put  her  hand  on  Mathurin's 
arm — 

.  *'  Stop  a  minute,  till  you  have  told  me  what  Christophe  Mao 
is  Hke.'' 

But  Mathurin  was  tired  out,  he  wanted  his  supper. 

"  Like — why  like  a  man,  to  be  sure.'' 

He  pushed  past  her  without  the  slightest  deference,  and 
went  into  the  cottage. 

^'Like  a  man,"  thought  Louise ;  ^^  foolish  old  creature,  just 
now  he  said  he  was  a  full-grown  boy."  , 


CHAPTEE  III. 

THE   STEPPING-STONES. 

The  wind  was  lulled,  a  sparkUng  shower  fell,  struggling  with 
the  sunshine  which  painted  exquisite  colour  on  its  glittering 
drops,  and  then  the  clear,  joyous,  morning  sun  shone  over  the 
cascades,  and  the  wood,  and  the  mill,  brightening  the  lovely 
landscape  fresh  with  the  youth  of  Spring. 

One  could  not  see  the  cascades  from  the  mill,  but  a  little 
way  through  the  wood  there  was  a  grand  view  of  the  leaping 
water,  and  of  its  onward  course  through  the  stony  valley. 
Louise  was  too  well  accustomed  to  the  sight  to  care  to  gaze 
at  it. 

This  morning  she  had,  in  a  singular  fit  of  industry,  offered 
to  drive  the  cow  to  the  valley  across  the  mass  of  rocks  that 
cumbered  the  river-bed  beside  the  mill.  The  docile  little 
black-and-white  beast  went  carefully  over  the  slippery  stepping 
stones,  and  finally  arrived  safely;  but  Louise  caught  her  long 
cap-lappets,  in  a  branch  of  one  of  the  bushes  that  jut  up  here 
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and  there  among  the  stones,  and  in  seeking  to  release  the  cap 
she  entangled  her  hair  and  could  not  free  herself.  The  only 
plan  was  to  take  o£f  the  cap  and  unpin  the  golden  coils,  so  as 
not  to  wrench  off  the  straying  hair  fastened  to  the  branch. 

'^  Ah,  how  unlucky  I  am  !  I  must  roll  my  hair  up  again 
—ah!'' 

The  fair  hair  spread  over  her  shoulders,  waving  in  golden 
masses  in  the  sunlight.  She  could  not  roll  it  up  with  one 
hand.  She  could  not  lay  her  fresh  white  cap  on  the  wet  grass. 
She  looked  round  her  impatiently. 

''  I  will  call  Barba.^'  She  whistled,  and  then  called  loudly, 
"  Barba,  Barba,''  while  she  put  the  pins  from  her  cap  in  her 
apron-pocket. 

Out  of  sight,  but  for  the  smoke  that  curled  up  in  a  slender 
blae  line  from  its  chimney,  was  the  cottage  of  a  sabotier.  It 
was  half  in  the  wood,  hsU  out  of  it,  and  from  it  now  came  a 
small  squat  figure  that  might  have  stepped  out  of  a  picture  by 
Velasquez.  It  wore  a  long  stiff  woollen  skirt,  a  large  white 
collar,  and  a  white  Unen  skull-cap  tied  under  its  pretty  round 
face.  Barba's  great  dark  eyes  roved  about  in  childish  wonder, 
and  then^  a;s  Louise  repeated  her  whistle,  she  took  her  way 
gravely  and  steadily,  without  any  childish  impetuosity,  to  where 
the  stones  were  lower  and  easier  to  cross. 

'^  Make  haste,  little  lazy  one,  see  my  hair  is  unfastened ; 
canst  thou  roll  it  up  f 

^'I  can  plait  it,"  the  Httle  maid  looked  triumphant;  "have 
I  not  plaited  a  mat  of  rushes  for  mother,  and  rushes  are  stiffer 
than  hair  is,  Louise.^' 

She  spread  out  her  square  hand  with  its  little  &t  fingers. 
Lonise  laughed. 

"  Well,  if  I  let  thee  try,  thou  must  promise  not  to  pull  my 
head  off;  thou  must  not  pull  as  Mathurin  pulls  our  horse's 
tail  when 'he  plaits  it  ready  for  the  fair.  How  shall  we 
manage  ?  '^ 

She  went  on  till  she  found  a  rock  even  enough  at  top 
for  the  child  to  stand  steadily,  and  then  she  lifted  Barba  up, 
and  placed  herself  in  front  of  the  child,  holding  her  cap  by  its 
long  lappets  between  her  fingers. 

Barba  fumbled  and  pulled,  and  Louise  gave  little  outcries 
of  pain,  but  at  last  the  short,  fat  fingers  grew  more  deft,  and 
when  Louise  had  parcelled  out  her  masses  of  soft  hair  into 
three  long  yellow  tresses,  the  plaiting  went  on  merrily. 
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Thou  must  go  farther  away'^ — Barba  pursed  up  her  little 
mouth  importanl^y — "  the  plait  is  so,  so  long,  and  the  hair 
must  Le  tighter  for  me/' 

Louise  moved,  and  in  moving  she  looked  across  the  river-bed. 

A  man  was  standing  in  front  of  her  house,  gazing  so 
earnestly,  so  steadfastly,  that  the  girl  blushed,  and  her  eyes 
drooped  in  sudden  confusion.  She  felt  ashamed  to  be  caught 
thus  by  a  stranger,  and  yet  she  dared  not  move  abruptly,  for 
little  Barba  might  easily  fall  from  the  slippery  rock. 

''  Make  haste,  make  haste,  then,  Barba/'  she  said  fretfully ; 
"  wilt  thou  never  have  done  ?  " 

'^  It  is  done  now,"  the  little  maid  said  in  her  stolid,  calm 
way ;  ''  but  I  cannot  fasten  it  up,  Louise,  I  do  not  know  the 
way ;  let  it  hang  down,  it  will  not  come  unplaited,  and  put  thy 
cap  on  thy  head.'' 

'^Little  fool!"  Louise  muttered,  as  she  grew  rosy  with 
vexation ;  "  to  think  that  I  should  be  in  such  a  plight,  and  I 
believe  it  is  the  farmer  of  Braspart." 

It  was  Jean  Marie  who  stood  gazing  across  the  stony  bed 
of  the  river. 

The  wind  of  last  night  had  swept  over  Huelgoat  with 
Science  enough  to  threaten  the  roofs  of  the  quaint  old  granite 
houses,  and  had  rattled  the  branches  of  the  trees  as  if  it  meant 
to  send  the  young  green  leaves  to  join  the  catkins  and  sheaths 
that  strewed  the  paths  through  the  wood. 

Jean  Marie  lay  awake,  listening  to  the  snoring  of  old 
JTeanne,  who  slept  in  a  box  bedstead  at  the  farther  side  of  the 
room,  and  of  the  wind  in  the  wide  chimney ;  he  was  thinking 
of  the  Widow  Rusquec  and  her  mill. 

"  It  is  possible,"  he  said  at  last,  ^^  that  now  Mathmin  has 
got  so  old,  the  woman  may  be  glad  to  give  up ;  Mathurin  will 
never  tell  me  so,  he  knows  he  will  not  get  so  good  a  place  at 
his  age.  It  is  a  mistake  to  do  the  business  always  with  him  ; 
if  I  did  not  dislike  having  anything  to  do  with  women  I  would 
myself  go  up  to  the  mill  and  talk  to  Widow  Rusquec." 

After  breakfast  Christophe  formally  asked  his  brother  to 
set  him  his  day's  work, 

"  Thou  canst  clear  the  waste  field  in  the  valley,  but  thou 
wilt  find  it  tough  work,  brother,"  said  Jean  Marie. 

He  stood  and  watched  Christophe  walk  away  with  long, 
but  leisurely  strides  ;  he  shook  his  head,  but  he  did  not  smile. 

"  It  can  never  go  on,"  he  said ;  "  I  am  a  surly  master,  and 
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Christoplie  is  not  a  hard  worker ;  we  shall  keep  better  friends 
apart.  K  he  were  at  the  mill  he  could  manage  as  he  chose,  and 
I  would  give  it  up  to  him  altogether  as  soon  as  he  had  repaid 
me  the  money  I  spent  this  winter  on  the  new  wheel.  I  have  not 
seen  the  wheel  since  it  has  been  fitted.  Yes,  I  will  go  and  see 
the  Widow  Rusquec,"  he  said,  with  a  sudden  change  of  thought. 
He  took  his  cudgel  from  the  comer  where  it  always  stood, 
and  set  off  at  once  for  St.  Herbot. 

It  was  so  long  since  he  had  visited  the  old  mill,  that  the 
wild  beauty  of  the  scene,  drinking  in  the  sunshine  and  bathed 
in  the  freshness  of  the  recent  shower,  did  not  fail  to  touch 
liim.  Arrived  at  the  mill,  instead  of  entering  the  cottage,  he 
stood  looking  about  him. 

Soon  he  saw  the  lovely  picture  opposite.  Jean  Marie  had 
shrank  from  all  women  except  his  mother,  and  at  first  he  gazed 
with  a  sort  of  adverse  wonder  at  the  fair  creature  standing 
there  in  such  unconscious  grace,  holding  the  white  muslin  cap 
daintily  between  her  fingers ;  but  as  he  gazed  it  became  more 
impossible  to  withdraw  his  eyes  from  Louise.  Suddenly  she 
turned  her  head,  and  he  saw  the  soft  pink  on  her  cheeks  deepen 
into  rosy  red,  till  even  the  delicate  little  ear,  which  he  had 
been  looking  at,  as  at  some  marvellous  fairy  production,  grew 
almost  crimson  against  the  rope  of  yellow  hair  which  brushed 
it,  as  the  girl  turned  her  head  to  speak  to  Barba, 

Then  he  too  flushed,  ashamed  at  having  troubled  this  sweet 
unconscious  picture,  and  forcing  his  eyes  away,  became  con« 
scions  that  the  force  needed  gave  him  pain,  and  that  a  sudden 
fierce  hunger  had  kindled  within  him  to  feast  on  that  sight 
again. 

But  while  he  stood  possessed  and  troubled,  Louise  had 
turned  to  Barba. 

"  Here,  child,  hold  the  cap  one  instant,*'  and  the  golden 
braid  was  rolled  round  her  head,  the  pins  stuck  deftly  into  it, 
and  the  cap  placed  on  the  top  of  all. 

"  Jump  down,  Barba.'' 

"  Thou  hast  neither  kissed  nor  thanked  me,"  said  stolid 
Barba,  and  she  looked  aggrieved. 

Louise  kissed  the  child's  forehead. 

'^  Run  home — or,  stay,  I  will  help  thee  over  the  stones." 

The  sight  of  Jean  Marie  had  brought  back  to  the  girl's 
mind  Mathurin's  news  about  Christophe  Mao.  She  did  not  feel 
shy  of  Jean  Marie  now  that  she  had  her  cap  on,  indeed  she  was 
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eager  to  make  friends  with  him  for  the  sake  of  Christophe, 
who  was  so  good  and  handsome^  for  after  sapper^  she  had  fomid 
Mathnrin  ready  to  answer  questions  about  his  favourite. 

'^  This  one  is  old  enough  to  be  my  father/'  she  thought,  as 
she  helped  Barba  across  a  difficult  part  of  the  river-bed.  "I 
wonder  if  Christophe  is  really  young,  or  does  Mathnrin  oaU 
any  man  young  who  is  not  so  old  as  himself/' 

Jean  Marie  had  felt  that  she  would  oome  towards  him,  and 
now  when  he  saw  her  on  the  slippery  rock  with  the  child^  he 
moved  towards  her  to  help  her.  But  it  was  only  a  momen- 
tary impulse,  and  he  stood  still  ashamed  of  his  own  emotion* 

Barba  ran  home  as  soon  as  she  found  herself  on  safe  ground, 
and  left  Louise  standing  alone  before  the  farmer. 

He  had  never  felt  so  tongue-tied  and  disconcerted,  but  his 
eyes  fastened  greedily  on  her  face,  and  he  was  surprised  at  the 
transformation ;  the  lovely  glowing  nymph  among  the  rocks 
had  changed  into  a  demure,  puritan-looking  lass,  his  enchant- 
ment was  broken,  and  his  courage  came  back. 

*'  You  are  the  daughter  of  Widow  Rusquec,''  he  said  so 
very  seriously,  that  Louise  felt  mischievous  at  once. 

*^I  am  Louise  Busquec,  at  your  service.  Monsieur  Mao; 
will  you  come  and  see  my  mother?  " 

She  threw  up  her  blue  eyes  with  provoking  sweetness. 
Jean  Marie  felt  a  strange  thrill  pass  through  his  frame ;  he 
who  so  disliked  and  despised  women  that  he  shrank  from  any 
dealings  with  them — ^he,  the  staid  Jean  Marie  Mao,  longed  to 
take  the  pretty  smiUng  girl  in  his  arms,  and  kiss  those  ripe 
cherry-tinted  lips,  that  seemed  to  mock  his  longing. 

Louise  walked  on  to  the  cottage,  and  he  followed.  She 
looked  over  her  shoulder  and  smiled ;  that  last  dumb  gaze  of  his 
had  been  eloquent.  Living  in  such  complete  isolation,  with 
only  old  Mathurin  and  the  crippled  sabotier  to  see  her  on 
working-days,  the  admiration  in  the  eyes  of  this  stem-look- 
ing well-to-do  farmer  was  pleasant  to  Louise. 

'^  Is  your  mother  within  ?  "  said  the  farmer,  not  knowing 
what  else  to  say. 

''  Mother,  mother !  here  is  Monsieur  Mao ;  he  has  come  to 
visit  thee.'' 

The  Widow  Busquec  had  heard  a  strange  voice  through  the 
half-opened  door,  and  she  had  come  forward  from  her  cookery, 
for  it  was  too  early  in  the  day  for  spinning.  Her  tall  figfure 
filled  up  the  arched  opening. 
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'^  You  are  welcome.  Monsieur  Mao,  but  you  are  a  stranger 
at  the  Cascades;  enter  and  rest  yourself.  Tou  will  drink 
some  cider/' 

She  pointed  to  the  bench  beside  the  fire,  and  took  a  gaily- 
flowered  mug  from  one  of  the  black  shelves. 

''  No,  no.''  Jean  Marie  had  bent  hie  head  stiflBy  in  return 
for  her  greeting,  but  he  did  not  seat  himself.  '^  I  thank  you, 
Madame  Busquec,  but  I  drink  only  water  at  this  time  of  day." 

Madame  Busquec  was  behindhand  with  her  rent.  Had  the 
farmer,  whose  severe  notions  of  justice  were  so  established  in 
Huelgoat,  come  to  rebuke  her  ?  She  waited  for  his  next  words 
with  some  anxiety. 

"  Is  the  new  wheel  satisfactory  ?  "  Jean  Marie  had  been 
asking  himself  what  he  had  come  to  say.  He  must  find  a 
new  reason  for  his  visit,  certainly  he  was  not  going  to  turn 
Louise  oat  of  her  home ;  the  wheel  was  a  lucky  thought. 

*'  We  find  it  very  serviceable,"  she  said ;  *'  it  raises  twice 
as  much  water  as  the  old  one." 

^'  Yes,  yes,  without  donbt,"  he  said,  wishing  that  the  girl 
who  stood  listening  would  join  in  the  talk. 

''I  will  go  and  look  at  it,"  he  went  on.  ^' Your  daughter 
shall  show  it  to  me,  Madame  Busquec." 

Louise  smiled,  and  moved  to  the  door.  Jean  Marie's 
*'  shall "  did  not  anger  her ;  she  held  the  Breton  creed  that 
man  is  bom  to  command,  and  woman  to  obey.  But  she 
saw  that  Monsieur  Mao  admired  her  very  much,  and  she 
thought  that,  at  the  coming  festival  of  St.  Herbot,  he  would 
be  sure  to  speak  to  her,  and  perhaps  show  her  to  his  brother 
Christophe.  Her  love  of  admiration,  till  now  latent,  simply 
because  it  had  lacked  nourishment,  had  been  set  growing  by 
Jean  Marie's  ardent  glances  like  Jack's  bean-stalk,  and  Mathii- 
rin's  news  connected  itself  in  a  strange  persistent  way  with  the 
newly-awakened  feeling.  Perhaps  the  first  strong  resolute  wish 
Louise  had  ever  felt  was  this  craving  to  see  Christophe  Mao. 

"  Yes,  Louise  can  show  it."  Widow  Busquec  watched  hira 
out  of  the  cottage.  "What  a  strange,  stem  man,"  she  thought, 
"and  yet  he  is  a  man  to  trust  and  respect.  Ah,  if  Louise  could 
be  in  the  keeping  of  such  a  man,  she  would  be  safe.  Holy 
Virgin,  what  am  I  saying  ?  If  a  husband  is  good  for  the 
child,  he  will  be  sent  to  her.     I  have  only  to  trust." 

"  You  are  fond  of  the  cascades  ?  "  Jean  Marie  said,  as  he 
followed  Louise  round  to  the  other  side  of  the  house,  where 
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the  stones  had  been  cleared  so  as  to  make  room  for  the  mill- 
pool,  the  water  from  which  was  rushing  so  impetuously  over 
the  dyke  of  rock  that  spanned  it^  that  it  was  difficult  to  hear 
words  through  the  roar  of  this  small  fall,  added  to  the  thnnder 
of  the  cascades  below. 

"  Yes,  monsieur,  I  like  them  ;  it  would  be  very  dull  here 
if  there  were  no  cascades.  The  cascades  and  the  Pardon — 
I  wish  it  came  often — does  Monsieur  like  the  Pardon  also  ?  " 

She  looked  up  in  his  face  with  sweet  persuasion ;  it  had 
just  occurred  to  her  that  this  serious,  sober  man,  who  would 
not  drink  cider  in  the  morning,  might  shrink  from  such 
gaiety  as  a  fete.  Her  look  again  fascinated  Jean  Marie.  He 
thought  that  it  would  be  worth  while  to  go  to  the  Pardon 
only  to  see  her  pretty  face  again. 

'*  I  always  go  to  it,^*  he  smiled,  and  Louise  was  surprised 
at  the  glow  in  his  deep-set  dark  eyes,  ^'  but  till  this  year  I 
have  found  little  pleasure  in  the  fete.  Now,'*  he  gave  her 
an  expressive  glance,  "  I  shall  look  forward  to  it  as  a  great 
happiness." 

"  Mother,''  Louise  came  in  alone  a  few  minutes  later,  *^  Uie 
farmer  has  gone  home ;  he  is  very  kind,  and,  mother,  I  don't 
know  why  he  came  unless  it  was  to  see  me." 

*'  Louise,"  her  mother  shook  her  head,  and  pressed  her 
lips  reprovingly,  "  he  came  to  see  the  wheel." 

Louise  laughed  merrily.  ^'  Did  he  ?  I  showed  it  to  him,. 
but  he  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  my  face ;  and,  mother,  he  is  not 
so  serious  as  he  looks,  and  I  think  he  is  rather  handsome. 
Mother,  may  I  go  to  Huelgoat,  and  ask  Goeffic  to  come  and 
sew  my  new  bodice  for  the  Pardon.  He  will  be  too  busy 
later  on.*' 

Madame  Busquec  demurred;  the  sudden  proposal  was 
contrary  to  her  principles;  she  liked  all  to  be  done  delibe- 
rately and  in  order.  However,  if  she  delayed,  Coeffic,  as  the 
girl  suggested,  would  probably  get  some  other  work  to  do  for 
the  fete. 

^'  Yes,  thou  canst  go,"  she  said,  "  but  be  sure  to  come  back 
quickly.^ 


a 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

LS   MINAOE  DS  LA  VISBOE. 

''And  I  tell  thee,  Christophe,  that  thou  and  the  master  will 
keep  friends  longest  apart.  I  know  him  best.  Jean  Marie  is 
good,  but  he  is  a  hard  master  :  he  works  so  much  harder  than 
others  do,  that  he  is  never  content  with  those  who  serve  him* 
Now,  my  son,  what  more  can  I  say  ?  Thou  hast  asked  me> 
and  I  say  work  apart.*^ 

The  old  woman  who  spoke  was  small  and  bent ;  she  had  a 
dark  wrinkled  face — small  featured  for  a  Breton  face,  and 
dark  loving  blue  eyes.  She  was  Jeanne,  the  only  remaining 
link  of  the  old  household  of  Braspart,  and  she  loved  Ghristophe 
Mao  with  the  doating  aflfection  of  an  old  nurse  for  her  youngest 
charge.  She  was  a  gentle,  quiet  old  woman,  much-enduring, 
and  seldom  moved  into  so  long  a  speech ;  but  she  understood 
Jean  Marie  as  well  as  she  loved  Ghristophe,  and  when  the 
younger  man  told  her  he  thought  he  was  fixed  for  life  at 
Hue]goat,  she  forced  herself  to  utter  this  warning. 

Jean  Mario  would  have  been  troubled  by  her  words,  and 
also  by  so  unusual  an  eflTort  on  the  part  of  his  quiet,  docile 
housekeeper ;  for  to  him,  though  Jeanne  was  a  woman  who 
lived  only  for  the  comfort  of  others,  yet  she  was  to  be  re- 
spected for  her  utter  self-abnegation. 

''  Jeanne  is  no  fool,'*  he  sometimes  said  to  himself,  "  and  yet 
she  never  thinks  herself  wise.*' 

But  Ghristophe  had  been  petted  by  women  all  his  life,  and 
to  him  Jeanne  was  no  wiser  than  the  rest ;  she  was  his  old 
nurse,  and  sure  to  be  blind  in  matters  relating  to  him. 

"  Thou  art  croaking,*'  he  spoke  gaily ;  ''  to  hear  thee  one 
would  think  Jean  Marie  was  like  one  of  the  West  India  planters 
the  sailors  of  Le  Croisic  talk  about,  and  that  I  should  be 
lashed  to  death.  Besides,  Jecmnette,  I  believe  I  am  to  have 
the  mill  of  Eusquec.'* 

A  look  of  incredulous  wonder  lightened  in  the  old  woman's 
eyes ;  but  she  did  not  volunteer  an  opinion. 

^' There  are  tenants  there  for  the  present,"  was  all  she 
said,  and  then  she  mounted  one  of  the  oak  benches,  lifted 
down  a  skin  of  lard,  took  a  spoonful  from  it,  and  replaced  it. 
Then  she  lifted  the  lid  from  the  soup-pot,  in  which  herbs  and 
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vegetables  had  long  been  simmering,  as  it  hung  on  the  great 
iron  chimney -hook^  and  stirred  the  grease  well  into  the  boiling 
liquid. 

^^The  master  is  late/'  she  said,  still  bending  over  the 
blazing  logs. 

*'  Yes ;  and  I  am  hungry.  Give  me  my  dinner,  Jeanne,  as 
soon  as  it  is  ready/' 

A  yellow  dog  that  had  been  lying  asleep  jumped  up  and 
ran  out  with  a  whine  of  welcome. 

^' There  he  is — well?"  Christophe  turned  inquiringly; 
he  had  begun  to  wish  for  the  mill. 

Jean  Marie  took  no  notice ;  he  seemed  occupied  with  his 
own  thoughts.  He  seated  himself  beside  the  rough  table, 
waiting  for  his  dinner.  There  was  abundance  of  homespun 
table-linen  in  the  armoires  both  upstairs  and  down,  but  it  was 
only  used  on  high  festivals. 

Christophe  went  up  and  touched  him  on  the  shoulder. 
''  Well,  brother,  how  about  the  mill  ?  Is  it  settled  ?  When 
am  I  to  take  possession  ?  ^' 

Jean  Marie  turned  slowly  and  looked  in  Ohristophe's  tkce, 
to  gather  in  the  meaning  of  his  words.  The  remembrance  of 
their  talk  yesterday  had  been  so  overshadowed  by  the  impres- 
sion Louise  had  made  on  him,  that  it  cost  him  some  effort  to 
understand  his  brother's  meaning.  The  point  at  which  memory 
Was  most  distinct  was  his  own  proposal  that  Christophe  should 
possess  the  mill  through  Louise.  A  flush  spread  over  liis 
swarthy  skin,  and  his  eyes  grew  darker  with  anger. 

'^- The  mill  is  not  for  thee,''  he  said,  roughly;  "it  is  in 
good  hands ;  thou  art  not  wanted  there." 

Christophe  stood  with  open,  mouth,  surprised  at  this  out* 
burst ;  but  Jeanne  did  not  give  him  the  chtmce  of  answering. 

'^Pardon!*'  she  pushed  by  him  with  a  red  porringer  full 
of  steaming  soup,  and  set  it  down  before  Jean  Marie,  and  then 
took  a  long,  dark-looking  loaf  from  a  basket,  and  placed  it  on 
the  table.  As  she  handed  another  bowl  of  soup  to  Christophe, 
she  said, 

''  Eat,  my  boy ;  for  thou  art  hungry." 

The  peaceful  look  in  her  eyes  quieted  Christophe. 

"Jean  Marie  is  cross,  because  he  wants  his  dinner,"  he 
thought ;  ^^  I  shall  let  him  come  round  by  himself." 

So  the  young  man  swallowed  his  meal  hastily  and  in  silence, 
and  went  out.     He  had  done  a  good  morning's  work — why 
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rinrald  be  not  take  a  little  rest  ?  constant  work  was  bad.  Jean 
Haorie  had  made  himself  at  thirty  a  middle-aged  man ;  he  had 
worked  too  hard. 

A  little  way  beyond  the  &rmhoase  the  ground  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  high  road  goes  down  in  a  sadden  precipitous  descent 
to  the  valley  of  rocks  which  is  so  special  a  feature  of  Huelgoat ; 
it  is  not  easy  to  descend  into  it  from  this  side ;  the  orthodox 
way  to  it  lies  at  the  end  of  the  village  past  the  old  water-miU, 
and  across  a  bit  of  rock-strewn  waste  land^  gay  just  now  with 
a  golden  wealth  of  furze  and  broom  blossoms. 

But  Christophe  was  an  expert  climber.  He  slid  down  the 
craggy  basin  between  huge  masses  of  grey  rock^  some  of  them 
twenty  feet  high ;  and  arrived  half-way  down  the  hollow, 
he  niched  himself  comfortably  between  two  rocks^  on  a  heap 
of  brown  heather^  and  lit  his  pipe.  All  about  lay  the  gigan- 
tic rounded  blocks  of  granite.  Above  him  was  a  little  brown 
lark  circling  higher  and  higher  to  the  blue  sky. 

''This  is  pleasanter  than  fishing/'  thought  Christophe. 
He  lay  listening  to  the  lark,  and  watching  the  thin  wreaths  of 
tobacco  smoke  disperse  as  they  tried  to  mount.  AU  at  once, 
another  sound  mingled  with  the  lark's  song ;  but  it  did  not  at 
first  arouse  him.  In  his  state  of  easy  enjoyment,  the  plaintive 
QOtes  sung  in  a  clear  treble  came  as  a  pleasant  contrast  to  his 
own  happy  feelings.  He  was  too  lazy  to  think  of  the  cause, 
only  he  listened  with  more  and  more  awakened  sense  as  the 
sound  resolved  itself  into  a  village  song  he  was  used  to  sing 
himself. 

Then  he  raised  himself  on  one  arm  and  listened  intently. 
The  voice  was  young  as  well  as  sweet.  Christophe  looked 
about,  but  he  could  see  only  stones.  He  got  on  his  feet  and 
looked  down  into  the  valley. 

On  the  other  side,  approaching  the  bottom  of  the  rocky 
dell  firom  the  furzy  waste  above,  was  the  figure  of  a  young 
girl.  As  Christophe  rose  up  she  saw  him,  and  her  song 
ceased.  They  were  some  distance  apart,  but  they  were  struck 
with  each  other's  appearance.  Louise  said  to  herself,  "  This 
is  Christophe  Mao  /'  but  the  young  man  only  wondered  who 
the  pretty  creature  could  be,  and  from  whence  she  came. 

''  Doubtless  I  have  not  seen  all  the  girls  of  Huelgoat ;  there 
was  not  a  woman  on  all  the  islands  of  Hie  Morbihan  to  compare 
with  this  one.     She  and  I  must  make  acquaintance.'' 

Christophe  was  not  conceited,  but  a  man  who  has  been 
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petted  by  women  is  rarely  shy  with  them ;  and  chance  now 
helped  him.  Louise's  foot  slipped  on  a  smooth,  moss-grown 
stone^  and  she  fell  on  the  grass  with  a  little  outcry  of  pain. 

Christophe  sprang  down  the  hollow  and  up  the  other  side 
like  a  goat. 

"  Are  you  hurt  ?  ^' 

Louise  blushed^  felt  her  ankle,  and  then  smiled  at  him,  and 
quickly  got  up. 

''  No ;  oh  no ;  only  a  little  shaken.  I  came  down  to  look 
at  the  Manage  de  la  Yierge.  I  have  not  peeped  into  the 
Gulf  since  I  was  a  little  child.     Hark  !  I  can  hear  the  water 


now.'' 


The  Manage  de  la  Vierge  was  one  of  the  mysteries  of  the 
wild  place.  From  the  lake  of  Huelgoat  the  stream  issued  in  a 
canal  which  carried  water  to  the  mine  about  two  miles  away, 
and  also  in  a  cascade  which  fell  some  sixty  feet  and  then  disap- 
peared among  these  enormous  stones,  below  where  Louise's  foot 
had  slipped.  But  at  the  bottom  of  the  valley  came  a  sound  of 
rushing  water. 

"It  is  nothing  here,"  said  Christophe.  '^Let  me  take 
your  hand  and  guide  you  to  the  grotto." 

Louise  smiled,  and  again  she  blushed  with  pleasure. 

"  Thank  you,"  and  then  she  placed  her  hand  frankly  in  his. 

Christophers  heart  beat  more  quickly  as  he  clasped  her 
hand.  This  was  not  the  first  pretty  girl  he  had  helped  on  her 
way ;  and  yet,  as  he  now  gazed  freely  at  Louise,  he  thought 
he  had  never  seen  any  beauty  like  this  before. 

"Take  care;"  and  as  she  climbed  from  one  monstrous 
rounded  grey  mass  to  another  which  looked  more  slippery, 
he  pressed  the  girl's  hand  tightly.  "Now  rest  a  moment; 
there  is  a  still  more  difficult  bit  to  get  over.  Do  you  live  in 
Huelgoat  ?  "  he  added. 

"  Oh,  no ;  but  if  you  knew  where  I  live,  you  would  say, 
'  I  ought  not  to  need  your  help.' "  She  looked  at  him  archly; 
"  Why,  I  live  on  stones  like  these.  I  am  Louise  Rusquec,  and 
I  Kve  at  the  Mill  of  St.  Herbot." 

Christophe  felt  full  of  delight ;  his  eyes  shone  on  the  young 
girl. 

"  Ah,  I  might  have  known  it ;  had  you  belonged  to 
Huelgoat  I  must  have  seen  you  sooner," 

"  Are  you  Christophe  Mao  ?  "  she  asked ;  but  her  eyes 
drooped,  and  she  felt  timid. 
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"  Yes  !  I  am  Jean  Marie's  brother  !  "  he  said.  They  had 
reached  tlie  grotto ;  it  was  only  a  natural  shelter,  made  by 
the  juxtaposition  of  some  of  the  enormous  stones.  Behind 
rose  the  wooded  hill,  and  about  and  among  the  stones  the 
lady-fern  and  harts-tongue  showed  wherever  they  could  get  a 
hold;  and  brambles  and  brake  clung  everywhere.  The  rush 
of  the  unseen  water  had  grown  louder  under  their  feet,  and 
now,  as  they  advanced  into  the  cavern,  the  noise  became 
deafening.  At  length  they  descended  to  the  mouth  of  the 
gulf;  the  stones  were  so  steep  and  slippery,  and  the  whirling 
rush  of  water  below  so  bewildering,  that  Louise  shivered,  and 
clung,  giddy  and  terrified,  to  her  guide.  Christophe  put  his 
arm  strongly  round  her  and  drew  her  back  from  the  edge  of 
the  gulf,  and  for  a  moment  he  stood  clasping  her,  while  the 
girl  lay  passive  on  his  arm.  But  this  was  only  for  a  moment ; 
Louise  recovered  her  scared  senses,  she  pushed  the  young 
man's  arm  from  her  waist,  and  began  to  walk  back  alone. 

Christophe  felt  rebuffed,  and  for  him  it  was  a  new  and 
discouraging  sensation. 

Can  you  get  back  alone  ? ''  he  said,  timidly. 
Yes,  I  thank  you ;  it  is  easy  now,''  and  she  seemed  really 
anxious  to  escape  from  him. 

"  What  have  I  done  ?  "  the  poor  fellow  thought ;  "  I  meant 
no  oflTence.  I  only  feared  she  would  slip  into  the  gulf,  and  now 
she  will  not  even  look  at  me." 

Louise  thought  in  this  fashion,  ^^  Ah,  he  despises  me ;  he 
thinks  me  too  free ;  he  shall  not  think  so  again  ;  he  shall  not 
even  touch  my  hand ;  I  will  guide  myself." 

After  all  it  was  much  easier  to  get  up  the  steep  rocks  than 
to  get  down  them,  and  she  climbed  so  well  that  Christophe 
had  no  excuse  for  profiering  help.  She  stopped  at  the  place 
where  she  had  slipped. 

"  Good-bye,  Monsieur,"  she  spoke,  coldly ;  ''  thank  you  for 
helping  me." 

Her  unkindness  stung  him  to  speech. 

''I  have  ofiended  you  against  my  will.  How  can  a  man 
know  what  to  do  ?  Should  I  then  have  let  you  fall  into  the 
gulf?" 

Louise  felt  greatly  troubled. 

''  I  have  not  blamed  you.  Monsieur.  I  thank  you ;  fare- 
well !  "  She  spoke  quickly,  and  hurried  away,  without  one 
look  to  warm  her  cold  words. 
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CHAPTER  V, 

COEFPIC   STITCHES  AND  TALKS. 

Louise  had  done  her  errand  to  the  tailor  Coeffic  in  Haelgoat  be- 
fore she  went  down  into  the  rocky  valley,  and  the  next  m  oming 
the  small,  bandy-legged  man  arrived  at  the  Mill  of  St.  Herbot. 

Mathnrin  saw  him  coming  out  of  the  wood.  He  crossed 
himself,  and  disappeared  behind  the  cow-stalls,  for  the  old 
serving-man  was  a  pious  believer  in  relics,  charms,  spells,  and 
invocations,  and  the  material  creed  and  practices  of  this  red- 
haired,  crook-backed,  limping  tailor  were  to  him  abhorrent. 
Moreover,  he  regarded  Coeffic  as  a  fitter  associate  for  women 
than  for  men — one  who  intrigued  and  manoeuvred,  and  wss 
altogether  feminine  in  his  ways,  especially  as  regarded  match- 
making. Mathurin  did  not  wish  Louise  to  marry  at  present, 
and  he  suspected  the  cause  of  the  tailor^s  presence. 

The  tailor  tapped  at  the  door  of  the  cottage,  and  Louise 
opened  it. 

"  Health  and  happiness,  my  pretty  child.'^  Coeffic  had  a 
fawning,  flattering  voice,  but  he  looked  hideous  as  he  leered  at 
Louise.  '^  Now,  where  is  this  fine  corset  that  I  am  to  stitch 
at,  and  what  colours  is  it  to  be  stitched  ?     See  I '' 

He  advanced  to  the  table,  and  unfastened  the  strings  of  a 
bag  which  had  hung  over  his  shoulder.  Out  of  this  he  took 
silk  and  chenille  of  various  colours,  and  asked  Louise  to  choose 
among  them  ?  While  the  girl  bent  over  the  gay  tints,  he  laid 
aside  his  broad-brimmed  hat,  and  pushed  his  dark-red  hair 
behind  his  ears. 

'^  And  how  is  the  good  mother,  pretty  Louise  ?  and  when 
is  she  going  to  let  me  find  you  a  husband  ?  '^ 

Louise  smiled  and  tossed  her  head ;  but  the  keen-eyed 
tailor  saw  that  she  also  looked  confused,  and  yet  he  had  often 
before  asked  her  that  question. 

Madame  Rusquec  came  in  at  the  door.  She  heard  the 
word  "  husband,^^  and  she  frowned. 

''  Grood-day,  Stephane  Coeffic.  I  will  give  you  the  cloth, 
and  you  can  set  to  work.     Louise  will  give  the  patterns.^' 

Coeffic  raised  his  eyebrows  ever  so  little  at  her  cold  tone ; 
but  he  took  no  more  notice  of  Louise. 

He  had  soon  cut  out  the  new  Justin,  or  corset,  a  sort  of 
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sleeveless  body  of  green  stuffy  cat  square  in  fronts  and  on  this 
he  was  to  embroider  a  border  round  the  edges^  and  also  at 
each  eyelet-hole^  with  blue  and  scarlet  and  yellow  silk.  As 
soon  as  he  was  ready  for  stitching^  he  seated  himself  cross- 
legged  on  the  table  surrounded  by  his  work^  while  Madame 
Busquec  drew  her  stool  near,  ready  to  help  in  the  inferior  part 
of  the  sewing. 

Louise  hovered  about^  but  so  long  as  he  was  planning  and 
fixing  even  Coeffic  kept  silence^  and  finding  no  one  to  answer 
her^  the  girl  went  out^  and  left  the  silent  pair  alone. 

She  was  too  full  of  excitement  to  endure  her  mother's 
serious  reproving  looks  this  morning.  Yesterday  seemed  to 
have  begun  a  new  life  for  her.  In  the  morning  of  that  day  her 
head  had  been  full  of  Jean  Marie^  and  then  came  that  charming 
meeting  among  the  rocks  of  Hoelgoat.  She  tried  to  persuade 
herself  that  it  had  come  by  chance^  and  that  therefore  she  and 
Christophe  were  destined  for  one  another;  but  now,  as  she 
sauntered  idly  along  towards  the  wood,  she  felt  that  she  was 
imposing  a  falsehood  upon  herself.  She  knew  very  well  that 
she  had  gone  down  to  see  the  grotto  as  an  excuse  for  linger- 
ing in  Kuelgoat,  and  also  in  a  faint  hope  of  seeing  Christophe 
Mao. 

"  Still  it  was  a  sort  of  chance/'  she  said,  and  she  went  on 
to  the  sabotier's  hut  to  find  Barba. 

Coeffic  stitched  on  in  silence,  he  waited  to  see  if  Madame 
Rusquec  would  scold  him  for  what  he  had  said  to  Louise. 

She  being  always  slow  at  speech,  a  rare  contrast  to  her 
daughter,  stitched  a  whole  seam  of  Louise's  new  green  skirt 
before  she  so  much  as  looked  at  the  tailor.  Only  the  click  of 
the  needles,  an  occasional  shuffle  as  Coeffic  shifted  his  position 
or  his  work,  and  the  sleepy  purr  of  a  long-tailed,  furry,  yellow 
cat  lying  near  the  hearth  disturbed  the  silence. 

Having  finished  her  seam  the  widow  handed  the  gay 
coloured  petticoat  to  the  tailor  for  another  to  be  fixed  for  her. 
Then  she  clasped  her  fingers  round  her  knee,  and  spoke  the 
sentence  which  all  this  while  she  had  been  framing. 

"  St^phane  Coeffic,  it  is  not  well  to  talk  about  a  husband  to 
Louise ;  she  is  too  young  to  be  married.'' 

Coeffic  grinned  till  his  almost  toothless  gums  showed 
plainly. 

"Madame,"  he  said,  smoothly,  '^  we  forget  our  own  feelings 
^hen  we  were  young.    It  is  the  way  with  us  all.     Now  I  am 
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sure  from  the  youthful  aspect  of  Madame  herself  that  wlien 
she  wedded  she  was  no  older  than  our  pretty  Louise/' 

A  faint  flush  came  into  the  widow's  long  sallow  face. 

^^ Perhaps  not;  but  then  marriage  did  not  make  me  so 
happy  that  I  should  wish  my  girl  to  follow  in  my  steps/' 

The  tailor  put  his  head  on  one  side  and  looked  at  her  out 
of  his  half-shut  eyes.  He  had  not  often  worked  for  Widow 
Susquec ;  she  had  cut  up  and  contrived  old  gowns  of  her  own 
for  Louise,  but  he  had  heard  of  her  as  a  reserved  woman ;  it 
was  a  surprise  to  him  to  hear  her  speak  thus  openly  of  her  own 
life. 

'^  It  is  an  old  saying,  neighbour,  that  no  two  leaves  of  a 
tree  are  alike,  and,  by  the  same  rule,  no  two  lots  in  life  have 
resemblance.  Madame  is  wise,  very  wise,  and  if  her  superior 
wisdom  choose  the  husband,  our  pretty  Louise  will  be  a  happy 
wife.'' 

Madame  Rusquec  had  only  one  strongly-placed  bit  of  self- 
complacence.  She  believed  in  her  own  judgment,  and  was 
usually  ready  to  doubt  the  opinions  of  others  before  they  were 
uttered. 

"  I  do  not  know  that  there  are  any  men  in  these  parts  want- 
ing wives  just  now,"  she  said. 

The  tailor  looked  up  eagerly. 

"  If  that  is  the  only  hindrance,  be  at  rest,"  he  said ;  '^  I 
can  name  three  or  four.  There  is  Michel  Kerest,  and  Jules  Le 
Hou6dec,  and,  better  still,  there  are  the  two  brothers  at  the 
farm  of  Braspart." 

Madame  Rusquec  looked  more  interested,  and  CoefBc  noted 
cunningly  her  increased  attention. 

There  is  only  one  man  there  able  to  marry." 
With  yonr  pardon,  there  are  two ;  they  have  both  drawn 
for  the  conscription,  and  have  both  been  fortunate.     They  are 
therefore  free  to  seek  wives." 

Madame  Busquec  sat  upright  and  looked  full  of  contra- 
diction. 

''  That  may  be  true  about  the  lots,  but  only  the  eldest  is 
free  to  seek  a  wife.  Christophe  Mao  has  nothing  to  keep  a 
house  with." 

The  tailor  left  off  his  work  and  held  up  both  hands. 

"  Ah,  but  then  how  is  it  that  the  men  of  Huelgoat  keep 
their  wives.  There  are  some  who  work  in  the  mines,  and 
others  who  carry  about  wares  for  sale,  there  are  few  farmers 
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for  the  land  is  too  barren — there  is   no  farm   like  that  of 
Braspart/' 

Madame  Rusqnec  clasped  her  chin  with  one  hand  and  sat 
thinking ;  the  tailor  gave  her  back  the  work  he  had  fixed  and 
retamed  to  his  stitching^  and  again  the  clicks  click  of  the  two 
needles  sounded  in  the  silence. 

''  That  is  as  I  say^  Jean  Marie  Mao  is  well-to-do^  he  has  a 
honse,  and  furniture^  and  chests  fall  of  linen ;  he  can  take  a 
wife  when  he  pleases;  but  for  the  young  Christophe  it  is 
different/' 

The  tailor  looked  round  him  with  delight^  he  seemed  to 
appeal  to  some  unseen  audience  when  he  spoke. 

"  That  is  it.  Did  I  not  say  it/'  He  seemed  to  draw  his 
stitches  extra  tight  to  emphasize  his  sentences.  '^  Is  she  not 
a  miracle  of  wisdom  ?  It  is  indeed  different  for  the  young 
Christophe,  but  he  has  already  earned  money  at  the  fishery ; 
ah,  yes,  why  not  ?  and  now  he  earns  wages  from  his  brother. 
Why  should  not  he  marry  our  Louise,  and  work  the  mill  in 
place  of  poor  old  stupid  Mathurin.'' 

His  eyes  twinkled  maliciously,  but  he  bent  his  head  over 
his  work  and  left  his  words  to  bear  fruit. 

Meantime  Louise  had  not  found  Barba,  and  had  gone  round 
to  the  back  of  the  mill ;  here  was  another  plot  of  cabbages 
stretching  upwards  to  the  wood ;  these  had  mostly  been  cut, 
and  Mathurin  was  busy  digging  the  stumps  out  of  the  ground 
and  making  it  ready  for  fresh  planting. 

''  How  busy  you  are,''  the  girl  said,  when  she  had  watched 
hiin  for  some  minutes,  '^  you  and  Coeffic  are  both  hard  workers, 
but  you  do  the  most  because  you  never  talk." 

Mathurin  stuck  his  spade  in  the  ground,  took  off  his  hat, 
and  wiped  his  forehead  with  his  blue  and  yellow  handker- 
chief. 

''  It  would  be  well  for  Coeffic  if  some  one  stitched  his 
mouth  up  before  he  goes  jabbering  among  young  girls  " — ^he 
spoke  angrily — *'  he  is  a  foul-tongued  flatterer." 

Louise  laughed. 

"  He  flatters — yes.     But  then  he  is  amusing,  Mathurin." 

The  old  man  went  on  digging. 

''  Coeffic  has  a  tongue  like  a  woman."  He  said  this  after 
some  minutes'  thought. 

*'  See  how  jealous  you  are,  Mathurin,  you  will  not  have 
any  one  praised ;  and  you  wrong  Coeffic,  he  does  not  always 
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flatter,  he  speaks  of  other  things — he  asked  me  if  I  should  like 
a  husband/' 

Mathnrin  dag  on  for  some  time,  throwing  up  the  earth  with 
much  unnecessary  vigour. 

But  Louise  would  not  leave  him  in  peace.  She  pulled  her 
knitting  out  of  her  apron-pocket,  and  seated  herself  on  a 
lump  of  stone  facing  Mathnrin. 

"  Mathnrin,  guess  who  I  sawyesterday  here  and  at  Huelgoat?" 

'^  You  went  to  Huelgoat  then ;  why  could  not  I  have  sum- 
moned CoeflBc?" 

Louise  raised  her  head  and  tried  to  look  dignified. 

"  Because  I  chose  to  go  myself;  or,  if  you  must  know'' — 
she  could  not  bear  not  to  be  friends  with  every  one — ''  I  had 
to  tell  Coeffic  about  the  silks  to  embroider  with.  Now  could  you 
do  that  ?     But  you  have  not  guessed,'*  she  added,  teasingly. 

"  I  do  not  know  who  you  saw  at  Huelgoat.  The  mistress 
has  told  me  that  Jean  Marie  came  here  yesterday." 

'^  Yes,  and  I  saw  him.  Mathurin,  I  want  you  to  tell  me  what 
he  and  Christophe  were  like  when  they  were  boys.  Would 
either  of  them  do  for  my  husband,  old  man  ?"  She  laughed, 
but  she  bent  over  her  knitting  to  hide  her  blushing  face. 

Mathurin  stuck  his  spade  into  the  ground,  raised  his  hat, 
and  crossed  himself. 

''  May  St.  Yves  and  the  holy  saints  forbid !  The  farmer 
is  not  a  man  to  marry,  and  Christophe,  who  is  good  and  gentle 
enough  for  any  woman,  has  no  money  to  keep  a  wifewiiJi." 

^^  Why  do  you  look  so  alarmed  about  the  farmer  ?  Why 
should  not  Jean  Marie  marry  ?  He  is  rich,  and  I  am  sure  he 
is  a  fine -looking  man.  What  do  you  know  against  him, 
Mathurin  ?  " 

"  I  know  naught  of  him  now.  I  quarrelled  with  his  father, 
and  with  him  too;  but  that  is  long  ago.  He  was  a  wild, 
fierce-tempered  boy,  always  more  ready  with  blows  than  words. 
He  was  jealous,  too — so  jealous,  that  the  young  boy,  Christophe, 
was  sent  away  to  sea,  to  be  safe  from  his  brother's  temper." 

Louise's  smiling  face  had  grown  serious.  She  kept  silent, 
and  went  on  knitting. 

''  I  saw  Christophe  yesterday."  She  looked  up  at  Mathurin 
to  see  how  he  would  take  her  news.  "  He  looks  good-tem- 
pered, but  he  is  not  so  clever  as  Jean  Marie  is." 

"  Christophe  is  not  clever  at  all,  but  he  is  good.  He  always 
was  good  and  loving." 
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''  Not  clever  at  all !  "  Louise  felt  a  sadden  disappointment. 
She  knew  she  was  not  clever;  she  was  pretty^  and  that  was 
enough.  She  believed  that  a  clever  woman  must  of  necessity 
be  an  ugly  one;  but  she  thought  that  all  men  should  be 
clever — how  else  were  they  to  earn  money  and  get  on  in  the 
world  ?  She  was  not  repelled  by  this  account  of  Jean  Marie ; 
she  knew  that  Mathurin  disliked  him,  and  therefore  was  not 
likely  to  do  him  justice ;  she  was  interested  in  thinking  that 
this  wild,  fierce  man  had  been  so  amiable  to  her. 

''Men  soften  as  they  grow  older/'  she  said,  uttering  her 
thoughts  aloud  more  than  speaking  to  Mathurin.  "  I  have 
heard  that  Monsieur  Mao  disliked  his  stepmother.  I  daresay 
she  made  him  wicked.^' 

"There  was  no  stepmother  when  I  lived  at  the  farm  of 
Braspard.'^  Mathurin  spoke  doggedly.  ''  A  man  may  smooth 
his  tongue,  but  the  will  does  not  change  till  he  grows  older 
than  Jean  Marie  Mao ;  he  is  a  fierce,  hard  man,  and  his  will  is 
80  strong  that  it  will  break  the  will  that  sets  itself  against  it.** 

''  I  like  a  man  to  have  a  strong  will" — Louise  was  talking 
to  herself  again,  though  she  spoke  aloud — ''a  strong  man  will 
love  better  than  a  weak  one.  I  think  Jean  Marie  will  make  a 
good  husband.'' 

"All  women  are  fools,"  Mathurin  muttered  to  himself. 
"  He  may  make  a  good  husband,  but  I  tell  you  he  would  not 
suit  you." 

Louise  smiled.  "  I  am  not  going  to  marry  him,  so  you 
need  not  be  so  in  earnest;  but  why  should  not  he  suit  me  ? " 

The  old  man  looked  at  her  gravely  for  several  minutes, 
then  shook  his  head  anid  turned  again  to  his  work. 

Louise  jumped  up,  and  put  her  hand  on  his  shoulder. 
"  Come,  come,  Mathurin,  no  mystery — what  is  there  about  me 
that  makes  me  specially  unfit  to  be  his  wife  ?  " 

Mathurin  groaned.  "  You  are  pretty,  and  you  are  foolish, 
you  do  not  like  work  and  you  like  flatterers ;  if  Jean  Marie 
thought  his  wife  liked  to  be  looked  at,  he  would  shoot  her  as 
he  would  shoot  a  wolf." 

His  dark,  sunken  eyes  gleamed,  and  Louise  shuddered. 
But  again  she  remembered  Mathurin's  quarrel  with  the  farmer, 
and  she  told  herself  he  was  prejudiced. 

"  You  are  cross  this  morning.  I  suppose  that  boy,  Jules, 
has  vexed  you.     I  shall  leave  you  to  digest  your  ill-temper." 

She  sauntered  round  to  the  pool.    The  mill  was  idle  this 
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mornings  and  the  dark  green  water  lay  in  untroubled  depth. 
The  girl  stood  gazing  into  it.  The  old  man's  words  had  disturbed 
her. 

How  easy  it  would  be  to  drown  here !  **  she  thought. 
I  wonder  why  I  asked  all  that  about  Jean  Marie  ?  I  like 
Christophe  best ;  but  then^  if  he  cannot  marry — well,  I  shall 
talk  to  him  at  the  f^te,  and  dance  with  him  too.  He  does  not 
guess  that  I  can  dance  so  well.''  This  last  thought  was  com- 
forting, and  chased  away  her  unusual  gloom. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

JEAN   MARIE   IN   LOVE. 

Jean  Maiue  was  a  puzzle  to  himself.  His  nature  was  disturbed. 
The  horizon  of  daily  life  which  till  now  had  been  the  strict  ful- 
filment of  a  certain  round  of  duty,  the  gaining  of  a  certain 
advantage  to  his  land  or  cattle  which  should  ensure  an  equiva- 
lent return  in  value — this  narrow  material  limit  had  lifted,  and 
showed  in  its  place  vague,  but  at  times  intensely  bright,  pictures 
of  a  life  which,  till  now,  he  had  not  thought  possible  for  him. 

Why  should  his  home  be  desolate  ?  why  should  there  not 
be  a  sweet  face  sitting  opposite  him  beside  the  hearth,  and  the 
patter  of  children's  feet  on  the  floor.  He  sat  smoking  his  pipe 
half-an-hour  longer  than  usual,  while  he  indulged  these  visions, 
and  then  he  shook  himself  and  looked  full  of  shame. 

'*  A  fine  example  I  am  setting  Christophe,"  he  said  to  old 
Jeanne,  who  had  sat  spinning  in  silence ;  "  he  will  have  gone 
to  work." 

Jeanne  had  watched  Christophe  lie  down  and  smoke  his 
pipe  among  the  rocks,  but  she  kept  silence ;  there  was  no  need 
to  stir  up  strife — she  felt  that  it  would  come  soon  enough. 

When  the  brothers  met  in  the  evening  they  smoked  in 
silence,  and  went  to  bed  earlier  than  usual;  they  were  both 
thinking  of  Louise,  and  yet  they  would  not  speak  of  her. 

Christophe's  dreams  were  coloured  with  the  romance  of 
young  love.  He  thought  of  his  next  meeting  with  the  young 
girl,  and  planned  the  words  he  would  say  to  find  out  if  he  had 
really  ofiended  her.  He  recalled  every  look  and  word  that  had 
passed,  and  then  he  dreamed  of  her  face  and  figure  as  she 
rested  on  his  arm,  and  pictured  h6r  listening  to  his  love,  and 
owning  hers  in  return. 
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Jean  Marie^s  feelings  were  stronger,  but  far  more  prac- 
tical and  common-place.  Firsts  he  told  himself,  he  was  too 
old  to  marry  so  young  a  girl,  for  the  farmer's  thoughts  went 
straight  to  marriage;  he  had  no  time  to  waste  in  dalliance. 
To  Jean  Marie  everything  that  was  not  decidedly  useful  was 
waste,  and  waste  was  to  him  the  greatest  of  sins. 

'^  She  is  very  young  and  childlike — too  young  to  manage  a 
household."  On  this  thought  he  pondered  for  several  days; 
then  it  struck  him  suddenly  that  a  young  woman  with  Jeanne 
at  hand  to  help  and  teach  her  would  soon  be  able  to  fulfil  the 
duties  of  his  simple  household ;  her  youth  and  ignorance  were 
in  her  favour.  '^  She  would  have  nothing  to  unlearn,"  and 
this  thought  cheered  him.  Then  came  the  question  of  her 
beauty,  and  Jean  Marie  told  himself  that  he  could  never  marry 
a  woman  who  had  not  good  looks,  and  that  as  his  wife  Louise 
would  be  safe  from  admirers. 

'^  If  she  can  like  me  " — there  was  a  proud,  resolute  smile 
on  his  lips — "  I  shall  love  her  well  enough  to  make  her  happy ; 
and  I  think  she  has  no  dislike  to  me." 

But  he  was  not  a  man  to  act  hastily.  He  should  wait ; 
then,  if  he  found  he  still  wished  for  Louise,  he  should  go  over 
to  St.  Herbot,  and  see  her  again  before  he  decided. 

But  spite  of  the  resolute  will  with  which  he  forced  his 
thoughts  once  more  into  the  narrow  round  of  daily  cares, 
love  asserted  its  power,  and  for  his  very  struggling  against 
and  contempt  for  the  usual  ways  of  a  lover,  it  tormented  him 
fiercely.  He  seemed  to  see  Louise  everywhere,  and  the  strange 
sadden  hunger  he  had  felt  at  the  mill  at  sight  of  her  teased  him 
day  and  night  with  a  longing  to  gaze  on  her  again. 

But  he  would  not  yield  to  it.  He  despised  himself;  for  the 
fancy  which  mastered  his  senses  was  in  his  experience  unheard 
of  in  the  choice  of  a  wife ;  a  wife  was  chosen  for  what  she  had, 
and  for  her  thrifty  qualities,  never  for  her  beauty.  He  grew 
thinner,  even  a  shade  yellower;  and  his  manner  towards 
Christophe  became  so  silent  and  captious,  that  Jeanne  lived  in 
daily  fear  of  a  quarrel  between  the  brothers.  About  a  fortnight 
after  his  visit,  the  fai*mer  had  been  more  sullen  than  usual. 
The  Pardon  of  St.  Herbot  was  at  hand,  and  Louise  had  spoken 
of  meeting  him  at  the  festival.  Should  he  wait  till  then,  or 
should  he  see  her  again  first,  and  decide  whether  he  would 
marry  her  or  try  to  live  without  her.  He  did  not  anticipate 
a  refusal ;    he  felt  sure  that  Louise  was  not  likely  to  get  so 
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good  an  offer  as  his — ^he  bad  only  to  make  his  proposal  to 
Madame  Bosquec^  and  he  would  be  accepted ;  bat  he  had  got  a 
fancy  in  his  head  which  mastered  him  while  he  scorned  it — and 
if  he  had  been  a  cultivated  thinker^  instead  of  a  Breton  farmer, 
he  would  have  marvelled  at  the  constraining  power  of  love 
— ^he  wanted  Louise  to  marry  him  for  himself,  not  for  what 
he  had  to  give  her.  To-day,  as  he  sat  at  dinner,  this  thought 
had  been  paramount. 

All  at  once  Christophe  said,  ''Why,  what  ails  thee,  brother? 
thou  art  as  haggard  as  an  old  man ;  but  thou  art  getting  old, 
in  truth — thirty !  it  is  half  a  life !  How  I  will  dance  at  the 
fete.     Ah,  I  wish  one  could  be  always  young.'* 

He  rose,  went  to  the  door,  and  stood  looking  out. 

Jean  Marie  trembled  with  fierce  anger  and  doubt.  If 
Christophe  thought  him  old,  would  not  Louise  think  so  ;  and 
for  the  first  time,  a  chill  dread  fell  on  him — would  not  Louise 
prefer  Christophe  to  himself  when  they  met  at  the  fete. 

He  sat  speechless,  motionless ;  his  anger  was  congealed 
by  the  chill,  horrible  suspicion.     Christcphe's  voice  roused  him 

''  Here  is  that  mischief-maker,  Coeffic  the  tailor.  I  leave 
him  to  thee,  brother.'' 

He  drew  back  from  the  doorway  and  passed  into  the  other 
room. 

A  few  minutes  after,  the  sinister  face  with  its  red  hair 
showed  under  a  broad-leaved  dusty  black  hat  in  the  doorway. 

''  At  your  service.  Master  Mao,"  CoeflBc  spoke  in  a  cring- 
ing, ill-assured  voice.  He  was  never  so  much  at  his  ease  with 
men  as  he  was  with  women. 

Jean  Marie  despised  the  tailor,  as  his  fellows  did  generally, 
but  he  looked  on  him  as  a  necessity,  to  be  tolerated  for  the 
common  good.  To-day  he  was  too  much  engrossed  by  his 
thoughts  to  notice  his  presence,  till  Coeffic,  never  easily  re- 
buffed, advanced  from  the  passage  into  the  room  itself,  and 
stood  beside  him.  Then  the  farmer  gathered  in  the  meaniug 
of  Christophers  words,  and  he  looked  up,  frowning. 

"  What  ails  you,  master,  you  seem  troubled  ?  Or  is  it  that 
you  are  ill  ?  " 

The  man's  fawning  voice  irritated  Jean  Marie.  "  What  do 
you  want,  Coeffic  ?     Say  it  out,  and  have  done." 

''  What  do  I  want  I  Ah,  neighbour,  you  are  pleased  to  be 
witty.  Is  it  to  be  supposed  that  I  have  no  feeling  or  interest 
for  a  man  whose   father  and  mother  I  knew  before  he  was 
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bom  ?    I  came  to  inquire  for  your  healthy  neighbour.    You 
are  not  well,  I  fancy." 

Jean  Marie  got  up  with  an  impatient  grunt,  and  strode 
across  tiie  room  with  long  steps,  leaving  Coeffic  standing 
beside  the  bench.  He  kept  his  cringing  attitude,  but  he 
watched  the  farmer  keenly  from  under  his  thick  red  brows. 

"It  is  the  part  of  a  girl  or  a  child  to  think  about  health'' 
— Jean  Marie  had  turned  his  back  on  the  tailor — ''  what  have 
fall-grown  men  to  do  with  fancies  ?  If  a  man  is  sick,  he  takes 
to  his  bed,  he  dies  or  he  recovers,  but  as  long  as  he  can  get 
about,  the  less  he  thinks  of  health  the  better.^' 

The  tailor  stood  looking  at  him  out  of  his  half-closed  eyes. 
It  was  plain  to  his  keen  wits  that,  if  he  meant  to  do  any  business 
with  Jean  Marie  this  afternoon,  he  must  begin  by  soothing  him. 

'^  Those  are  two  fine  little  cows  of  yours  I  saw  as  I  came 
in,^^  he  said.     ''  Are  they  of  your  own  rearing  ?  '' ' 

Jean  Marie  looked  interested,  but  he  spoke  without  turning 
bis  bead.  ''  They  are  my  own  rearing,  and  their  grandmother 
was  a  calf  when  I  was  a  boy ;  she  was  a  finer  beast  than  either 
of  them.'' 

"  How  fond  your  mother  was  of  the  cattle  !  "  The  tailor 
was  trying  to  get  round  to  his  point  with  the  least  possible 
delay.     "  I  have  known  her  sit  up  with  a  sick  cow  all  nighfc." 

His  mother's  name  always  softened  Jean  Marie.  He  turned 
round.     There  was  a  sad  smile  on  his  lips. 

"Will  you  drink?"  he  said 

Part  of  Coefiic's  business  lay  in  studying  the  foibles  of  his 
neighbours,  and  he  knew  that  Jean  Marie  was  more  thrifty  than 
hospitable.  He  shook  his  head.  "  No  j  but  I  thank  you  all 
the  same.  I  was  thinking  that  you  want  such  a  housewife  as 
your  mother  was,  farmer/' 

"  That  is  not  possible ;  no  one  could  match  her,"  he  said, 
simply,  and  he  seated  himself  on  one  of  the  long  benches. 
But  the  scowl  had  left  his  face,  and  the  tailor  thought  the 
right  moment  for  speaking  out  had  come. 

"  When  do  you  mean  to  give  the  farm  a  mistress,  and  send 
for  me  to  make  the  first  advances  ?  "  The  tailor  put  his  head 
on  one  side,  and  looked  confidential. 

Jean  Marie  smiled  against  his  will  at  the  intent  expecta- 
tion in  the  man's  face.  "  You  had  better  look  for  occupation 
elsewhere,  Coeffic.  I  am  not  in  haste  to  marry ;  and  if  I  do 
marry,  I  shall  choose  carefully  for  myse^^*^ 
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''And  get  deceived/'  CoeflBc  forgot  caution  in  his  eager- 
noBS.  ''  What  is  the  use  of  the  Bazvalan  if  he  does  not  tsk» 
all  the  trouble  off  the  wooer's  hands  ?  At  this  very  moment,  I 
know  of  a  charming  young  girl,  fresh  and  beautiful  as  spring; 
she  has  not  much  fortune^  it  is  true^  but  her  mother  is  a  thrifty 
housewife  and  a  good  spinner^  and  she  comes  of  a  good  stock. 
There  are  stores  of  homespun  linen  as  white  as  snow  in  her 
house ;  and  though  the  girl's  beauty  is  such  as  has  never  been 
seen  at  Huelgoat,  as  yet  she  has  no  lover.  Shall  I  not  pro- 
pose you?  I  speak  of  Louise  Rusquec,  of  the  mill  of  St. 
Herbot/' 

A  dark  flush  had  been  deepening  on  Jean  Marie's  face,  and 
Coeffic's  last  words  were  spoken  in  an  uncertain,  quavering 
voice,  for  a  heavy  frown  had  gathered  on  Mao's  forehead  at  the 
name  of  Louise. 

'*  Malediction  on  all  meddlers !  "  He  struck  his  fist  fiercely 
on  the  bench.  '^  It  is  very  well  for  fools  who  cannot  choose 
for  themselves  to  use  the  services  of  such  a  creature  as  yon- 
go-between,  mischief-maker  that  you  are!  When  I  want 
you  I  will  send  for  you.  Now  be  off  quickly,  or  your  long 
ears  may  be  the  worse  for  it." 

Coeffic  had  crouched  during  this  speech  till  he  looked 
almost  like  a  ball.  As  Jean  Marie  stopped,  already  ashamed 
of  his  passion,  the  tailor  raised  himself  and  backed  to  the  door. 
Feeling  himself  safe  there,  he  shook  his  fist,  and  called  out— 
^'  Take  care,  wild  man,  CoeflSc  is  better  for  a  friend  than  for  an 
enemy.  You  are  more  like  a  wolf  than  a  Christian.  Holy 
Virgin !  what  was  I  about,  to  propose  a  fair  young  maid  to 
such  a  savage." 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A   pony's   tail. 

Chbistophe  had  gone  down  towards  the  market-place  of 
Huelgoat.  He  walked  briskly,  but  with  a  certain  rolling, 
sailor-like  gait,  and  he  whistled  as  he  went  along.  His  frank, 
comely  face  and  cheerful  smile  seemed  to  brighten  up  the 
straggling  grey  stone  houses  as  he  passed  them  by.  A  few  white- 
capped  children  were  playing  about  and  within  some  of  the 
doorways ;  dark-eyed,  keen-faced  Madame  Kerest  stood  at  the 
entrance  to  the  littl.nex  n,  scolding  her  heavy-browed,  stupid- 
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lookmg  maid ;  but  for  these  signs  of  life,  the  town  seemed 
asleep. 

Past  the  market-place,  however,  Christophe  came  sud- 
denly on  a  group  of  men  —  his  cousin  the  barber  Jules 
Kerharo,  a  grasshopper  of  a  man ;  Pierre  Kerest,  the  inn- 
keeper ;  and  old  Mathurin.  Mathurin  made  a  striking  con- 
trast to  the  other  two,  who  did  not  wear  peasant  costume ; 
instead  of  the  universal  broad-brimmed  black  hat,  they  had 
greasy,  faded  cloth  caps ;  they  wore  shoes  instead  of  sabots, 
and  had  no  buttons  or  trimmings  on  their  long  brown  jackets. 
These  two  were  making  a  careful  inspection  of  a  light  brown 
pony  which  Mathurin  held  by  the  bridle. 

The  old  man's  grim,  dogged  face  lightened  when  he  saw 
Christophe. 

*^  Good  day  to  you  all.''  Mao's  voice  was  as  fresh  as  a 
boy's ;  *'  why,  Mathurin,  how  came  you  by  that  little  nag  ?  he 
is  too  small  for  work." 

The  barber  clapped  his  hands,  and  struck  in  eagerly — 

"  That  is  exactly  what  we  tell  him,  my  cousin ;  but  the  old 
obstinate  tells  us  to  mind  our  own  affairs,  and " 

"Well,  well,"  Kerest  interrupted — he  did  not  care  for  Chris- 
tophe, who  had  no  money  to  spend  in  liquor — ^'  that  is  just 
what  you  should  do,  Kerharo,  and  I  have  a  beard  of  ten  days' 
growth  at  your  service ;  we  will  leave  this  old  obstinate  to  Mao.'^ 

The  dogged,  insensible  look  passed  out  of  Mathurin's  face, 
when  he  found  himself  alone  with  Christophe. 

"How  is  with  thee,  my  lad?"  his  eyes  glistened,  "and 
when  art  thou  coming  to  St.  Herbot  ?  " 

"lam  coming  to  the  Pardon  be  sure,"  said  Christophe. 
''I  mean  to  dance  with  your  young  mistress;  did  she  tell 
you  she  had  seen  me  ?  "     He  looked  shyly  at  the  old  man. 

Mathurin  smiled  and  nodded. 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  son,  leave  her  alone  for  that.  She  does  not 
see  thy  like  in  Huelgoat  or  elsewhere.  She  has  been  eager  to 
see  thee  since  first  she  knew  thou  wert  at  the  farm." 

A  warm  glow  of  delight  spread  over  Christophe's  handsome 
^e,  and  he  drew  himself  up  with  pleasure. 

"Thou  dear  old  man  !  Stay,  Mathurin,  such  a  tail  as  thy 
little  horse  has  should  not  hang  loose  to  get  tangled  and  matted, 
let  me  see  what  I  can  do  for  thee." 

'^  His  tail  is  long,  and  he  is  a  good  little  beast,  but  I  fear 
he  is  too  small  for  the  work,"    Mathurin  stood  looking  at  the 
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young  man  as  he  divided  tlie  horse's  yellow  tail  much  as  Louise 
had  divided  her  tresses^  and  proceeded  to  plait  them.  ''  It  is 
because  I  changed  away  our  old  brown  mare  for  this  colt  that 
Kerest  and  the  barber  make  so  much  ado/'  He  fumbled  in 
his  baggy  pockety  pulled  out  a  flint  and  steely  and  proceeded 
to  light  his  pipe. 

Christophe  could  not  please  himself  with  the  pony's  tail ; 
he  had  half-plaited  the  thick^  long  hair^  and  then  seized  by  a 
new  idea^  he  undid  his  work  and  began  again. 

"  Mathurin ; "  he  did  not  look  round ;  ''  when  thou  art 
home  again,  wilt  thou  say  who  trimmed  up  the  pony  ?  " 

'^  Ay,  surely ;  it  will  be  known  that  it  is  too  adroit  for 
my  handiwork.  My  fingers  are  too  stiff  and  crooked  for  sadi 
nick-nackeries.  While  thou  art  plaiting  it  I  will  get  some 
tobacco  and  some  sewing  thread ;  that  rascal  Coeffic  has  cleared 
the  house  of  it." 

Mathurin  hobbled  away  to  the  little  shop  where  thread  and 
buttons,  and  tapes  and  needles  were  sold,  when  such  unusual 
purchases  were  made  out  of  fair  time.  Two  large  barrels  of 
cider,  and  several  smaller  ones  of  wine  and  brandy,  showed 
that  the  shop  had  other  and  more  popular  means  of  existence. 
It  was  kept  by  a  sister  of  Mathurin*s,  and  he  was  soon  engaged 
in  an  interesting  talk,  in  which  rheumatism  and  the  price  of 
fodder  formed  the  chief  topics. 

Meantime  Christophe  had  finished  plaiting  the  horse's  taO, 
and  was  feeling  in  his  pocket  for  an  odd  bit  of  string  with 
which  to  fasten  it  up  in  the  approved  Breton  fashion,  a  fashion 
which  would  have  irritated  Sir  Charles  Grandison ;  his  back 
was  turned  to  the  road,  or  he  would  not  have  stood  so  still. 
He  wpuld  have  descried  Coeffic  coming  towards  him  as  fast  as 
his  limp  would  permit,  with  a  most  maUcious  grin  on  his  ugly 
face. 

"  Good  day.  Monsieur  Christophe ;  always  hard  at  work  for 
yourself  or  your  neighbours." 

Christophe  blushed  like  a  girl ;  but  Coeffic  did  not  mean 
to  give  him  offence.  ''How  handsome  you  look,"  he  said; 
*'  do  you  not  want  me  to  embroider  you  a  new  waistcoat  for 
the  Pardon,  eh  ?"  he  looked  flatteringly  up  in  the  young  man's 
face. 

Christophe  shook  his  head. 

''I  have  no  money  to  spend  on  embroidery;  Jeanne  is 
shaping  a  waistcoat  of  my  father's  for  me." 
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The  tailor  looked  compassionate. 

"Ah ! — an  old  waistcoat !  Holy  Virgin  !  it  is  suitable,  is 
it  not,  that  the  finest  young  bachelor  in  Huelgoat  should  go  to 
St.  Herbot  in  an  old  waistcoat  tinkered  up  by  a  serving  woman 
who  knows  no  more  how  to  fashion  it  than  Mathurin's  pony^ 
and  who  was  never  taught  tailoring  in  her  life.  Yes,  yes,  you 
should  see  the  gown  and  bodice  I  have  been  making  for  the 
pretty  maid  of  the  Mill  of  St.  Herbot ;  aha  !  my  young  spark 
can  listen  now,  1*11  warrant.  I  have  been  at  the  mill  these 
three  or  four  days,  and  a  little  bird  whispered  to  me,  for  whose 
sake  it  was  tiiat  the  pretty  Louise  was  so  fussy  about  the  hang 
of  her  skirt  and  the  fit  of  her  bodice.  And  what  a  bosom  that 
bodice  will  cover  !  We  tailors  hear  all  the  secrets,  but  mum 
— we  only  tell  them  to  the  persons  concerned." 

Christophe  knew  that  Coeffic  was  a  liar,  and  he  looked 
incredulous,  but  the  tailor  construed  the  real  meaning  of  his 
look  to  be,  "  Convince  me.^^ 

It  is  your,  trade  to  couple  young  folks,  Coeffic,"  he  sighed. 
But  I  warn  you  I  am  an  unprofitable  subject.     I  have  no 
money  for  the  Bazvalan,  nor  can  I  afibrd  to  take  a  wife." 

Coeffic's  sharp  ears  heard  footsteps ;  he  looked  round  and 
saw  Mathurin  hobbling  briskly  forward. 

The  tailor's  red  locks  brushed  Christophe's  cheek,  as  he 
stood  on  tiptoe  and  whispered — 

"  The  mill  wants  a  master,  and  the  maid  wants  a  husband, 
to  her,  my  man ;  you  can  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone,  if  you 
will.  Master  Christophe." 

He  limped  ofi"  with  a  spiteful  look  at  Mathurin's  vexed  face, 
as  he  came  quickly  towards  his  young  master. 

"  Aha !  "  Coeffic  chuckled  as  he  limped  home,  ''  that  is  a 
fine  revenge  I  am  taking  on  the  brutal  wild  man ;  curse  him  ! 
It  is  always  harder  to  be  cut  out  by  a  friend  than  by  a  stranger, 
and  by  his  own  brother  too;  ha !  ha !  ha !  " 

He  gave  so  unearthly  a  yell  of  delight  that  a  donkey  stand- 
ing within  one  of  the  low  arched  doorways  set  oflf  braying  as  if 
he  found  sympathy  in  the  tailor's  outcry. 


(C 
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CHAPTER  Vin. 

THE   BROTHERS   AT   THE   MILL. 

It  seemed  to  Jean  Marie,  when  he  recovered  from  his  anger, 
that  he  had  acted  foolishly  in  quarrelling  with  Coeffic. 

It  was  possible  that  Madame  Rnsquec  had  commissioned 
the  tailor  to  find  a  husband  for  her  pretty  daughter,  and  that 
CoeflSc  had  given  him  the  first  ofier. 

He  struck  his  fist  fiercely  on  the  table  as  he  thought  this — 
what  more  likely  than  that  Coeffic  would  go  and  make  a  like 
{)Toposal  to  one  of  his  unmarried  neighbours. 

*^  And  no  one  but  such  an  ungovemed  idiot  as  I  am  would 
make  two  bites  at  such  a  cherry  as  Louise  is.*' 

The  vision  he  had  seen  at  the  cascades  seemed  to  flit  across 
the  great  dingy  room,  and  to  fill  it  with  sunshine.  He  went  out 
and  worked  till  much  later  than  usual.  Next  morning,  too,  he 
did  an  unusual  spell  of  work,  and  was  even  more  brusque  and 
silent  than  before,  but  to  Jeanne's  surprise  he  came  in  early 
in  the  afternoon,  and  asked  for  his  Sunday  suit  and  his  best 
hat.  Dressed  in  these,  with  carefully  brushed  hair  and  black 
heavy  shoes  instead  of  dirty  sabots,  Jean  Marie  looked  a  very 
remarkable  man,  and  one  not  ill-suited  to  go  a- wooing. 

"  What  is  doing  ?  **  the  quiet  old  servant  thought,  as  she 
watched  him  stepping,  cudgel  in  hand,  along  the  road; 
*'  never  before  did  our  master  put  on  his  best  clothes  on  » 
week-day,  unless  for  a  fair  or  a  Pardon." 

Christophe  had  started  soon  after  dinner  for  the  mill,  but 
he  had  not  gone  with  the  set  purpose  of  visiting  Madame 
Rusquec ;  he  had  told  Mathurin  to  expect  him,  and  he  hoped 
that  the  old  man  might  speak  of  him  to  Louise  ;  but  he  did 
not  feel  that  he  had  an  excuse  for  presenting  himself  at  the 
mill ;  he  could  only  take  his  chance  of  what  might  happen. 
Mathurin  did  his  errand  clumsily. 

"  I  told  Christophe  to  come  and  see  you,''  he  said  next 
morning  to  Louise;  '^I  told  him  he  would  be  welcome.  See 
how  fine  he  has  made  M6jid,  and  all  to  please  you.'' 

"Mejid  looks  best  with  his  tail  loose" — Louise  tossed  her 
head  and  her  eyes  sparkled  with  anger — "  what  right  have  you 
to  speak  for  me  to  any  bachelor?  You  can  welcome  your 
visitor  if  you  choose — to  me  he  is  a  stranger." 

She  turned  abruptly  away,  for  she  had  begun  to  cry  with 
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vexation.  That  Christophe,  who  already  thought  her  forward, 
should  be  told  she  would  welcome  him  was  too  hard  to  bear. 
She  would  go  away  and  hide  herself  in  the  wood,  and  let  him 
have  his  journey  for  nothing. 

She  ran  off  among  the  trees,  and  though  Mathurin  called 
to  her  she  would  not  heed  him.  Mathurin  shook  his  head  and 
repeated  to  himself  some  sage,  if  stale,  reflections  on  the  con- 
duct of  young  girls.  The  old  servant  had  kept  silence  about 
Christophers  visit  till  past  mid-day,  so  that  soon  after  Louise's 
retreat  the  young  man  appeared.  Mathurin  looked  at  him  shyly, 
without  any  heartiness  of  welcome. 

"Where  is  she?''  the  young  man  asked.  Mathurin  nodded 
towards  the  wood.  "  I  will  go  down  to  the  cascades" — Chris- 
tophe hoped  he  might  find  Louise  in  the  wood — "  I  will  come 
back  again  by-and-by,  when  you  are  less  busy,  Mathurin." 

The  old  man  watched  his  tall,  straight  figure  disappear,  and 
then  he  went  on  chopping  wood. 

"  Well,"  he  thought,  "  it  may  be  that  we  old  folks  can't 
get  the  same  meaning  out  of  words  as  young  ones  can. 
May  be  they  two  will  meet  in  the  wood  and  set  all  right 
their  own  way,  but  I  doubt  if  there  is  wisdom  in  it."  He 
slowly  shook  his  head. 

Christophe  went  on  a  little  way,  and  then  breaking  through 
a  thick  bit  of  copse  he  came  in  sight  of  the  cascades.     Louise 
was  not  visible,  but  the  beauty  of  the  place  caught  his  eye  and 
arrested  him.    Like  most  of  his  fisher  comrades  he  was  dreamy- 
natured  spite  of  his  keen  sense  of  enjoyment;  no  one  had  heard 
him  talk  of  the  fair  scenes  he  had  witnessed  on  the  far-off 
southern  coast,  and  yet  he  had  spent  many  an  hour  musing 
over  them,  as  he  now  stood  musing  on  a  ledge  of  rock  over- 
hanging the  cascade.     There  was  a  strange  mixture  in  the 
scene.     The  trees  around  him  clothed  in  the  soft,  reposeful 
tints  of  spring,  the  calm  sky  streaked  with  a  few  long,  pearl- 
coloured  cloud-lines,  the  strangely  rounded  grey  rocks  here  and 
below,  and  in  the  midst  of  this  sweet  harmony  of  peace — the 
discord  of  the  roaring,  foaming  fall  flinging  itself  more  than  a 
hundred  feet  down  the  stony  valley.    The  contrast  kept  Chris- 
tophe gazing  there  in  a  kind  of  pleasant  wonder.     Besides  the 
intense  love  for  his  native  wilds,  so  special  to  a  Breton,  the 
scene  had  for  him  the  attraction  of  freshness.     He  had  not  been 
at  St.  Herbot  since  his  return,  and  as  a  boy,  when  the  mill  was 
his  father's,  he  had  been  used  to  spend  long  days  at  the  cascades. 
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Meantime  Jean  Marie  had  reached  the  mill^  and  had  found 
Madame  Rusqnec  alone^  seated^  as  nsnal,  at  her  spinning- 
wheel.  On  the  way  the  farmer  had  pondered  on  an  excuse 
for  his  visits  and^  after  he  had  been  greeted  and  asked  to  sit, 
he  cleared  his  throat  and  began^  feeling  more  ill  at  ease  than 
he  had  ever  felt  in  his  life. 

*'  Do  you  find  Mathurin  sufficient  for  his  work  V  he  said. 

Madame  Busquec's  large  serious  eyes  looked  at  him  as  if 
they  would  draw  out  his  mining. 

'^  Mathurin  does  what  I  bid  him,  and  that  is  all  I  want ;  he 
suits  rae ;  he  is  old,  but  then  a  younger  man  would  be  less 
thoughtful,  and  would  care  more  to  please  himself.'' 

"  Then  you  are  content  as  it  is  V^ 

'^  Yes  /'  but  she  thought,  "  why  does  he  ask  this  ?  A  man 
like  farmer  Mao  does  not  come  all  the  way  from  Huelgoat  only 
to  ask  how  I  like  my  servant.'' 

She  waited,  but  Jean  Marie  seemed  stricken  dumb  by  her 
last  reply.  This  had  uprooted  an  idea  which  had  grown  this 
afternoon,  and  which  had  sent  him  back  to  the  farmhouse  from 
his  work,  to  ask  for  his  Sunday  suit. 

Why  should  not  he  go  to  the  mill  and  see  what  his  chances 
were  with  Louise,  and  also  rid  himself  of  his  brother  by  instal- 
ling him  as  manager  to  the  widow.  Jean  Marie  loved  his 
brother,  but  he  did  not  care  to  watch  his  desultory  work,  it 
was  a  constant  blister  to  him.  At  the  mill  Christophe  would 
be  free  of  his  supervision,  and  could  idle  if  he  pleased.  But  a 
stronger  motive  than  this  prompted  Jean  Marie's  visit.  The 
sudden  maddening  jealousy  that  had  seized  him  when  Chris- 
tophe spoke  of  his  age  would  not  be  stifled,  it  kept  on  burst- 
ing into  fresh  life,  like  a  flame  on  old  timber.  Even  when 
he  thought  it  subdued,  for  he  felt  that  it  was  causeless,  it 
suddenly  blazed  up  again  as  fiercely  as  ever. 

Madame  Busquecwas  a  discreet  and  a  sensible  woman,  bat 
she  was  very  inquisitive,  and  a  shrewd  suspicion  of  her  visitor^s 
real  business  began  to  dawn  upon  her. 

''Why  do  you  ask  about  Mathurin,  Monsieur  Mao?"  she 
said,  and  she  looked  more  keenly  at  his  serious  face. 

He  sat  clasping  both  hands  on  the  cudgel  standing  between 
his  knees,  but  he  did  not  look  at  Madame  Busquec.  His 
dark,  deeply-sunken  eyes  roamed  over  the  bit  of  landscape 
framed  in  by  the  arched  doorway,  the  hill  opposite  grassed 
and  crowned  a-top  with  golden  furze,  and  the   huge  round 
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lamps  of  granite  cumbering  and  choking  the  river-bed,  which 
lay  between  the  cottage  and  the  hill. 

''  I  had  been  thinking  '^ — Jean  Marie  paused.  Yes,  it  was 
better  that  the  first  step  should  be  for  Christophe.  ^'  You  say 
Mathurin  suits — but  he  gets  older  every  year,''  he  spoke  more 
decidedly  now  that  business  was  in  question,  ''and  you  will  find 
that  the  mill  gets  less  profitable ;  my  advice  to  you  is  to  let  a 
younger  man  come  in  as  master,  who  will  still  allow  you  to  take 
what  the  mill  earns  at  present,  and  work  the  rest  for  his  own 
profit.'' 

Madame  Rusquec  had  grown  very  rigid  as  she  listened. 

"  I  cannot  part  with  Mathurin,  he  has  served  me  faithfully.'* 

''  You  need  not.  Mathurin  will  serve  willingly  under  the 
man  I  am  thinking  of." 

Madame  Busquec  had  been  a  docile  submissive  wife,  but 
she  had  now  for  some  years  been  a  free  agent,  and  she  resented 
the  farmer's  interference. 

"  I  think  it  is  best  as  it  is.  When  there  is  a  young  girl  at 
home  an  old  man  is  better  than  a  young  one." 

Now,  this  was  just  the  opening  Jean  Marie  desired,  he 
grasped  his  cudgel  still  more  firmly  and  looked  straight  before 
him ;  and^  as  the  words  shaped  themselves  for  utterance,  Louise 
stood  in  front  of  the  arched  doorway.  The  widow  rejoiced  in 
the  interruption. 

"  Gome  in,  Louise,"  she  called  out,  for  the  girl  had  not 
looked  into  the  cottage,  and  had  not  seen  the  farmer,  ''  here  is 
Monsieur  Mao  from  Braspart." 

Louise  looked  pleased  at  this,  she  nodded  and  smiled  as  she 
came  in ;  and  as  the  fSaonner  raised  his  dark  serious  eyes  to  her 
face,  and  she  saw  the  admiration  he  felt,  her  wounded  pride 
was  soothed.  She  had  not  cared  specially  to  see  this  man, 
and  he  had  come  unasked  to  see  her  again.  Goefific's  words 
and  his  assertion  that  Jean  Marie  was  the  best  match  in 
Huelgoat  came  back  to  her  mind,  a  flush  rose  in  her  cheeks, 
and  her  eyes  sparkled  with  a  kind  of  expectation.  She  did 
not  propose  to  herself  to  marry  the^  farmer,  but  it  would  be 
triomph  if  he  proposed  for  her. 

"  It  is  good  of  you  to  come  and  see  my  mother,  monsieur  " 
— she  looked  so  sweetly  at  him,  that  Jean  Marie's  hopes  rose 
high — "  she  has  so  few  visitors." 

A  strange  new  feeling  came  to  Jean  Marie.  Louise  did  not 
seat  herself  but  stood  beside  her  mother,  making  a  wonderful 
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contrast  in  her  dainty  pink  and  wliite  prettiness  to  the  daik- 
eyed,  heavy-featured,  stiflF  woman  at  the  spinning-wheel — 
Hebe  beside  Clotho.  The  farmer  suddenly  rose  and  stood 
opposite  Louise — ^he  felt  uneasy  to  remain  seated  while  tiiii 
fair  creature  stood. 

'^  Your  hill  is  steep  to  climb^^'  and  then  he  smiled  at  Louise. 
"  You  have  not  forgotten  your  promise  to  be  at  the  festival  ?  " 
his  eyes  glowed  as  he  waited  fol*  her  answer. 

Louise  turned  pale.  She  could  not  tell  what  it  was  ^lat 
chilled  her  so  suddenly  in  the  glance  of  Jean  Marie. 

^^Did  I  promise  ?''  the  words  came  hesitatingly,  and  she 
saw  his  whole  expression  change— he  looked  cold  and  hard 
again — in  that  moment  Louise  had  remembered  that  she  had 
been  anxious  to  meet  the  farmer  at  the  fdte  in  order  to  make 
the  acquaintance  of  his  brother,  and  now  this  was  done. 

But  still  it  was  a  triumph  to  be  asked  this  by  the  best 
match  in  Huelgoat.  "  I  am  honoured  that  you  should  remem- 
ber,*' she  said.  '^  I  am  thinking  so  much  about  the  fete.  It  will 
be  very  pleasant;  the  days  are  dull  here,  there  is  no  one  to  see.*' 

Jean  Marie  was  softened  by  her  pleading,  earnest  voice.  He 
looked  at  her  attentively.  '^  She  is  too  young  and  innocent  to 
deceive  me,''  he  thought ;  "  I  know  that  I  incline  to  sus- 
pect all  women,  but  this  one  is  different  fit)m  the  rest.** 
"  Would  you  like  a  home  in  Huelgoat  better  than  one  here, 
Louise  ?  " 

He  spoke  as  gently  as  he  could,  but  something  in  the 
question,  or  the  tone  of  it,  made  Madame  Busquec  look  up 
abruptly,  and  she  saw  Jean  Marie's  meaniug  in  his  face. 

Louise  guessed  it  also,  but  she  did  not  want  the  farmer  to 
be  so  hasty ;  she  wished  to  be  friends  with  him  at  the  iete. 
And  as  she  did  not  mean  to  marry  anyone  just  directly,  if  Jean 
Marie  asked  her  now,  she  would  have  to  say.  No. 

"  I  should  have  neighbours  if  I  lived  in  Huelgoat,"  she 
spoke  carelessly ;  "  but  then  I  should  miss  the  old  place,  and 
I  was  such  a  little  child  when  I  came  to  live  here." 

''  The  bird  cannot  always  stay  in  the  nest,"  Madame  Bus- 
quec said. 

Just  then  Mathurin  came  in  from  the  cow-stable. 

"  Mistress  " — he  nodded  at  Jean  Marie — "  there  is  Chris- 
tophe  Mao  outside.  I  told  him  he  would  be  welcome,  but  he 
will  not  come  in  for  my  asking." 

Madame  Rusquec  looked  at  the  farmer,  and  she  started. 
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A  grey  shade  had  fallen  on  his  face^  and  he  was  gnawing 
his  under  lip.  His  eyes  were  fixed  intently  on  Louise ;  and  as 
the  mother  followed  his  gaze^  she  saw  that  the  girl  had  reddened 
to  the  edge  of  her  muslin  cap. 

No  one  spoke  till  Madame  Rusquec  said,  "  Where  is  he, 
Mathurin  ?  "  and  she  passed  the  old  man,  and  went  into  the 
cow-shed.  Mathurin  followed  his  mistress.  Louise  stood  won- 
dering how  she  should  receive  Christophe.  She  had  forgotten 
Jean  Marie  in  her  delight  at  Mathurin's  news,  for  she  had 
grown  tired  of  her  own  self-deception  as  she  wandered  alone  in 
the  wood ;  and  when  she  came  back  to  the  mill  again,  and  saw 
no  traces  of  Christophe,  she  felt  deeply  mortified. 

Jean  Marie's  eyes  never  left  her  face  ;  and  as  he  watched 
the  play  of  feeling  there,  he  could  scarcely  keep  in  the  curse 
he  muttered. 

Standing  there,  as  still  as  one  of  the  granite  figures  round 
some  old  Calvary,  he  saw  Madame  Rusquec  re-enter,  followed 
by  his  brother ;  and  he  thought  Christophe  had  never  looked 
so  young  and  handsome.  A  spasm,  partly  surprise  and  partly 
aDguish,  passed  over  his  grey  face  when  he  saw  that  Christophe 
came  up  frankly  to  Louise,  and  held  out  his  hand. 

At  this  Jean  Marie  turned  away.  He  was  furiously  angry, 
as  well  as  jealous. 

'*  I  am  fortunate,^'  Madame  Rusquec  said,  as  she  came  back 
to  her  seat  beside  the  spinning-wheel,  '^  I  who  never  have  visi- 
tors, to  get  two  in  one  day.  Your  brother  has  grown.  Monsieur 
Mao;  I  should  not  have  recognized  him.  He  is  not  like  you.'^ 
"  No  I  *'  said  Jean  Marie ;  and  both  the  young  people 
looked  round  quickly  at  the  harsh,  hoarse  tone. 

Christophe  left  Louise,  and  came  close  to  Madame  Rusquec. 
"  Am  I  like  my  mother,  Madame  ?  "     He  spoke  so  plea- 
santly, that  the  widow  was  drawn  to  him  at  once ;  ^'  our  old 
Jeanne  says  I  am  the  picture  of  her  when  she  married.** 

Christophers  easy,  frank  manner,  so  different  from  his  own 
— the  manner  of  a  man  who  had  lived  in  many  places,  and 
among  many  people,  instead  of  remaining  shut  up  in  the  farm- 
house of  Braspart — increased  to  fury  the  jealous  anger  burn- 
ing in  Jean  Marie's  heart. 

Why  could  he  not  seem  unconcerned  and  careless  ?  Instead 
of  this,  he  felt  harsher  and  stiffer  than  before.  And  yet  he 
thought  he  would  not  yield  so  easily ;  he  would  put  Louise  to 
the  test. 

23 
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'*  Yes,  you  are  like  your  mother,"  Madame  Busquec  began, 
and  then  Jean  Marie  thrust  himself  obtrusively  into  the  talk. 

''  Is  there  not  a  nearer  way  through  the  wood  than  the 
one  by  which  I  came  ?  Can  you  tell  me  the  way,''  he  went 
on,  *'  or  will  your  daughter  show  it  ?  '* 

"  I  lost  my  way,*'  Christophe  smiled  at  Louise. 

*' Yes,  there  is  a  short  way/'  said  Louise;  "  but  you  cannot 
find  it  alone,  either  of  you.  The  path  dies  away  before  it 
reaches  here,  and  we  have  to  find  our  way  to  it  again  by 
marks  on  the  trees.    I  will  show  the  short  road  to  both  of  you." 

Beside  Christophe,  Louise  shrank  firom  dark,  scowling 
Jean  Marie ;  and  she  was  determined  not  to  go  alone  with  him 
through  the  wood. 

Madame  Busquec  looked  on  in  silence.  She  felt  that  there 
was  something  under  the  surface  that  she  did  not  comprehend, 
but  her  mind  was  too  slow  to  seize  it.  The  brothers  nodded 
farewell  to  her,  and  followed  Louise  out  of  the  cottage,  and 
still  the  widow  said  nothing  but  "  Good  day ''  to  them.  She 
saw  that  Jean  Marie  admired  her  daughter,  and  she  hoped  that 
Louise  would  marry  him;  to  her  Christophe  was  a  bright, 
£:*ank  boy,  much  pleasanter  to  talk  to  than  his  elder  brother. 

'^  What  is  the  matter  ?  Are  you  ill  ? ''  Louise  said  to  the 
farmer.  She  was  a  little  way  in  advance,  going  towards  the 
wood,  and  she  looked  brightly  over  her  shoulder  at  the  silent 
man. 

''  I  was  thinking,''  he  said,  sulkily,  ''  you  cannot  expect 
all  the  world  to  talk,  can  you  ?  " 

''I  suppose  not,"  she  answered  quickly.  There  was  no 
doubt  in  her  own  mind  which  of  the  brothers  she  liked  the 
best,  but  she  resolved  to  keep  well  with  both.  "  I  have  not 
many  friends,  that  I  can  afford  to  lose  one,"  she  told  herself. 

She  chattered  on  merrily  as  she  went.  Christophe  would 
have  absorbed  her  talk  to  himself,  but  Louise  kept  on  appealing 
to  the  farmer ;  and  though  he  gave  her  abrupt  answers,  still 
he  was  appeased ;  it  might  not  be  as  he  suspected,  and  it  was 
not  her  fault  if  Christophe  had  intruded  on  the  interview. 

''  There  is  the  path."  Louise  stood  still,  and  pointed  on 
into  the  wood.  ^^  You  cannot  mistake  your  way  now.  Good- 
day  to  both  of  you,  and  I  hope  we  shall  meet  at  the  Pcffdon." 

She  smiled  up  in  Jean  Marie's  face,  and  the  man's  heart 
beat  with  hope ;  and  then  she  gave  Christophe  a  sweet,  shy 
glance,  that  made  him  long  to  follow  her  back  to  the  cottage. 
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Jean  Marie  planged  forward  into  the  wood.  He  wanted  to 
be  rid  of  his  brother's  presence  ;  he  was  not  safe  company,  and 
he  felt  it.  Unhappily,  Christophe  had  been  too  much  engrossed 
by  Loaise  to  think  of  anything  else.  His  brother  had  seemed 
silent,  bat  then  silence  was  a  habit  with  Jean  Marie.  Chris- 
tophe felt  too  gay  and  happy  in  the  remembrance  of  that  last 
blae-eyed  glance  to  be  alone,  and  he  started  off  to  overtake 
his  brother. 

Jean  Marie  heard  him  coming,  and  hurried  on  through  the 
wood,  till  he  reached  the  high  road  below.  He  paused  here  an 
instant  to  reflect. 

If  he  went  straight  back  to  Huelgoat,  Christophe  would  be 
up  with  him  at  once;  and  yet,  if  he  struck  down  the  lane  on 
the  right,  leading  to  the  village  and  church  of  St.  Herbot, 
Christophe  would  perceive  him  before  he  could  get  out  of  sight. 
So  he  went  on  doggedly,  till  the  young  man  burst  out  from 
the  wood  some  little  way  on,  and  jumped  down  into  the  road. 
Then  Jean  Marie  stopped,  and  spoke  angrily,  "Thou 
shouldst  be  at  work;  if  thou  hadst  taken  work  with  another 
than  me,  thou  couldst  not  have  quitted  it  thus;  thou  art  an 
idle  feUow.'' 

Christophe  had  hot  blood  as  well  as  his  brother,  though  it 
seldom  got  the  mastery  of  him ;  but  Jean  Marie^s  tone  was 
more  insufferable  than  his  words  were. 

^^lam  no  more  idle  than  thou ;  I  had  business  with  Mathurin.'' 
^^But  thou  hadst  not  business  at  the  mill;  and,  look  you. 
Mother  Rusquec — ^and — and  her  daughter  are  my  friends,  and 
I  warn  thee  to  keep  aloof  from  them.'' 

His  eyes  glowed  like  living  coals,  he  grasped  his  cudgel 
tightly,  and  looked  threateningly  at  Christophe.  His  manner 
betrayed  his  secret. 

But  hope  was  speaking  loudly  in  th  e  young  man's  heart.  He 
thought,  if  Jean  Marie  was  not  afraid  of  his  rivalry,  he  would 
be  less  angry. 

"Jean  Marie,  thou  art  unreasonable;  but  t.ell  me,  hast 
thou  asked  for  Louise  Rusquec  ? '' 
^'  No — what  is  that  to  thee  ?  '' 

^'  It  is  very  much.     The  girl  pleases  me,  and  I  think  I 
please  her.    I  did  not  mean  to  have  spoken  till  I  was  more 
^vanced  in  the  world ;  but  now  I  say,  let  us  act  fairly  by 
^iie  another.     It  was  thyself,  and  no  other,  who  bade  me  offer 
[  Myself  as  a  husband  for  Louise,  and  a  manager  to  the  mill "— 
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Jean  Marie  started  —  ^'  and  now  thou  art  angry  because  I 
follow  thy  counsel.  What  does  this  mean,  Jean  Marie  ?  Dost 
thou  want  Louise  for  thyself?  '^ 

Jean  Marie  had  grown  very  pale  with  anger.  "  That  is 
nought  to  thee ;  but  I  bid  thee  avoid  Louise  Busquec.  Thou 
canst  not  wed  her  if  she  would  have  thee ;  thou  hast  but  the 
clothes  on  thy  back.  If  I  find  thee  again  at  the  mill^  or  talk- 
ing to  Louise,  I  cast  thee  oflf ;  thou  shalt  be  no  more  to  me 
than  one  of  those  blocks  of  stone.'' 

"  For  a  wise  man^  brother/' — Christophe  had  recovered 
himself — "thou  art  strangely  unreasonable.  Why  need  we 
quarrel  because  we  both  want  the  same  woman  ?  Both  of  us 
cannot  have  her,  that  is  clear.  Let  us  draw  lots,  Jean  Marie, 
which  shall  first  ask  for  her." 

The  farmer  had  grown  ashamed  of  his  own  auger ;  he 
envied  Christophe's  power  of  self-control;  he  was  mollified, 
too,  by  seeing  that  the  young  man  was  not  certain  of  success. 

"  I  will  not  yield  her,"  he  said,  doggedly ;  '^  she  is  mine,  not 
yours." 

"  A  woman  belongs  to  herself  until  she  is  promised.  You 
cannot  make  her  yours  by  force.  I  say  again,  let  us  draw  lots 
who  shall  first  ask  for  her." 

Jean  Marie  stood  wrapped  in  sullen  thought.  At  last 
he  began  to  speak  slowly,  and  without  looking  the  young 
man  in  the  face :  "  I  have  warned  thee,  and  therefore  I  say, 
look  to  thyself.  I  will  not  draw  lots.  He  of  us  two  who  pos- 
sesses Louise  Busquec  shall  take  her  by  personal  right.  Thou 
hast  not  forgotten  how  to  wrestle  among  the  fishermen — ^well, 
then,  thou  and  I  will  try  a  fall  at  the  Pardon,  and  the  winner 
shall  have  first  chance  with  Louise." 

Christophe  recoiled.  ''It  is  hardly  fair,"  he  said.  ''I 
have  not  wrestled  for  years."  Then  seeing  a  sneer  on  Jean 
Marie's  dark  face,  ''  Have  thine  own  way,  after  all,  it  is  not 
always  the  one  who  asks  first  who  wins.^ 


» 


CHAPTEB  IX. 

IN   THE  WEESTLINQ   RING. 


It  is  not  only  on  the  side  of  the  cascades  that  St.  Herbot  is 
shadowed  by  a  lofty  hill.  The  dark  grey-green  old  church 
stands  circled  round  by  hills :  and  from  break  of  day  on  the 
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morning  of  the  Pardon  these  hills  were  veined  by  strings  of 
pilgrims,  toiling  over  them  from  far  and  near  to  worship  and 
lay  their  offerings — a  tuft  of  horse  or  cow's  hair — on  the  shrine 
of  the  saint ;  for  these  offerings,  when  sold,  are  a  chief  part 
of  the  old  church's  revenue.  Formerly  the  beasts  themselves 
came  from  far  and  near  to  ask  for  blessings  and  cures ;  and 
during  the  three  days  of  the  Pardon  no  beast  of  burden  is 
worked,  but  the  cows  and  sheep  chiefly  stay  at  home  now,  and 
represent  themselves  by  the  locks  of  hair  and  wool  on  the 
altar,  or  on  the  tomb  of  St.  Herbot. 

The  church,  usually  so  quiet  and  soUtary,  girt  about  with 
trees,  through  which  a  brook  found  its  way  to  the  road,  the 
group  of  cottages  which  called  itself  the  village,  and  which, 
except  for  the  presence  of  pigs  and  children,  had,  during  the 
rest  of  the  year,  a  most  deserted  aspect,  to-day  seemed  trans- 
formed.    All  around  the  church  were  booths  for  the  sale  of 
rosaries,  medals,  charms,  and  trinkets;   articles  of  clothing, 
from  the  large  broad-brimmed  felt  and  beaver  hats  to  wooden 
sabots  and  gold  and  silver  ribbons ;  booths  filled  with  eatables 
and  drinkables,  stood  under  the  trees ;  and  in  all  directions 
among  the  huge  blocks  of  stone  which  cumber  the  ground  were 
impromptu  charcoal  fires,  over  which  breakfasts  were  cooking. 
The  crowd,  which  thickened  every  moment,  was  very  quiet  and 
decorous.     Masses  had  begun  very  early,  and   most  of  the 
assembled  multitude  had  already  paid  their  devotions,  but  the 
church  was  still  full  of  worshippers.     Each  pilgrim,  on  arriv- 
ing, went  straight  into  church,  and  increased  the  kneeling 
crowd.     Ever  since  early  morning  there  had  been  picturesque 
groups  of  kneeling  devotees  within  the  grey-green  walls  of 
the  church ;  the  men's  dresses,  with  their  embroidered  waist- 
coats and  jackets,  were  as  quaint  and  almost  as  full  of  colour 
as  the  women's  were. 

Louise  looked  very  gay  and  pretty  as  she  walked  beside 
Madame  Rusquec  through  the  fair.  For  two  years  her  mother 
had  been  ill,  and  so  the  girl  had  been  obliged  to  give  up  the 
festival.  She  looked  eagerly  for  the  brothers  Mao.  Her 
mother  had  not  spoken  to  her,  since  their  visit,  of  Jean  Marie 
or  of  Christophe.  Madame  Rusquec  thought  that  if  the  farmer 
was  in  earnest,  he  would  go  to  work  the  right  way.  About 
Christophe  she  did  not  think  at  all,  except  as  a  pleasant  and 
frank  boy. 

Louise  was  puzzled  at  herself.      When    she  thought  of 
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Christoplie  she  seemed  to  shrink  from  Jean  Marie,  and  yet  she 
knew  that  Christophe  was  not  able  to  marry.  Still  at  first  she 
was  very  happy ;  men  looked  at  her  with  admiring  glances ; 
and  though  she  had  few  acquaintances,  the  crowd,  and  the  gay 
dresses,  and  the  pretty  things  in  the  jewellers*  booths,  pleased 
her  greatly.  Then  there  were  all  the  preparations  to  be  looked 
at;  the  great  greased  pole,  up  which,  next  day,  men  and 
boys  would  climb  for  prizes ;  and  out  in  a  large  field,  the  grest 
wrestling  ring,  circled  by  posts  and  a  strong  cord,  with  a  tall 
forked  stick  in  the  midst,  on  which  t^e  prizes  hung. 

Louise  was  quite  surprised  to  think  how  time  had  flown 
when  the  procession,  with  crosses  and  banners,  came  out  of 
church,  singing,  and  circled  round  the  fair.  There  was  a 
general  movement  in  the  crowd  towards  the  great  ring,  the 
wrestling  being  the  chief  attraction  of  to-day's  sports,  for  the 
Pardon  lasts  three  days  at  St.  Herbot.  Along  one  side  of  the 
field  ran  a  low  wall,  and  on  this  some  men  were  sitting.  Lonise 
recognized  Christophe  among  them,  but  he  was  talking,  and 
he  did  not  see  her  pass.  The  judges  stood  about  carelessly, 
near  the  forked  stick  in  the  centre  of  the  ground,  with  no 
attempt  at  formality  in  their  arrangements.  The  crowd  was 
foiming  thickly  round  the  circle. 

Louise  pulled  her  mother's  arm.  "  We  shall  not  get  a  place 
if  we  are  not  quick,'*  she  said,  presently;  ''and  Mathurin 
says  the  wrestling  will  be  splendid.** 

As  she  spoke  there  came  a  beat  of  drum,  and  the  sur- 
rounding crowd,  scattered  in  groups  through  the  fair,  joined 
and  rolled  up  in  one  wave  to  thicken  the  black  line  round  the 
ring.  Madame  Rusquec  was  a  head  taller  than  Louise,  but 
even  she  could  see  nothing,  the  crowd  was  so  thick.  Louise 
looked  sadly  up  and  down,  the  wrestling  had  begun  and  she 
had  not  got  a  place.  All  her  enjoyment  was  overcast.  Great 
hot  tears  sprang  into  her  eyes,  but  she  tried  to  gather  them 
up  with  her  lashes  —  she  so  feared  they  should  stain  the 
embroidery  of  her  new  bodice. 

A  woman  standing  in  front  turned  round  and  saw  her 
tears. 

"  You  lose  nothing,  little  one,**  she  said,  compassionately, 
*'  as  yet  the  wrestlers  are  only  young  boys,  and  these  two  are 
not  good  at  it  either.** 

In  less  than  five  minutes  the  beating  of  the  drum  an- 
neunced  that  one   of  the   wrestlers  had  fallen.      Louise  felt 
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a  hand  on  her  arm^  she  turned  quickly  and  saw  the  dark  face 
of  Jean  Marie.     He  smiled  encouragingly  at  her. 

'^  Good-day  ;  you  want  a  better  place/'  he  said,  ''  and  you 
shall  have  one,''  and  then  he  nodded  at  Madame  Busquec. 

Louise  looked  admiringly  at  the  square- shouldered  man  as 
he  forced  a  way  in  front  of  her  through  the  densest  part  of  the 
crowd  ;  men  and  women  drew  back  right  and  left  before  the 
determined  pressure,  and  Louise  and  her  mother,  following 
closely,  foand  themselves,  to  the  great  joy  of  the  girl,  close  to 
the  rope. 

'*  O  thank  you,''  she  looked  gratefully  at  the  farmer,  ''  I  so 
want  to  see  the  wrestling." 

'^  Yes,"  said  Jean  Marie,  ''  you  will  see  it  well  from  here." 
Yes,  she  should  see  him  conquer  the  right  to  ask  her  to  be 
his  wife,  for  he  felt  that  he  should  gain  that  right. 

Several  matches  followed,  but  without  any  special  in- 
terest. At  last,  at  the  monotonous  rub-a-dub  of  the  drum, 
a  man  stepped  into  the  ring  carrying  a  sheep  on  his  shoulders. 
He  was  a  tall,  powerful  fellow,  and  he  held  the  sheep  by 
its  feet  sluDg  round  his  neck,  as  if  it  had  been  a  scarf.  This 
was  Yves  Guerrien,  the  best  wrestler  of  St.  Herbot,  and 
unless  he  were  challenged  he  would  carry  ofiF  the  sheep  as  a 
prize,  and  remain  the  acknowledged  champion  of  the  ring. 
He  was  a  large,  powerfully-made  man,  about  the  same  age  as 
Jean  Marie,  but  he  had  a  hideously  scarred  face,  and  one  eye 
was  closed. 

"Will  no  one  challenge  that  monster?"  said  Louise, 
"  how  proud  and  haughty  he  looks." 

Jean  Marie  longed  to  jump  into  the  ring  and  take  up 
Yves  Guerrien's  challenge  j  but  he  checked  the  longing;  if  he 
used  up  hi3  strength  on  such  a  powerful  antagonist  as  Yves  he 
would  have  little  chance  of  conquering  Christophe. 

He  and  his  brother  had  scarcely  spoken  since  their  meet- 
ing at  the  mill ;  but  neither  of  them  had  forgotten  the  trial 
which  lay  before  them.  Jean  Marie  had  little  fear  of  the 
result.  He  had  never  let  a  year  pass  without  exercising  his 
skill  in  these  rough  games,  and  he  guessed  that  Christophe 
would  have  had  little  practice  since  his  boyhood — for  wrest- 
ling in  the  Morbihan  is  far  less  frequent  than  it  is  in  Finist^ro. 
Before  Yves  had  completed  his  first  circuit  of  the  ring, 
a  short,  thick-set  man  sprang  into  the  circle,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  he  and  the  challenger  were  locked  in  a  close  struggle. 
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Jean  Marie  looked  at  Lonise.  She  was  gazing  intentiy  at 
the  combatants.  He  wanted  to  find  oat  her  real  feelings 
towards  him^  bnt  he  did  not  know  what  to  say. 

At  length  Yves  flung  his  antagonist^  over  his  shonldery 
on  the  groond — the  judges  proclaimed  a  fall,  and  the  dram 
beat. 

*'  Louise" — Jean  Marie's  voice  was  so  earnest  that  the  girl 
turned  her  eyes  from  the  wrestlers  to  his  face — ''  if  you  saw 
two  struggling  for  you  there,  would  yon  choose  the  strongest?" 

Louise  smiled.  "  Of  course  I  would ;  but  I  would  nev^ 
choose  Yves  Guerrien,  he  looks  cruel,  and  he  is  ugly  too." 

Jean  Marie  had  bent  his  head  very  near  her  while  he 
listened.  Two  women  beside  them  gazed  with  round,  widely- 
opened  eyes,  for  it  was  the  first  time  the  farmer  of  Braspart 
had  spoken  to  so  young  a  woman  in  public. 

All  at  once  he  heard  his  name  called,  and  he  looked  up. 
Ghristophe  was  standing  in  the  ring  facing  him  and  Louise ; 
he  had  taken  off  his  hat,  and  jacket,  and  shoes,  and  he  was 
calling  on  his  brother  to  fulfil  his  pledge.  Louise  looked  from 
one  to  the  other  in  astonishment.  She  thought  Ghristophe 
seemed  sorrowful ;  but  as  she  looked  at  him  she  forgot  Jean 
Marie,  and  again  she  felt  the  warm  tide  of  sympathy  that  had 
from  the  first  linked  her  to  the  younger  man. 

^'  Come,''  said  Ghristophe ;  "  or  are  you  afraid  V*  he  added 
this  with  a  rude  laugh  as  he  came  nearer — for  it  seemed  to  him 
that  Jean  Marie  had  broken  faith  in  seeking  Louise  before 
the  result  of  the  trial. 

Jean  !Marie  had  been  soothed  by  the  girFs  presence  and  by 
the  pleasure  she  had  shown  at  the  service  rendered  her ;  but  as 
Ghristophe  spoke  he  saw  Louise  glance  at  the  young  man,  and 
although  he  could  not  fully  read  her  glance,  it  stirred  his 
jealousy  into  a  blaze.  In  an  instant  he  had  sprung  over  the 
rope,  and  was  laying  aside  his  coat,  and  waistcoat,  and  shoes. 
He  flung  his  long  hair  behind  his  ears,  drew  his  shirt  tightly 
over  his  body,  and  then  stood  still  as  a  statue,  his  arms  crossed 
over  his  broad  chest  in  the  centre  of  the  ring.  Ghristophe 
lingered  an  instant. 

"Louise,'^  he  said  in  a  hurried  whisper;  "we  wrestle  for 
you  ;  do  you  wish  me  to  conquer  ? '' 

A  lovely  blush  rose  on  the  girl's  face.     "  You  will  conquer,^' 
she  said;  ''go,  he  waits  for  yon.'' 

But  a  different  opinion  prevailed  in  the  silent  crowd  that 
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thronged  the  ring.  It  was  not  an  uncommon  sight  to  see 
brothers  wrestle  together  in  the  ring,  but  then  they  were 
always  well  matched.  In  this  struggle  which  seemed  impending 
Christophe  was  considered  a  very  unequal  opponent  for  Jean 
Marie,  who  was  one  of  the  best  wrestlers  in  the  arrondisse- 
ment  ;  and  a  low  murmur  was  heard,  as  Christophe  took  his 
place  facing  his  brother.  Madame  Busquec  had  been  a  silent 
witness  of  the  public  notice  bestowed  on  her  daughter,  first 
by  Jean  Marie,  then  by  Christophe,  it  was  positive  proof  to  her 
that  the  farmer  wished  to  marry  Louise.  She  wished  he  was 
less  stem,  but  like  a  true  Breton  woman  she  resigned  herself 
to  that  which  appeared  inevitable. 

Bat  the  change  that  had  overspread  Jean  Marie's  face  at 
the  sight  of  Christophe  had  alarmed  her.  Men  always  went  to 
wrestle  as  friends,  but  these  brothers  had  exchanged  the  looks 
of  enemies. 

''  Are  they  quarreling  about  Louise  ?  "  she  asked  herself, 
and  then  the  deep  murmur  of  the  multitude  reached  her  ears. 

But  as  the  two  men  stood  face  to  face  ready  to  begin  the 
struggle,  so  differently  formed,  and  yet  both  so  determined- 
looking,  the  murmur  died  away,  a  breathless  hush  spread 
around,  and  Louise^s  heart  sank  with  dread,  for  Jean  Marie's 
face  was  far  more  full  of  determination  and  confidence  than 
his  brother's  was,  and  his  lean,  sinewy  frame  seemed  more  fit 
to  wrestle  than  Christophers  taller,  fuller  figure.  Christophe 
had  a  small,  well-poised  head,  and  he  threw  it  back  frankly  as 
he  surveyed  his  adversary;  while  Jean  Marie's  square  head, 
somewhat  sunk  between  his  shoulders,  projected  forward  as  he 
held  out  his  right  hand  preparatory  to  taking  his  hold. 

They  seemed  to  grip  one  another  in  precisely  the  same 
manner,  each  by  the  front  of  the  other's  strong  canvas  shirt,  and 
then  each  set  his  head  against  his  brother's  shoulder,  and  thus 
they  stood  locked,  their  legs  well  apart,  keeping  a  wary  watch. 

All  at  once  Jean  Marie  gave  way,  and  then  pressing  sud- 
denly forward  he  raised  Christophe  from  the  ground,  but 
Christophe  was  not  off  his  guard ;  he  twined  his  legs  like 
finakes  round  his  brother's,  and  for  some  minutes  the  two 
bodies  so  desperately  gripped  together  rocked  from  side  to 
side  as  if  the  twining  legs  and  arms  belonged  to  one  man. 
Then  all  at  once,  by  a  determined  effort,  Jean  Marie  forced 
Christophe  against  his  side  and  heaved  him  over  his  head— 
Christophe  fell  on  the  grass  as  if  thrown  from  a  horse. 


352  THE   KILL  OF   ST.   HESBOT. 

He  lay  on  his  side  in  the  midst  of  the  ring^  and  held  np 
his  right  hand  to  show  the  judges  that  he  was  not  fully  thrown. 

But  Louise  only  saw  that  he  had  fallen.  She  gave  one 
loud  cry  anpl  then  burst  into  a  fit  of  sobs.  The  cry  reached 
Jean  Marie^  and  in  an  instant  the  suffused  purple  caused  by  the 
struggle  left  his  face ;  he  looked  livid  as  his  blood-shot  haggard 
eyes  fastened  on  the  girl  sobbing  in  front  of  the  ring.  He  folded 
his  arms  across  his  chesty  and  looked  fiercely  at  the  judges. 

"  It  was  a  fair  fall/'  he  said,  hoarsely.  *'  I  swear  I  threw 
him  fairly ;  if  there  is  another  struggle  it  must  be  a  new  one. 
I  have  won  this  fall.'' 

*'  No — no/'  "  Oh  no/'  was  heard  on  every  side,  and  the 
judges  were  unanimous. 

Jean  Marie's  eyes  glared  like  those  of  a  balked  wolf,  but 
he  closed  his  lips  firmly  against  further  words. 

Meanwhile  her  mother  spoke  sternly  to  Louise,  for  mean- 
ing looks  were  turned  on  her,  and  Madame  Busqueo  felt  that 
the  girl's  good  name  might  suffer.  But  Louise  had  learned 
her  true  feelings  in  that  moment  of  anguish,  and  she  over- 
leapt  fear  and  prudence  too. 

*'  Oh  stop  them,  stop  them  !  "  she  cried  so  wildly  that  her 
words  reached  Jean  Marie,  as  he  stood  waiting  with  folded 
arms  till  Christophe  should  recommence  the  struggle.  "  He 
will  kill  Christophe." 

Mathurin  was  in  the  crowd,  but  at  some  distance  from  his 
mistress.  He  could  not  hear  Louise's  words,  the  serried  press 
of  people  that  stood  between  them  choked  sound,  but  he  saw 
their  effect  on  Jean  Marie.  The  pallor  on  his  face  grew  so 
death-like,  that  some  in  the  crowd  called  to  give  him  water ; 
but  Mathurin  saw  the  look  of  hatred  with  which  he  regarded 
Christophe,  and  he  shuddered. 

''  Holy  Virgin  !  there  will  be  death  before  this  is  ended,'* 
the  old  man  thought. 

The  suspense  was  not  prolonged.  Once  more  the  wrestlers 
took  their  hold  of  each  other,  and  once  more  each  strove  to 
raise  the  other  from  the  ground.  Suddenly  Jean  Marie's 
grasp  slackened,  and  almost  without  Christophe's  voKtion  the 
strong  frame  he  grasped  yielded  to  his  strain,  and  was  flung 
heavily  behind  him. 

This  time  the  drum  beat  loudly.  Jean  Marie  lay  seemingly 
lifeless  on  his  back,  while  blood  streamed  from  his  mouth  and 
nostrils. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THB  BAZVALAN  DOES  HIS  DUTY. 

Madams  Rusquec  drew  back  as  quickly  as  she  could  from  the 
ring ;  she  waited  only  to  hear  that  Jean  Marie  had  recovered 
his  senses^  and  then  taking  Louise's  hand^  she  left  the  fSte. 
She  had  seen  many  inquisitive  glances  levelled  at  her  daughter, 
and  the  girPs  agitation  had  become  so  uncontrollable,  that  it 
was  a  relief  to  escape  from  prying  eyes. 

She  did  not  speak  till  they  were  near  the  mill ;  then  she 
looked  severely  at  Louise,  as  she  said,  '^  What  is  this,  vain 
child  ?  Didst  thou  set  the  brothers  Mao  to  wrestle  for  thy 
sake  ?  Thou  shouldst  be  thankful  that  such  a  man  as 
Jean  Marie  has  noticed  thee,  and  thou  must  be  more  careful 
too  not  to  give  him  cause  for  jealousy.  Poor  man  I  he  is  badly 
hurt,  I  fear.     But  at  one  time  I  felt  sure  he  would  win/' 

Louise  did  not  answer.  Presently  she  burst  out  as  if  she 
could  not  restrain  the  words,  "  But  Christophe  is  a  fine,  brave 
lad/'  As  soon  as  they  reached  the  cottage  she  flung  herself 
on  a  bench,  and  laying  her  head  on  the  table,  she  sobbed  her- 
self almost  into  violent  hysterics. 

The  excitement  and  vexation  had  been  quite  too  much  for 
her.  The  day  that  she  had  looked  forward  to  with  such  delight 
had  proved  an  utter  failure ;  beyond  the  pleasure  of  wearing 
her  dress,  she  had  not  had  any  of  the  enjoyment  she  coveted. 
And  yet,  when  after  a  while  she  grew  calmer,  and  thought 
over  her  day,  there  was  abundant  consolation  in  the  remem- 
brance of  Christophe's  words.  He  had  conquered,  too,  in  the 
struggle,  which  she  began  to  see  had  indeed  been  for  her. 
She  was  sorry  for  Jean  Marie ;  but  he  had  looked  so  evil  that 
she  shrank  into  herself  at  the  remembrance  of  his  dark,  re- 
vengeful face.  She  wondered  that  she  could  ever  have  wished 
such  a  man  to  propose  for  her.  '^  He  would  have  killed  me  if 
I  had  refused  him."  She  trembled,  and  tried  to  think  of 
something  else. 

Her  mother  had  been  watching  her ;  she  saw  her  sudden 
paleness,  and  she  grew  compassionate.  "  Thou  hadst  best 
go  to  bed,  child — thou  art  tired  and  over-done/' 

Louise  went  to  her  mother,  and  held  her  forehead  to  be 
kissed.     ''  I  shall  be  quite  well  when  I  have  slept,''  she  said. 
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'*  I  wish  I  had  not  gone  to-day,  but  waited  for  the  dancing 
to-morrow/' 

'^  Thou  canst  not  go  to-morrow,  Louise.  I  cannot  go 
down  the  hill  again;  and  after  what  chanced  to-day,  thou 
must  not  be  seen  alone  at  the  Pardon.^' 

"  Oh,  mother,  mother,  how  can  I  give  up  the  dancing,  I 
have  thought  of  it  so  long  ?  And  think  of  my  new  skirt  and 
bodice !  what  else  was  it  made  for  ?  " 

Madame  Busquec  kept  silence,  but  she  shook  her  head  and 
frowned ;  her  resolution  was  taken  and  she  never  bandied  words 
with  Louise.  She  was  vexed  beyond  any  power  of  expressing 
vexation ;  Jean  Marie  Mao,  the  best  match  in  Huelgoat — a 
man  notorious  for  his  avoidance  of  women — had  singled  out 
Louise  for  notice,  and  beneath  her  eyes  he  had  fallen,  seriously 
hurt ;  for,  although  he  had  recovered  his  senses,  he  had  been 
carried  to  the  Presbytery,  and  was  said  to  be  unable  to  stand; 
and  Louise,  instead  of  being  really  grieved  or  saddened,  as 
soon  as  she  had  got  rid  of  her  temporary  agitation,  had  already 
forgotten  the  cause  of  it,  and  could  talk  of  dancing  while  the 
man  who  had  so  distinguished  her  lay  ill,  it  might  be  dying ; 
for  Madame  Kusquec  had  known  more  than  one  instance  in 
which  death  had  resulted  from  these  violent  falls. 

Louise  was  in  many  ways  a  spoiled  child,  but  she  knew  it 
was  useless  to  struggle  against  her  mother's  will;  she  sobbed 
a  few  minutes  longer,  said  it  was  very  cruel,  and  then,  tired 
out  by  the  day's  excitement,  she  got  into  bed  and  cried  her- 
self to  sleep. 

She  wakened  happier  next  morning,  and  she  consoled 
herself  during  the  two  remaining  days  of  the  Pardon  by  re- 
flecting that  she  should  feel  very  shy  and  strange  without  her 
mother ;  and  she  was  more  reconciled  to  the  disappointment 
when  Mathurin  brought  word  that  neither  of  the  brothers  Mao 
had  reappeared  at  St.  Herbot. 

Madame  Busquec  avoided  all  mention  of  the  wrestling,  and 
her  mother's  silence  oppressed  Louise  with  a  sense  of  wrong- 
doing most  irksome  to  her  bright,  pleasure-loving  nature. 
She  kept  out-of-doors  as  much  as  possible. 

Oa  the  third  morning,  she  had  taken  the  cow  down  the 
valley,  and  had  bidden  Barba  follow  her  when  she  could  be 
spared ;  for  the  little  Barba  did  not  lead  a  holiday  life ;  though 
she  was  but  eight  years  old,  the  poor  child,  had  to  cook  and 
wash,  and  clean,  when  cleaning  was  required,  for  her  &ther« 
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To  her  Louise  was  like  some  beautiful  fairy  queen,  to  whom 
the  word  " duties'' — the  word  that  held  so  large  a  place  in 
Barba's  poor  little  life — was  unknown.  Presently  Louise 
heard  footsteps  behind  her,  but  she  knew  they  were  not 
Barba's — they  were  too  heavy,  and  besides,  they  were  uneven. 
At  first  she  hoped  they  might  be  Christophers,  but  as  the 
steps  hurried  to  overtake  her,  the  limp  told  her,  before  she 
turned  round,  that  her  pursuer  was  the  red-haired  tailor. 

"  Aha,  my  pretty  maid  !  so  you  are  none  the  worse  for  the 
fright  you  got  at  the  wrestling.'*  Coeffic  put  his  head  on  one 
side,  and  his  leer  of  admiration  made  him  more  hideous  than 
ever. 

"  Why  should  I  be  the  worse  ?  How  is  the  farmer  ?  I 
hope  he  is  better.  Come,  come,  neighbour,  you  are  the  first 
person  I  have  seen  who  can  tell  me  any  news.  Who  climbed 
the  pole  the  best?  Was  the  dancing  good  ?  and  who  were  the 
best  dancers  ?  " 

''  How  many  questions  !  No  one  knows  how  the  fai^mer  is, 
because  no  one  has  seen  him.  And  as  for  the  dancing,  when  the 
sun  and  moon  are  both  out  of  the  firmament,  the  stars  cannot 
choose  but  shine  the  best.  There  was  no  Louise  Rusquec, 
no  Christophe  Mao,  among  the  dancers.  Ah  !  there  is  a  fellow 
for  you ;  there  is  no  other  like  him  in  these  parts — so  hand- 
some, so  spirited.  I  believe  no  young  maid  could  find  it  in  her 
heart  to  say  no  to  his  wooing." 

Louise  blushed  and  pouted ;  she  turned  her  back  on  the 
cow,  which  strayed  on,  and  was  soon  out  of  sight. 

"  How  can  Christophe  Mao  go  a-wooing  f  He  has  nothing^ 
to  keep  a  wife  with — no  house,  no  cattle,  no  furniture  even,  or 
money  to  buy  it  with." 

CoeflSc  laughed  heartily.  ''  The  young  judge  always  by 
the  outside,  and  in  a  sense  they  are  right.  Does  not  Chris- 
tophe look  fit  to  have  a  wife  ?  Yes,  and  I  tell  you  he  is  fit ;  he 
has  a  pair  of  good  arms  and  strong  legs,  and  his  head  is 
screwed  on  the  right  way,  and  he  has  seen  the  world,  and  has 
his  tongue  well  hung.  Ah,  you  should  hear  him  tell  of  the 
fishing  in  the  Morbihan,  and  off  Belle  Isle !  My  word !  I  only 
wonder  the  pretty  girls  of  Belle  Isle  let  him  come  among  us 
again  a  bachelor.  Never  fear  about  his  means — I  tell  yoti  he 
has  plenty.  Why  cannot  he  work  the  mill,  and  make  it  bring 
in  the  double  of  what  that  lazy  dotard,  Mathurin,  makes  it  do 
with  that  foolish  boy  Jules  ?    Why  not  ?  " 
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All,  CoeflBc,  you  are  always  hard  on  Mathorin  :'*  but  she 
did  not  look  angry.  "  Well,  as  you  have  no  news  for  me,  I 
must  go  after  the  cow/' 

CoeflSc  caught  her  arm  as  she  moved  past  him.  ''Way- 
ward girl !  '*  he  said,  rebukingly,  and  yet  with  a  smile  that 
conveyed  admiration,  ''You  know  that  I  wait  for  your  answer; 
you  knqW  who  this  fine  handsome  fellow  sighs  for,  and  yet 
you  remain  hard-hearted  and  indifferent/' 

Louise  blushed  with  delight.  "I  know  nothing  abont 
him.    Why,  I  had  only  seen  him  twice  before  the  Pardon.    I 

can   give   no  answer,  you  must  speak  to   my  mother .'* 

And  then,  overwhelmed  by  this  decided  act  on  her  own  part, 
she  darted  away  from  the  tailor,  and  ran  after  her  cow. 

She  had  taken  her  dinner  with  her,  intending  to  remain 
away  till  evening,  but  she  felt  herself  drawn  home  by  mid-day. 
Her  mother  was  spinning,  as  usual— she  did  not  look  up 
when  Louise  came  in. 

"  Well,  mother,  have  you  had  a  visitor  ? '' 

Madame  Busquec  left  off  spinning,  and  fixed  her  eyes 
gravely  on  her  daughter's  face,  but  the  girl's  cheeks  grew  too 
hot  to  endure  the  scrutiny.  She  turned  aside,  and  got  out  the 
mugs  and  spoons  for  dinner. 

"  CoeflSc  has  been  here" — the  serious  voice  frightened  Louise 
— "  and  he  tells  me  Christophe  Mao  wishes  thee  for  a  wife,  and 
thou  art  willing  to  take  him ;  this  is  not  what  I  hoped  for  thee^ 
Louise ;  I  hoped  to  give  thee  to  a  husband  rich  enough  to  spare 
thee  work,  and  wise  enough  to  guide  thee,  since  thou  must 
needs  take  a  husband." 

The  contempt  of  the  last  sentence  stung  Louise. 

"  What  else  was  I  born  for,  mother  ?  "  the  tears  started  in 
her  eyes;  "thou  hast  shown  me  the  way,  and  if  Christophe 
works  the  mill,  will  not  that  help  thee  also?"  and  then, 
changing  in  a  minute,  for  the  weak  soft  heart  could  not  bear  to 
be  in  strife  with  any  one,  she  put  both  arms  round  her  mother's 
neck.  *'  Oh,  mother,  if  I  am  happy,  is  not  happiness  more  than 
money?  and  I  could  not  have  been  happy  with  Jean  Marie,  he 
is  so  stem  and  cruel." 

Madame  Busquec  kissed  her  daughter,  but  she  did  not 
look  contented. 

She  told  her  that  she  had  given  her  consent,  and  that  she 
must  be  ready  to  receive  Christophe  in  two  days,  as  he  would 
then  come  to  make  the  demand  for  her  hand.    Louise  won- 
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dered  to  herself — she  wondered  that  her  mother  had  so  easily 
yielded^  and  she  wondered  about  Christophe.  In  her  talks 
with  the  tailor  at  varioas  times  she  had  learned  the  customs  of 
the  country^  and  she  knew  that  when  a  man  came  to  court  his 
future  wife  he  was  always  accompanied  by  his  nearest  relative ; 
would  Jean  Marie  do  his  part  by  his  brother  f 

The  thought  made  her  shrink  with  terror^  for  she  knew 
that  some  of  her  smiles  and  glances  must  have  encouraged  the 
farmer  to  think  she  approved  his  suit.  But  no^  Jean  Marie  would 
not  come ;  he  was  doubtless  too  ill  still  to  appear  in  public. 

"If  Christophe  and  he  could  only  change  places,''  she 
sighed.  *^I  do  not  hesitate,  for  I  love  Christophe;  but  it 
must  be  so  comfortable  to  live  at  the  farm  at  Braspart  with 
that  kind,  gentle  old  Jeanne  who  does  all  the  work — and  after 
all  I  shall  be  poor  all  my  life  like  my  mother ;  ah,  must  I 
always  work  as  she  does  ?  well,  I  have  chosen,  and  I  cannot 
eat  my  cake  and  have  it  too.'' 

Madame  Busquec  wondered  too  at  herself  more  than  at 
Louise.  Why  had  she  given  her  consent  to  Christophe's 
proposal  7  was  it  still  too  late  to  draw  back  ?  In  fancy  she  had 
already  pictured  to  herself  the  pleasant  life  she  could  lead  in 
Jean  Marie's  farmhouse,  and  if  Louise  married  Christophe  she 
must  remain  at  the  mill,  and  work  hard. 


CHAPTEE  XI. 

BEHIND   THE   HAYSTACK. 

When  Christophe  saw  Jean  Marie  lying  senseless,  his  heart 
turned  to  his  brother ;  for  the  time  Louise  and  her  charms  were 
eflBsiced  by  his  agony  of  remorse.  The  farmer  lay  so  rigid  and 
death-like  that  others  beside  Christophe  thought  that  he  was 
killed. 

But  after  awhile  Jean  Marie  regained  his  senses,  and  then 
Christophe  took  him  home  in  Pierre  Kerest's  waggon. 

By  next  day  the  careful  nursing  of  Jeanne  and  Christophe 
had  brought  him  greatly  round,  for  the  young  man  sat  up  all 
night  applying  cooling  lotion  to  his  brother's  head,  and 
plasters  to  the  severe  bruises  caused  by  the  fall. 

Jean  Marie  seemed  thankful  for  his  devotion,  and  at  times 
he  felt  more  at  one  with  his  brother  than  he  had  felt  since  the 
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meeting  at  Madame  Rasqnec's.  But  next  day  his  mood  had 
changed.  Strong  man  as  he  was,  and  well  nsed  to  these  roagfa 
sports,  he  had  never  before  beea  thrown  so  violently,  and  when 
he  tried  to  rise,  his  head  swam  and  his  legs  tottered  nnder  him. 

"  You  must  lie  on  your  bed,  master,'^  Jeanne  said,  and  after 
some  resistance  he  was  glad  to  lie  there  quietly. 

Jeanne  felt  for  the  mortification  he  must  suffer  at  his  defeat, 
but  this  formed  a  very  small  part  of  the  torment  that  raged  in 
her  master  as  he  lay  seemingly  so  quiet  on  his  bed.  He  knew 
that  he  should  have  conquered  Christophe,  that  he  was  nerved 
to  give  him  his  final  overthrow  when  those  agonized  words  had 
reached  him,  and  he  saw  that  look  of  anguish  in  Louise's  face. 
It  smote  him  so  suddenly,  so  convincingly,  that  his  strength 
seemed  to  depart  at  once,  and  when  he  again  took  hold  of  Chris- 
tophe his  grasp  was  so  feeble  and  mechanical,  that  the  young* 
man  thought  his  brother  was  reserving  himself  for  another 
mighty  effort;  he  was  astounded  at  his  own  victory.  It  was 
impossible  that  any  explanation  could  take  place  between  them, 
and  yet  Jean  Marie  at  times  judged  Christophe  fairly;  at 
others  fits  of  blind  impotent  fury  possessed  him — ^lying  there 
almost  helpless  he  saw  his  brother  stride  across  the  floor  in  the 
full  pride  of  his  youth  and  strength,  and  he  longed  to  strike 
him  down,  and  for  ever  rid  himself  of  so  dangerous  a  rival. 
This  mental  tumult  increased  the  pain  and  confusion  in  his 
head  and  acted  against  Jeanne's  remedies. 

Meantime  Christophe  waited  impatiently  for  his  brother's 
recovery.  Coeffic  waylaid  him  each  time  he  left  the  farm,  but 
the  young  man  shrank  from  grieving  Jean  Marie.  Yet  he  had 
shown  his  feelings  to  Louise,  and  he  owed  duty  to  her  as  well 
as  to  his  brother,  and  he  had  on  the  terms  Jean  Marie  had  him- 
self proposed  fairly  won  the  right  to  ask  her  to  be  his  wife. 
He  did  not  feel  confident  of  success  with  her,  spite  of  Coeffic's 
assurances,  but  at  last  he  yielded  to  the  Bazvalan^s  entreaties, 
and  sent  him  to  plead  with  Louise. 

On  the  evening  of  the  fourth  day  Jean  Marie  felt  much 
stronger.  He  was  calmer  too,  more  in  his  right  mind.  It  had 
come  to  him  that  he  had  judged  Louise  hastily  and  foolishly. 
True,  she  had  uttered  that  cry  which  had  so  unnerved  him  in 
the  ring,  but  what  then  ?  She  liked  Christophe,  and  it  pained 
her  to  see  him  hurt.  Other  women  did  not  feel  these  things, 
but  then  Louise  was  tender  and  soft-hearted. 

'^  Jeanne  says  she  lefb  the  ring  sobbing,  as  soon  as  I  fell — 
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that  might  have  been  for  me.  She  did  not  even  speak  ta 
Christophe.  Why  have  I  been  so  hasty  and  so  faint-hearted  ? 
it  is  certain  Madame  Busqnec  would  not  hesitate  between  us 
two/'  And  then  the  remembrance  that  he  had  himself 
given  up  the  chance  of  first  asking  for  Louise  by  the  bargain 
made  with  Christophe,  sent  him  back  into  dogged  sullenness. 
Still  through  this  there  shone  a  gleam  of  hope.  Christophe 
might  be  refused.  He  called  for  Jeanne,  but  no  answer  came,, 
and  he  hobbled  to  the  back  door  wondering  how  soon  he 
shoold  be  able  to  reach  the  mill ;  he  heard  a  murmur  of  voices 
beyond  the  haystack  which  stood  some  twenty  yards  from  the 
house.  Always  suspicious,  and  in  his  present  state  jealously 
aJive  to  all  that  might  be  said  concerning  his  defeat,  he  crept 
lightly  across  the  yard,  littered  here  also  with  straw,  and  soon 
was  near  enough  to  distinguish  words,  and  to  discover  that  the- 
speakers  were  Jeanne  and  his  brother. 

''  You  will  tell  the  master,'^  Jeanne  said. 

*'  Tell  him  yourself,^'  said  Christophe  ;  "  I  have  given  him 
pain  enough,  I  do  not  care  to  make  him  suffer .'' 

Jean  Marie^s  face  grew  dark,  and  he  set  his  teeth  hard  one 
against  another,  and  thrust  his  head  forward  that  he  might  not 
lose  a  word. 

"  It  is  best  to  tell  him  yourself,''  said  the  old  woman  ;  '^  but 
if  yon  cannot,  then  I  will.     He  should  know  before  others.'' 

'^  Yes,  yes,  you  must  tell  him,  and  then  there  is  this  to  be 
settled.  CoeflBc  says  the  next  step  is  for  me  to  go  with  him> 
and  with  my  nearest  relative,  to  see  Louise's  mother.  I 
thought  as  Louise  and  I  had  understood  one  another  before, 
these  formalities  might  have  been  set  aside,  but  he  says  No  > 
now,  Jeanne,  I  cannot  ask  Jean  Marie  to  answer  for  me." 

There  was  a  pause.  Then  Jeanne  said,  '^  The  master  would 
counsel  you ;  but  there  is  your  cousin,  the  barber  Kerharo  ;  it 
is  true  he  is  a  new-comer  in  Huelgoat,  but  still  he  is  the  son  of 
your  father's  sister,  and  he  is  therefore  of  your  blood ;  he  will 
do  for  you  what  is  wanted." 

But  Jean  Marie's  jealous  fury  had  risen  beyond  his  control  > 
he  limped  forward  with  surprising  swiftness,  and  stood  facing 
Christophe  and  Jeanne. 

^'  I  have  heard  you,"  he  said,  with  concentrated  passion  in 
his  "Voice,  "and  I  tell  thee,  Christophe  Mao,  not  to  make  too 
sure."  The  young  man  shrank  from  his  gleaming  eyes* 
"  Thou  hast  had  thy  chance,  now  I  will  take  mine,  and  we 
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will  yet  see  who  shall  win  Louise.  Curse  thee,  ihon  biter  of 
the  hand  that  feeds  thee ;  thou  art  coward  and  deceiver  too. 
I  tell  thee  I  was  a  fool  to  put  to  the  trial  that  of  which  I  was 
so  sore ;  and  I  tell  thee,  too,  that  Louise  Bnsquec  shall  not  be 
the  wife  of  any  man  but  me.'' 

His  face  was  distorted  with  ungovernable  anger,  and  while 
Christophe  stood  shocked  and  silent,  old  Jeanne  took  the 
younger  brother's  arm,  and  led  him  away. 

^'Do  not  answer  him,''  she  said,  gently;  ''he  has  had 
these  jQts  all  his  life,  and  woe  betide  the  man  or  woman  that 
crosses  him  at  such  a  time.  I  have  seen  him  shoot  a  dog 
dead  for  even  caressing  him  in  such  a  mood.'' 

"  How  long  will  it  last  ?  "  said  Christophe,  moodiiy. 

''  I  cannot  tell,  but  he  is  always  very  gentle  afterwards. 
Perhaps  you  were  right,  my  boy,  perhaps  it  would  have  been 
better  to  have  kept  silence  until  the  marriage  was  decided." 

"  I  will  keep  silence  now  with  a  vengeance,  and  I  shall 
no  longer  hesitate  to  grieve  him.  He  has  cursed  me.  I  go 
to-morrow  with  Kerharo,  and  the  Bazvalan,  to  make  my  formal 
demand  for  Louise." 


CHAPTER  XIL 

IN   THK   WOOD. 

"  Thebs,  child,  rest,  thou  hast  done  enough,"  Madame  Rus- 
quec  said  ;   ''  rest  now,  for  to-morrow  will  be  a  busy  day." 

Louise  looked  pale  and  tired;  she  had  been  formally 
betrothed  to  Christophe  on  the  day  following  Jean  Marie's 
furious  outbreak.  The  young  pair  had  eaten  out  of  one  plate 
and  drank  out  of  the  same  mug,  and,  in  fact,  had  followed  the 
Bazvalan's  instructions ;  and  now  to-morrow  the  friends  on 
both  sides  would  assemble  at  the  mill  to  see  the  stores 
Madame  Rusquec  had  laid  by  for  her  daughter.  All  the  old 
oak  armoires,  tables,  and  benches,  and  the  frames  of  the  box 
bedsteads,  had  been  oiled  and  rubbed  till  the  firelight  re- 
flected red  in  their  shining  faces ;  the  silver  spoons  had  been 
diligently  polished,  and  there  was  a  fine  display  of  pewter 
arranged  on  the  shelves  in  front  of  some  very  gay-coloured 
faience.  The  shelves  of  the  armoires  had  been  studiously  piled 
with  all  the  best  linen,  and  the  doors  of  these  would  be  left 
ajar  to-morrow  to  show  the  further  wealth  and  industry  of  the 
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household,  for  all  this  linen  was  home-spun.  The  walls,  too, 
shone  with  the  brightness  of  copper  and  brass.  Madame 
Rusqaec  and  her  daughter  had  been  hard  at  work  polishing 
every  cooking  utensil,  and  now  they  were  both  tired  out. 

"  Rest,  my  child/*  her  mother  called  after  Louise,  as  the 
girl  went  to  the  open  door. 

''  I  cannot  rest,  mother,  I  must  get  some  air,  it  is  so  hot. 
Mother,"  she  turned  on  the  door-step,  *^  dost  thou  think  Jean 
Marie  will  come  to-morrow  among  the  rest  ?  " 

Madame  Rusquec  looked  keenly  at  her  daughter.  ''  I  hope 
so,"  she  said.     "  Why  should  he  not  jcome  ? '' 

Louise  grew  red  under  her  mother's  keen  glances. 

"  He  did  not  come  for  the  betrothal,  and  I  thought " 

''  Thou  art  full  of  foolish  fancies,  child.  Jean  Marie  could 
not  come  then  because  he  was  still  suflfering,  but  he  must 
be  well  by  this  time.'*  The  widow  checked  a  sigh ;  she  could 
not  check  the  thought  that,  if  her  daughter  had  not  been 
wilful,  she  might  have  been  mistress  of  the  farm  of  Braspart. 

'^  Mother  '* — Louise  turned  such  a  saddened  face  over  her 
shoulder  as  she  stood  at  the  open  door,  that  her  mother 
softened  at  once — "  I  must  go  out  for  a  short  while,  I  cannot 
rest  yet ;  I  feel  that  I  must  be  moving.*'  She  ran  back  and 
kissed  her  mother,  and  then  went  out  rapidly,  feaTing  another 
remonstrance.  She  did  not  as  usual  seek  for  Barba ;  she  had 
rarely  felt  so  tired  bodily,  and  the  fatigue  depressed  her,  and 
made  her  wish  to  be  alone.  She  sauntered  aimlessly  into  the 
wood,  but  she  was  soon  glad  to  seat  herself  on  one  of  the 
grey  boulders  that  are  scattered  everywhere  over  this  wild 
country.  The  evenings  were  now  long,  and  there  was  plenty 
of  light  in  the  sky.  Louise  was  not  sentimental.  She  loved 
Christophe  as  well  as  her  shallow  nature  was  capable  of  loving ; 
but  at  this  moment  her  thoughts  were  chiefly  occupied  by  her 
wedding  dress,  whether  she  should  wear  a  short  richly- 
embroidered  handkerchief  across  her  shoulders,  or  a  long 
plain  white  silk  shawl.  She  was  reckoning  the  difference  of 
price  on  her  plump  fingers,  and  suddenly  she  paused  and 
listened.     Steps  were  coming  through  the  wood  behind  her. 

"  Mathurin  1  **  she  called.  There  was  no  answer,  but  in  a 
few  minutes  a  man  came  out,  stooping  under  the  branches  of 
the  beech-trees.  It  was  Jean  Marie,  and  at  sight  of  him 
Louise  rose  up  hastily,  and  felt  inclined  to  run  away ;  but  the 
farmer  was  prepared  for  her  avoidance  of  him. 
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"  Stop,  Louise,  I  must  speak  to  you,  and  yon  must  wait 
and  hear  what  I  say.'^ 

If  he  had  studied  the  girl  for  years,  he  could  not  have 
chosen  his  words  more  skilfully.  Louise  stood  still,  compelled 
to  listen  by  the  man's  strong  wilL  He  waited  a  moment, 
looking  eagerly  in  her  face  for  some  show  of  feeling  towards 
him,  and  in  the  silence  Louise  recollected  herself. 

"I  hope  you  have  quite  recovered,'^  she  said,  but  she 
kept  her  eyes  on  the  ground.  Tli^ii  she  remembered  that  this 
man  would  soon  be  her  brother.  **  We  shall  see  you  at  the 
mill  to-morrow,^'  she  said,  and  she  raised  her  eyes  to  his  lace. 

All  Jean  Marie's  preconcerted  calmness  fled. 

"  You  vain,  heartless  woman  !'' — his  voice  was  so  harsh  and 
broken  that  all  her  fear  came  back — *'  what  do  you  take  me 
for  ?  Do  you  think  I  mean  to  give  you  up  ?  See  here, 
Louise'' — he  put  his  hand  on  her  arm,  but  he  did  this  so 
quietly  she  had  no  excuse  to  cry  out — '^  I  ask  you  what  pre- 
vents me  from  going  on  to  the  mill,  to  bid  your  mother  put 
me  in  Christophe's  place.  Bah  !  she  would  do  it,  for  I  under- 
stand women,  I  hope,  though  I  have  troubled  so  little  about 
them.  I  have  only  to  name  the  sum,  and  she  will  give  you  to 
me,  and  give  up  the  mill  into  the  bargain."  He  stopped,  and 
looked  at  her  with  an  intense  craving  in  his  eyes.  ''Why  do 
I  talk  to  you  ?  Why  do  I  not  go  on  to  the  mill  at  once  ?  Do 
you  know,  Louise?"  He  stopped  again;  the  girl  stood 
fascinated  by  his  intense  gaze.  "  Why,  you  do  not  answer?** 
he  said  more  gently. 

''I  do  not  know.'^  Tears  came  into  her  eyes,  and  her 
helpless  look  touched  him. 

*'  Child  " — the  deep  passionate  tone  mastered  her,  she 
kept  her  eyes  fixed  on  his — "it  is  because  I  love  you — ^yes, 
love  you — I  who  all  my  life  long  have  despised  women.  I  tell 
you,  Louise,  that  I  cannot  be  happy  unless  you  become  my 
wife.  Do  not  fear,  my  sweet  child  " — for  she  had  drawn  back 
at  this — ''I  will  not  hurry  you.  You  know  nothing  about 
love,  and  that  raw  boy  can  teach  you  nothing.  You  cannot 
even  guess  how  happy  I  will  make  you — how  precious  you 
are  to  me,  my  sweet,  lovely  child."  He  drew  her  closer  to 
him,  and  gazed  at  her  with  an  intensity  of  admiring  love. 

Louise  was  frightened,  but  yet  she  was  fascinated.  The 
strongest  feeling  she  had — her  vanity — was  fed  and  sootiied. 
Christophe  had  never  talked  to  her  in  this  wild  adoring  way. 
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He  had  said  he  loved  her,  but  he  had  said  ifc  more  quietly ;  he 
had  not  said  he  could  not  live  without  her.  "  And  yet  I  love 
Christophe,"  she  thought,  ''  and  I  can  never  love  this  dark 
violent  man,  I  fear  him  so/' 

She  stood  silent,  with  downcast  eyes,  unable  any  longer  to 
meet  his  gaze,  for  his  eyes  seemed  to  blaze  under  his  dark 
brows.  Her  silence  gave  him  courage;  he  drew  her  yet 
closer,  and  clasped  his  arm  round  her  waist. 

The  touch  roused  Louise.  "  Oh,  let  me  go — please  let  me 
go.  Monsieur  Mao ;  it  is  not  the  way  to  make  me  like  you  to 
frighten  me.'* 

He  muttered  an  oath  between  his  teeth.  "  I  will  frighten 
you  yet  more,'^  he  said,  sternly,  *' unless  you  do  what  I  ask. 
I  watched  you  just  now,  and  you  listened  with  pleasure  to  my 
love.  If  you  did  not  love  me  in  return,  you  would  have 
shrank  away.'' 

''No,  oh  no,  I  have  promised,"  and  the  girl  struggled 
vainly  to  free  herself. 

Jean  Marie  drew  his  arm  slowly  from  her  waist,  but  he 
kept  her  hand  tightly  grasped  in  his.  "Look  here,"  he  said, 
"you  shall  not  waste  your  life  and  mine  for  an  idle  promise. 
I  came  here  to-night  by  no  chance.  I  came  because  I  am 
resolved  that  you  shall  not  marry  Christophe.  You  love  me, 
and  you  shall  be  my  wife.  Ah,  Louise,  think  what  I  can  give 
you  besides  my  love ;  Christophe  can  give  you  nothing.  As 
my  wife  you  shall  never  work ;  you  shall  not  even  spin,  unless 
you  please.     Say  you  will  give  up  Christophe." 

She  shook  her  head.     "  I  cannot,"  she  said  faintly. 

"Oh,  my  little  one,  be  reasonable;  you  will  break  my 
heart ; "  he  spoke  so  tenderly  that  the  girl  was  thrilled  through 
with  surprise ;  "  Louise,  if  you  guessed  how  I  love,  you 
would  not  be  so  cruel." 

Louise  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  the  imploring  appeal  in 
his  eyes  swayed  her  weak  nature. 

"  I  do  not  ask  you  to  marry  me  now,"  he  said ;  "  I  only  ask 
you  to  listen  to  my  love,  and  to  give  up  Christophe." 

He  waited,  but  no  answer  came;  he  pressed  her  hand 
tightly  in  his.  "  I  will  not  leave  you,"  he  said,  "  until  you 
promise  to  give  him  up." 

Louise  looked  round  in  terror;  if  she  screamed  ever  so  loud 
she  would  not  be  heard  at  the  mill,  for  the  noise  of  the  cascade 
deadened  all  sound  around  the  cottage.     She  had  no  strength 
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to  free  herself  from  the  tight  grasp  on  her  hand,  and  she  tnew 
she  might  stand  there  for  hours  for  the  chance  of  a  passer-hy, 
and  Christophe  had  said  he  should  not  come  that  evening. 

"  Promise !  '*  Jean  Marie^s  eyes  never  left  her  face,  and 
again  they  seemed  to  fascinate  her  by  some  irresistible  power. 

'^  Oh,  how  cruel  you  are ;  if  you  loved  me  you  would  not 
frighten  me  so/' 

She  repented  her  words  as  she  said  them.  Jean  Marie 
pressed  her  hand  to  his  lips,  and  covered  it  with  kisses. 

''It  is  you  who  make  me  cruel,  my  beloved,''  he  said 
passionately.  "  Say  you  give  him  up  and  I  release  you ;  yea 
are  driving  me  mad,  Louise — I  cannot  answer  for  myself." 
She  looked  up  in  sudden  fear;  his  face  was  working  strangely 
and  his  eyes  glared  wildly. 

''Yes,  yes,  I  give  him  up — let  me  go."  The  girl  was  half- 
crazed  with  terror,  and  the  strange  tumult  of  conflicting  feeling 
which  the  man's  wild,  passionate  love  had  tjtirred  in  her 
unawakened  nature. 

Jean  Marie  stood  as  if  paralyzed  with  the  sudden  joy ;  he 
put  his  hand  to  his  head,  clasping  his  brow  tightly  with  his 
fingers ;  then  he  loosened  his  grasp  of  her  hand,  but  still  held 
it  tight  enough  to  prevent  her  escape. 

*'  God  bless  you,  child, — I  have  one  more  word  to  which 
yon  must  listen,  Louise.  To-day  I  swore  a  solemn  oath  tbat 
you  should  never  be  the  living  wife  of  Christophe,  and  I  have 
never  failed  to  keep  an  oath,  see  that  yon  keep  yours,"  he  said 
in  a  stem  voice ;  then  more  gently,  "  Now  I  will  take  what 
every  lover  has  a  right  to  take,  and  then  I  will  walk  with  yon 
to  the  mill."  He  stooped  and  kissed  her,  but  Louise  struggled 
and  slipped  from  his  grasp,  then  she  fled  away  before  he  could 
stop  her — not  towards  the  mill,  for  Jean  Marie  stood  in  the 
path  upwards,  but  downwards  towards  St.  Herbot. 

He  looked  after  her  for  a  moment,  and  then  he  went  back 
among  the  trees. 

Louise  ran  on  till  her  breath  and  knees  alike  failed,  and 
then  she  stood  gasping,  leaning  against  a  tree. 

"  What  have  I  done  ?  "  she  sobbed  ;  "  oh  what  have  I 
done  ?  " 

She  had  stopped  mechanically  where  the  path  ended  in  an 
almost  open  space ;  in  front  of  her  was  a  ruined  cottage — pro- 
bably the  former  abode  of  some  sabotier  or  charcoal-burner,  for 
there  were  many  in  the  district,  spite  of  the  wolves  which  in 
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winter  came  out  of  their  forest  dens,  and  prowled  in  the 
woods..  The  cottage 'was  quite  deserted  and  overgrown  with 
brambles.  Since  their  betrothal  it  had  been  a  favourite  trysting- 
place  for  Christophe  and  Louise,  and  the  sight  of  it  made  her 
self-reproach  yet  more  bitter. 

''  Oh  how  could  I  listen  to  him  for  one  moment/^  she  cried ; 
'*  what  will  Christophe  say  to  me  ?  '* 

The  upward  path  through  the  wood  was  narrow,  and  en- 
croached on  by  a  thick  growth  of  trees,  but  here  the  trees  had 
been  cut  down,  or  were  more  sparsely  planted,  and  the  path 
beside  which  the  ruined  cottage  stood  went  right  and  left 
straight  for  only  a  little  way,  and  then  both  ends  of  the  path 
struck  downwards  towards  the  avenue  which  leads  to  St. 
Herbot. 

The  noise  of  the  cascade  was  faint  at  this  distance,  and  as 
Louise  stood  shivering  with  fear  and  grief,  she  heard  a  sound 
which  checked  her  sobs,  and  made  her  listen  with  hope,  and  with 
straining  ears.  The  sound  was  the  swing  of  the  gate  at  the 
end  of  the  avenue,  and  her  hope  was  that  the  person  who  had 
passed  through  the  gate  nught  be  coming  through  the  wood, 
instead  of  merely  skirting  it  by  continuing  along  the  avenue. 
Whoever  it  might  be,  she  should  ask  for  protection  or  com- 
panionship. She  felt  that  she  dared  not  meet  Jean  Marie 
alone  again,  or  pass  alone  through  the  wood  to  the  mill. 

For  some  time  she  was  in  anxious  doubt.  Though  the  trees 
were  sparsely  planted,  their  boles  were  larger  here,  and  she 
could  not  distinguish  a  figure  beneath  the  trees  in  that  fast 
waning  light ;  but  suddenly  it  came  nearer.  She  gave  a 
scream  of  joy  as  she  recognized  the  tall,  alert  figure  of  Chris- 
tophe. She  sprang  forward,  but  he  had  seen  her  and  was 
beside  her  in  a  moment. 

^'Oh,  Christophe,*'  she  cried,  and  her  tears  came  freely 
now,  as  she  threw  both  arms  round  his  neck,  and  sobbed  like 
a  frightened  child  on  his  breast. 

He  put  her  gently  away  with  one  hand,  and  looked  surprised 
in  her  tear-stained  face. 

"  What  is  it,  my  poor  little  one ;  who  has  frightened  you, 
my  Louise  ?  ^' 

She  drew  herself  away,  and  shook  her  head. 

"  Oh,  Christophe,  what  shall  I  do  ?  I  have  promised  to 
give  you  up ;  if  you  are  angry  with  me  I  shall  die.** 

Christophe  frowned ;  he  looked  very  angry  indeed. 
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"  You  have  seen  Jean  Marie,"  he  said ;  "  Jeanne  told  me 
he  had  gone  towards  St.  Herbofc  with  his  gan^  and  I  felt 
anxious^  I  hardly  know  why,  and  I  followed ;  but  now  I  see  I 
have  cause,"  he  said  gravely;  ^' where  is  he  ! ''  and  he  looked 
round.     ''  You  have  deceived  me,  Louise  ?  " 

^^  Oh  no,  no  I  "  sh6  almost  shrieked ;  it  was  terrible  that 
Christophe  should  turn  against  her;  '^I  was  frightened,  and  I 
aaid  what  I  did  not  mean." 

"  Louise,"  there  was  a  sad  calm  in  the  young  man's  voice 
which  quieted  her  at  once,  ''  have  you  promised  to  marry  my 
brother.'* 

'^  No,  no,"  as  she  looked  up  in  Christophers  face  all  her  love 
came  back ;  how  could  she  for  any  fear  have  promised  to  give 
him  up  ?  ''  he  said  he  loved  me,  and  he  would  marry  me,  and 
I  said  I  was  promised  to  you,  and  then  " — ^here  she  sobbed  so 
bitterly  that  he  could  hardly  hear  her  words — '^  he  frightened 
me,  and  swore  he  would  never  let  me  go  unless  I  promised  to 
give  you  up." 

Christophe  looked  at  her,  unable  to  believe  her  words. 
^'And  just  because  you  were  afraid  of  a  man's  anger  who 
would  not  dare  hurt  you,  you  promised — oh,  Louise,  1  cannot 
believe  your  own  words."  He  turned  away  in  bitter  sottow, 
and  Louise  felt  that  he  despised  her. 

A  sudden  power  came  to  the  girl ;  she  laid  her  hand  upon 
Christophe's  arm. 

^^  Listen  !"  She  raised  her  voice,  for  it  seemed  to  her  that 
he  was  leaving  her  for  ever.  ^'I  know  all  you  think;  you 
think  because  Jean  Marie  is  rich  that  I  would  change  yon  for 
him.  I  tell  you,  if  he  were  ten  times  richer  than  he  is  I  would 
not  marry  Jean  Marie,  for  I  could  never  love  him — never, 
never.     I  love  you — you  only,  dear,  dear  Christophe." 

She  raised  her  arms  to  fling  them  round  him — staggered 
«nd  fell  dead  into  his  arms.  Jean  Marie  had  witnessed  her 
interview  with  his  brother,  and  at  her  last  words  had  taken 
aim  deliberately  at  her  heart. 

In  untold  anguish  Christophe  bent  over  the  lifeless  girl, 
while  Jean  Marie  stood  looking  on,  a  dark-frowning,  motion- 
less figure,  with  both  arms  resting  on  his  gun. 

Christophe  Mao  went  back  to  the  fishing  in  the  Morbihan 
when  his  brother's  trial  was  over.  Jean  Marie  was  at  first 
sentenced  to  death  for  the  murder  of  Louise  Rusquec ;  but  it 
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was  urged  tliat  the  fall  at  the  wrestling  had  affected  his  brain, 
and  that  there  were  extenuating  circumstances.  He  escaped 
capital  punishment^  and  is  still  working  out  his  sentence  in 
one  of  the  French  penal  settlements.  Christophe  has  never 
returned  to  Huelgoat^  and  the  old  farmhouse  of  Braspart  is 
let  to  strangers. 


END  OP    "the    mill  OP   ST.    HERBOT.'* 


^autn  afcnnis. 


BY   JOHN   LATOUCHE,   AUTHOE  OF   "TRAVELS   IN   PORTUGAL." 


Never  since  the  days  when  our  ancient  English  sports 
flourished  in  their  prime,  and  men  of  English  blood  took  their 
pleasure,  as  it  is  ever  their  wish  and  wont  to  take  it,  on  their 
native  greensward,  in  the  open  light  of  day — never  since  these 
cheerful  old  times  has  such  a  thoroughly  enjoyable  game  as 
Lawn  Tennis  been  invented  for  the  delight  of  our  countrymen 
and  women.  Other  games  of  strength  and  activity  have  their 
special  excellences,  but  none  so  completely  falls  in  with  our 
humour  as  this  one.  Cricket  and  racquets  are  games  for  men 
alone ;  tennis  only  for  millionaires  ;  fives,  rounders,  and  foot- 
ball for  boys ;  croquet  can  find  favour  only  with  the  very 
mildest  young  men  and  ladies ;  in  quoits  no  one  can  interest 
himself;  bowls  and  skittles  are  understood  to  require  the 
accompaniment  of  beer-^their  alliance  has  grown  into  a  pro- 
verb. Lawn  Tennis,  on  the  other  hand,  is  all  that  a  pastime 
for  men  and  women  should  be.  It  is  an  out-of-door  game ; 
it  is  pleasant  to  play  at,  and  pleasant  to  see  played ;  and  there 
is  room  in  the  game  for  almost  any  degree  of  skill  and  judg- 
ment, and  strength  and  activity. 

It  is  little  wonder,  then,  that  the  new  game  has  found  an 
acceptance  in  this  country  which  is  little  short  of  enthusiastic. 
Three  short  years  ago,  correspondents  in  the  Field  were  some- 
what cautiously  recommending  the  game,  a  twelvemonth  later 
it  was  still  more  or  less  on  its  trial,  and  now  already  it  is 
played  through  the  whole  length  and  breadth  of  England. 
Those  who  travelled  at  all  extensively  in  England  by  road  or 
rail  this  past  summer,  as  the  present  writer  did,  had  ocular 
evidence  enough  of  the  broad  acceptance  by  all  Englishmen  of 
this  capital  game.  Everywhere  one  saw,  on  the  smooth  turf 
of  commons,  on  village  greens,  in  retired  meadows,  on  the 
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lawns  of  villas  and  country  houses,  the  "  quaint  mazes  ^'  of  the 
Lawn  Tennis  court  marked  out  in  white  lines. 

For  the  last  three  generations,  cricket  only,  of  our  out-door 
pastimes,  has  had  any  real  and  general  hold  on  our  insular 
affections.  Like  the  Ur  of  the  Chaldeans,  it  had  devoured  all 
and  every  one  of  those  innumerable  sports,  games,  and  pas- 
times wherewith  our  forefathe;rs,  teste  old  Joseph  Strutt,  be- 
guiled the  long  days  of  summer;  and  yet  cricket,  with  all 
its  charms,  is  but  half  a  sport,  scientifically  conducted  as  it 
has  been  these  many  years  past,  with  its  solemn  matches,  its 
professional  players,  its  gate-money,  its  carefully  computed 
averages  at  the  yearns  end.  It  is,  as  often  as  not,  only  an 
exhibition,  a  show — the  cause,  no  doubt,  of  much  interest  and 
anxiety  to  all  concerned;  but  it  hardly  ranks  as  a  sport,  and 
is,  as  a  rule,  anything  but  exhilarating  to  nine- tenths  of  those 
concerned,  either  as  players  or  spectators.  So  the  old  plea- 
sant merry-making  over  the  friendly  jousts  of  neighbours  on 
village  greens  and  commons  were  become  things  of  the  past, 
and  the  gladsome  England  of  old  has  grown  into  the  sad, 
lack-life  England  of  to-day. 

"  The  nine  men  Morris  is  filled  up  with  mud, 
And  the  quaint  Mazes  in  the  Wanton  Green 
For  lack  of  tread  are  undistinguishable." 

In  this  melancholy  predicament  comes  this  new  and  sprightly 
game  to  enliven  us,  and  from  all  right-thinking  English  people 
it  deserves  a  hearty  welcome. 

In  truth,  the  game  is  a  noble  one — one  to  make  the  pulses 
beat  with  a  healthy  vigour,  to  train  hand  and  foot  and  eye, 
to  send  the  life-blood  coursing  freely  through  the  languid 
lungs,  and,  above  all,  in  this  age  of  over-work,  and  multi- 
plying worries  of  every  sort,  to  lighten  the  load  of  them, 
and  give  us,  jaded  as  we  are,  the  best  of  all  kinds  of  relaxa- 
tion. 

All  our  social  reformers  tell  us  that  we  are  neglecting,  as 
the  Greeks  were  too  wise  to  neglect,  that  gymnastic  culture 
which  should  accompany  and  temper,  and  even,  rightly  used, 
enhance  the  culture  of  our  minds.  And  here  is  offered  to  us 
just  such  a  game  as  a  Greek  athlete  would  have  delighted  in, 
as  a  Greek  philosopher  would  have  watched  approvingly,  and  a 
Greek  poet  loved  to  describe. 

Having  mentioned  the  ancients — writing  for  so  serious  a 
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periodical  as  The  New  Quaeterlt,  it  was,  of  course,  incum- 
bent upon  me  to  do  so  sooner  or  later — I  take  this  opportunity 
of  stating  very  positively  my  opinion  that  the  Greeks  and 
Uomans  did  not  know  any  game  at  all  approaching  to  Lawn 
Tennis,  either  played  on  a  lawn,  or  in  an  enclosed  court.  With 
all  their  advantages  over  us,  I  believe  that  we  have  this  one 
over  them.  No  Greek  or  Roman,  I  am  convinced,  ever  handled 
a  racquet,  ever  gave  a  twisting  service,  ever  enjoyed  the 
pleasure  of  a  successful  "  cut "  stroke,  or  the  still  greater 
triumph  of  a  sharp,  back -handed,  half- volley  return.  But  I 
anticipate.  In  a  capital  article  upon  Lawn  Tennis,  which 
appeared  in  the  Edinburgh  Review  exactly  a  twelvemonth  ago, 
the  Greek  origin  of  the  game  is  implied  in  the  title,  "  Lusio 
Pilaris  /'  and  the  author,  founding  himself  upon  the  exhaustive 
treatises  of  the  German  Krause  and  the  Frenchman  Burette,* 
makes  out  a  very  ingenious  case  for  the  ancients.  Again,  the 
Greek  word  Sphairistikd,  which  was  attempted  at  first — hap- 
pily, with  perfect  want  of  success,  Sphairistik^  indeed  ! — to  be 
foisted  upon  our  intelligence  and  good  taste  as  the  name  of  the 
new  game,  the  use  of  this  word,  which  signifies  ball-play,  or, 
more  properly,  skill  in  ball-play,  was  in  itself  intended  to 
imply  that  Lawn  Tennis  and  this  long  Greek  word  expressed 
one  and  the  same  thing.  Now  it  is  my  firm  conviction  that 
when  that  Eoman  Emperor  made  his  famous  ofiFer  of  a  great 
reward  for  the  man  who  should  tell  him  of  a  new  pleasure,  if  a 
well-strung  racquet  had  been  placed  in  his  imperial  hands,  with 
a  neat  translation  of  the  Marylebone  Rules  of  Lawn  Tennis 
my  belief  is,  I  say,  that  the  reward  would  have  been  secured. 

The  games  of  ball  with  which  solemn  Greek  and  Roman 
gentlemen  beguiled  their  leisure  and  fortified  their  constitu- 
tions— Pliny  tells  us  how  his  aged  friend  Surinna  played 
regularly  at  ball,  for  the  express  purpose  of  postponing  the 
stiffness  and  lethargy  of  old  age — appear,  by  common  consent, 
to  have  been  of  an  innocent,  and  indeed,  somewhat  childish 
character.  In  one  variety  of  the  game  the  ball  was  "  skied  " — 
this  slang  term  of  ours  is  even  literally  anticipated  in  its  name 
ovpavia — and  caught  in  its  descent  by  the  quickest  of  the 
players.  Another  game  seems  to  have  been  of  a  peculiarly 
simple  and  artless  kind,  being  evidently  nothing  else  than  that 

*  **  Das  Ballspiel  {c^pumidi)  die  gymnasHk  und  agonistik  der  Ilellenen 
Yon  Dr.  Johann  Heinrich  Krause.*'  **  M^ moire  pour  pervir  Ik  I'hiBtoire  de  la 
Sph^ristiqQe,  ou  la  Paume  des  Anciens.     Par  M.  Burette." 
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kind  of  play  or  "  larking  with  the  ball/'  which  takes  place  at 
any  cricket  match  in  the  interval  between  the  putting  out  of 
one  player  and  the  coming  in  of  another  to  the  wicket.  It  was 
played,  explains  the  profound  Monsieur  Burette,  by  a  number 
of  people  who  threw  the  ball  from  one  to  another ;  its  pecu- 
liarity "  consisted  in  the  persons  who  had  the  ball  pretending 
to  throw  it  to  a  certain  individual,  and,  while  the  latter  was 
expecting  it,  suddenly  turning  and  throwing  it  to  another/' 
This  naive  sport  was  termed  by  some  (f)a>ivivBpa,  by  others 
€<f>€TivBa;  but  why  (f)(uvivhpa,  or  why  i(f>€TivSa,  the  learned 
have  not  yet  decided.  Again,  the  term  diroppa^cf;  was  bestowed 
upon  a  still  more  unsophisticated  game,  and  which  really 
hardly  seems  to  have  deserved  so  fine  a  name.  Our  English 
schoolboys  call  it  '^  bounce-ball,'*  and  it  consists  only  in  strik- 
ing the  ball  to  the  ground  with  the  flat  of  the  hand,  as  long 
as  the  player  can  keep  it  going. 

So  much  for  the  Greeks.  The  Roman  ball-play  seems  to 
have  been  somewhat  more  manly  in  character,  and  a  little 
more  complicated.  Three  persons,  standing  triangle-wise 
towards  each  other,  would  throw  the  pila,  or  small  ball,  from 
one  to  another.  This  was  a  favourite  Roman  pastime.  It  was 
good  play  to  catch  with  the  left  hand.  Representations  of 
this  game  in  wall -paintings  are  not  uncommon,  and  sometimes 
the  players  are  drawn  with  more  than  one  ball  a-piece.  This 
refinement  would,  of  course,  add  to  the  difficulty  of  play; 
but  in  common,  no  doubt,  with  other  admirers  of  the  ancients, 
the  present  writer  would  be  glad  to  believe  that  their  Spher- 
istic  games,  which  to  them  were  absorbing  sources  of  occupa- 
tion and  interest,  were  something  more  than  such  childish 
sports  as  these  which  we  have  described. 

The  scholarly  writer  in  the  Edinburgh  Review  is  with  me 
in  this  wish — indeed,  goes  farther  a  great  deal  than  I  can 
towards  believing  what  he  wishes.  It  is  clear  that  he  is  an 
enthusiastic  and  accomplished  tennis  player,  as  well  as  an  ex- 
cellent writer,  and  he  will  have  it  that  Greeks  and  Romans 
played  the  game  which  he  loves,  or  played  something  very 
like  it.  The  somewhat  obscure  lines  doubtfully  ascribed  to 
Saleius  Bassus  he  reads  as  an  encomium  on  Piso's  skill  in  half- 
voUeying  a  shooting  ball — of  course,  with  some  instrument 
held  in  the  hand ;  and  if  this  be  the  sense  of  the  passage,  his 
case  is  made  out.  I  venture,  however,  to  say  the  lines  have 
no  such  meaning.     They  are  as  follows : — 
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"  Nec  tibi  mobilitas  minor  est  si  forte  volantem 
Ant  geminare  pilam  javat,  ant  revocare  cadentem, 
£t  noQ  sperato  fagientem  reddere  gestu." 

Geminare,  contends  the  Edinburgh  Reviewer,  cannot  signify 
any  play  so  slovenly  as  the  hitting  of  the  ball  twice  over ;  it 
must  therefore  mean  to  half-volley,  i.e.,  to  strike  the  ball  as  it 
touches  the  ground.  I  do  not  believe  it.  I  take  geminare  to 
have  no  other  sense  than  to  hit  the  ball  twice  over — to  make  a 
double  hit.  It  is  not  slovenly  play ;  it  is  one  of  the  refine- 
ments of  fielding  at  cricket  to  do  this  very  thing.  A  man 
cannot  reach  the  ball  to  hold  it,  but  he  can  just  touch  it,  and 
he  gives  it  a  pat  up  into  the  air,  and  then  catches  it.  It  is 
reckoned  very  good  fielding  indeed.  To  my  mind  the  reading 
of  the  passage  is  this — I  will  put  it  into  very  free  language, 
such  as  a  marker  of  the  present  day  might  use  towards  a 
modern  Piso  : — 

'^  Your  play,  too,  is  very  quick,  sir,  and  you  are  very  good 
at  patting  up  a  ball  out  of  reach  and  getting  hold  of  it  that 
way,  and  many  a  ball  have  I  seen  you  take  that  was  just  on  the 
die,  and  return  it,  when  the  other  gentleman  made  sure  you 
could  never  touch  it  again.'* 

This  may  be  an  inelegant  rendering,  but  I  feel  sure  it  is  a 
correct  one  of  the  sense.  The  idesf  of  Tennis,  played  with  a 
racquet,  is  quite  excluded  in  my  translation,  while  the  EJdin- 
burgh  Reviewer  concludes,  as  we  have  seen,  that  this  Roman 
game  was  one  played  with  some  such  instrument.  If  so,  how 
comes  it  that  there  is  no  word  for  a  racquet,  or  for  any 
equivalent  of  a  racquet,  in  good  Latin  ? 

The  passage  which  throws  most  light  ou  the  ball  play  of 
the  Romans  is  Seneca's  description  of  the  Lusus  Pilce,  and  the 
reader  shall  be  allowed  to  exercise  his  penetration  upon  and 
form  his  own  conclusion  from  the  passage  in  question,  of  which 
I  will  give  a  translation.  The  philosopher  is  discussing  the 
conferring  and  the  receiving  of  benefits  or  favours,  and  dwelling 
on  the  tact  required  in  giving  as  well  as  taking.  ^'  Now,"  he 
says,  "  I  will  use  an  illustration  from  the  game  of  ball  with 
which  our  friend  and  master  Chrysippus  is  quite  familiar.  If 
in  this  game  the  ball  falls  to  the  ground,  it  is  the  fault  either 
of  the  man  who  has  thrown  it  or  of  him  who  should  have 
caught  it.  The  ball  can  only  be  kept  in  motion  when  the  play 
both  of  thrower  and  catcher  is  equally  good ;  and  a&the  thrower 
will  throw  high  to  a  tall  man  and  low  to  a  short  one,  so  it 
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should  be  when  we  grant  a  favour,  etc.  Now,  if  we  know  that 
our  partner  is  a  good  player,  we  send  in  the  ball  sharply,  for 
we  can  make  sure  it  will  be  returned  as  sharply  from  his  hand ; 
but  if  our  partner  is  awkward,  we  toss  him  the  ball  quite 
gently  and  into  his  very  h&nd.  Just  so  is  it  with  the  granting 
of  favours,  etc/'  It  is  the  word  repercutiet,  clearly  implying 
the  sense  of  striking  back,  and  which  meaning  I  have  conveyed 
in  the  passage  italicised,  from  which  it  may  be  contended  that 
the  Romans  played  a  sort  of  Tennis. 

If  all  my  readers  wore  classicists,  they  should  have  a  great 
deal  more  on  this  interesting  point.  As  they  probably  are  not, 
I  beg  at  least  to  quote  a  passage  from  a  popular  author  to 
show  how  hotly  we  classic  antiquaries  can  enter  into  these 
seemingly  trifling  discussions  on  the  minutiae  of  ancient  life. 
*' Every  thing,''  says  Mr.  Shandy,  "isbig  with  jest,  and  has  wit 
in  it,  and  instruction  too,  if  we  could  but  find  it  out."  It  is 
shortly  after  enunciating  this  proposition  that,  as  all  my  readers 
will  recollect,  the  scholarly  Mr.  Shandy,  desiring  that  his  child 
should  be  clothed  without  departing  from  classic  precedents, 
had  his  famous  consultation  with  Albertus  Eubenius  upon  the 
clothing  of  the  ancients.  Eubenius  gave  Mr.  Shandy,  as  his 
son  recounts,  an  infinity  of  information  upon  this  subject, 
finally  coming  to  the  "  Lattis  Clavns/' 

"  'And  what  was  the  Latus  Clavus  ? '  said  my  father. 

"  '  Eubenius  told  him  that  the  point  was  still  litigating 
among  the  learned  : — That  E(jnafius,  Sigonius,  Eossius  Tid* 
nensis,  Daysius  Budoeus,  Salmasiuft,  Lipsius,  LaziiLSj  Isaac 
Casauhon,  and  Joseph  Scaliyer,  all  diflfered  from  each  other, 
and  he  from  them.  That  some  took  it  to  be  the  button — 
some  the  coat  itself — others  only  the  colour  of  it : — That  the 
great  Baysius,  in  his '  Wardrobe  of  the  Ancients/  chap.  12, 
honestly  said,  he  knew  not  what  it  was, — whether  a  tibula — a 
stud — a  button — a  loop — a  buckle — or  clasps  and  keepers  : — ' 

"  My  father  lost  the  horse,  but  not  the  saddle — *  They  are 
JiooJcs  and  eyes/  said  my  father — and  with  hooks  and  eyes  he 
ordered  my  breeches  to  be  made." 

We  too  have  followed  Seneca  and  Saleius  Bassus,  and  the 
learned  Burette  and  the  scholarly  Krause,  and  the  question  is, 
after  all,  what  was  the  Lusio  Pilaiis  ?  I  answer,  without  a 
moment's  hesitation  : — It  was  Fives !  * 

*  That  is,  a  game  in  which  the  ball  was,  at  least  occasicmallj,  struck  back  (r^ 
percuUre  can  mean  nothing  but  thi#)  bj  the  hand  j  Fivep,  that  is,  plajed  by  per- 
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Lawn  Tennis  owes  its  existence  to  the  fact  that  the  gam  of 
a  certain  tropical  tree  dries  when  exposed  to  the  air,  and, 
doing  so,  becomes  elastic.  When  once  the  india-rubber  bail 
became  a  fact,  Lawn  Tennis  became  a  possibility.  This  may 
appear  to  be  a  paradox :  I  will  show  it  to  be  none. 

From  a  very  early  period  in  the  Middle  Agn«,  a  certain 
game  of  ball  had  been  known,  the  playing  of  which  consists 
in  this — that  two  or  more  persons,  armed  with  bats,  battle- 
dores, or  racquet^, '  .v.died  a  ball  from  one  to  the  other.  It 
was,  no  doubt,  a  madiseval  modification  of  the  ancient  Lusio 
Pilaris,  At  F  o  v.- known  p'tiiol  in  the  history  of  the  game, 
a  net  wa  .  •  tclied  \'Aw(  n  f  n^  rln^yers,  to  strike  the  ball  into 
which  constituted  a  "  foi:  .:..  .*  '*"iO  jfr.  ^  must  always 
have  been  played  on  paved  gruui.  J,  or  eartu  l.  l-pn  hard  and 
flat.  Perhaps  a  thresliiug-fioor  served  as  the  first  Tennis 
Court,  and  it  is  not  unlikely  that  as  the  game  was  one  played 
in  the  south  of  Europe,  the  first  ball  was  a  rounded  piece  of 
cork  wood,  which  is  elastic  enough  to  bound  fairly  well  on 
hard  ground.  In  more  advanced  times,  however,  the  ball  was 
composed  of  a  core  or  centre  of  rolled  linen  rag,  intermingled 
with  scraps  and  shreds  of  leather,  and  tightly  bound  outside 
with  a  covering  of  kid. 

In  the  Middle  Ages,  when  men  of  leisurely  lives  passed 
them  in  castles  with  walled-in  offices,  it  is  obvious  that  one  of 
the  wall-surrounded  courtyards  would  have  served  well  for 
Tennis.  We  know,  indeed,  that  this  did  happen,  because  the 
modem  Tennis  Court  still  retains  the  form,  and  even  some  of 
the  accidental  architectural  peculiarities,  of  one  such  court- 
yard in  France,  in  which,  probably,  the  game  was  played  to 
peculiar  advantage,  ^n  every  modern  Tennis  Court  there  has 
been  rop?u.f  "d  the  c  > '  .r.  1  passage  which  existed  in  this  original 
courtyarJ.  On  one  siuo  o."  the  first  court  there  happened  to 
be  a  proJGctin=^  abutn»G'i',  iViI  this,  too,  has  become  an  essen- 

80T1H  •t:  •  V.  -r  cop^vi^4i  to  fft-h  other  and  withqub  a  wall  as  we  now  play  Fivot; 
exactly  w«  Tallone  it  placed  to  this  day  in  Italy.  So  played,  the  Luno  IHlaru 
would  be  many  euougb,  would  require  oonai<(erabld  ekiil,  and  would  jastify  all 
the  eficomiuiDS  upon  it  of  the  ancient  writ^rfl.  One  fact  may  be  mentioned  to 
flhow  Vow  ithc>rt  we  degener&te  modems  fall  of  the  earoestnefs  and  solemn,  uncom* 
proroisioi;  thoroughneta  of  the  e  ancient  players  at  ball.  They  one  a&d  all, 
the  enilful  Piso,  Ghrysipputf,  the  professor  of  philosophy,  and  the  aged  Surinna 
i'uiself — (  feur  there  is  little  chance  cf  bringing  about  a  reform  of  our  luxurious 
habits  m  this  direction — they  one  and  all,  I  say,  pl«yed  the  game  in  a  state  of 
cj  ).,.l€tfc  n^aitv  I 
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tial  portion  of  all  Tennis  Courts  to   this  day.     So  likewise 
there  was  an  arcaded  passage,  which  is  still  retained  at  one 
end  of  our  Tennis  Courts  ;  and  even  a  little  square  window, 
which   happened  to  be  at   the  opposite   side,  is   reproduced 
wherever  a  Tennis  Court  is  built ;  and  window,  arcade,  covered 
passage,  and  jutting  buttress,  all  contribute  to  the  making  of 
the  game  of  Tennis.     The  playing  of  the  game  in  a  y^rd 
enclosed  on  four  sides  would  have  its  obvious  advantages,  the 
boundary  lines  hitherto  drawn  on  pavement  or  trodden  earth 
would  be  replaced  by  walls,  which  would  keep  the  balls  within 
bounds,  and  the  game  would  thus  be  greatly  complicated,  for 
balls  striking  the  end  or  side  walls  would  fall  in  new  and 
various  curves,  and  the  game  would  be  advancing  towards  the 
scientific  development  which  it  obtained  in  the  reign  of  the 
Grand  Monarque. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  Tennis — ^by  common 
consent  the  most  difficult  and  scientific  of  all  games  of  skill — 
is  French  in  its  origin.  In  all  countries  where  Tennis  is  now 
played,  in  Germany,  in  Russia,  in  Spain,  and  even  in  Italy, 
the  very  language  of  the  game  is  French.  With  ourselves, 
for  instance,  the  arcade  mentioned  above  is  known  as  the 
Dedavs,  the  little  window  is  the  Orille,  the  covered  gallery 
with  the  sloping  roof  is  the  Pent-house,  from  Pente,  a  slope, 
and  the  buttress,  which  was  faced,  probably,  with  wood,  and 
sounded  hollow  when  the  ball  struck  it,  is  known  as  the 
Tambour  or  drum.  The  very  terms  used  in  scoring, — Deuce, 
Chase,  Advantage, — are  all  of  French  origin,  and  so,  of  course 
are  such  worda  as  Tennis  and  Racquet. 

It  is  intelligible  that  the  country  which  produced  Tennis, 
and  where  its  traditions  are  oldest  and  strongest,  should 
likewise  produce  the  best  players  of  the  game,  just  as  no 
people  can  play  cricket  as  we  can,  or  Base  Ball  against  the 
Americans.  By  far  the  finest  player  of  modern  days  was 
the  celebrated  Monsieur  Barre.  To  see  him  play  was  a  sudden 
revelation  of  the  resources  and  capabilities  of  Tennis,  and 
perhaps  a  description  of  Barrels  play,  as  witnessed  by  the 
present  writer,  may  help  me  to  an  explanation  of  a  game 
which  has  so  much  in  common  with  Lawn  Tennis. 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  exhibition  of  play  made  by  this 
gentleman  in  the  Oxford  Tennis  Court,  many  years  ago.  The 
antagonist  of  Barre  was  on  this  occasion  our  own  well-known 
and  excellent  player,  Tomkins.     Tomkins  received  large  odds 

25 
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from  the  Frenchman,  who  was  then  a  man  considerably  over 
sixty — a  very  stout,  bald-headed,  good-humoared  person,  with 
irrepressible  spirits,  speaking  in  deplorable  broken  English, 
his  huge  sides  visibly  shaking  with  the  hearty  laughter  where- 
with he  rewarded  his  own  continuous  fire  of  jest  and  pleasantry. 
Now  would  he  laughingly  deplore  his  own  unwieldiness,  now 
with  a  brief  assumption  of  melancholy  tell  his  hearers  that  ha 
was  stricken  in  years,  slow  and  enfeebled  by  age,  and  pro- 
mising never*  again  to  exhibit  his  venerability  in  a  Tennis 
Court,  would  make  a  stroke  whereat  we  undergraduates, 
crowded  in  the  dedans  and  galleries,  would  shout  out  our 
admiration  and  delight.  Tomkins,  a  reserved,  modest,  young 
man,  albeit  an  admirable  player,  in  the  prime  of  life,  and  with 
the  strength  and  activity  of  a  young  athlete,  could  no  more 
stand  against  the  old  man  with  racquet  than  with  tongue. 

Barrels  strength  and  delicacy  of  touch  were  alike  marvellous. 
At  times  would  the  ball  fly  straight  and  strong  as  a  rifle 
bullet  with  the  sweep  of  his  powerful  fore- arm ;  at  others  it 
would  pass  with  slow  and  wavering  flight,  and  rise  as  if 
instinct  with  life,  to  avoid  the  net,  and,  preserving  the  rotation 
given  it  by  the  master^s  hand,  fall  like  a  lump  of  lead  in  the 
corner  of  the  court.  An  Oxford  friend  reminds  me,  in  proof 
of  M.  Barrels  extraordinary  strength  and  command  of  the  ball, 
that  it  was  a  current  report  in  the  University  in  our  days  that 
Barre  could  strike  a  racquet  ball  in  the  open  air  the  extra- 
ordinary distance  of  a  quarter  of  a  mile;  but  there  were 
qualities  in  his  play  more  important  than  merely  physical  ones. 
There  was  not  only  a  perfect  unison  of  hand  and  eye, — that 
is  not  so  very  rare, — but  there  was  the  application  to  his 
play  of  mental  qualities  of  a  high  order.  It  is  supposed  that 
billiards  exercise  the  mathematical  faculties  of  a  player  pretty 
severely,  but  what  comparison  can  the  ''sides,''  curves,  angles, 
and  twists  of  billiard  balls  aflford  with  those  of  the  Tennis  bfJl? 
In  billiards  the  calculations  can  be  made  at  leisure — ^the  player 
may  think  over  each  stroke  for  five  minutes,  if  he  please ;  in 
Tennis  he  has  to  make  his  combinations  and  take  action  in  the 
merest  fraction  of  a  second.  In  billiards  the  balls  roll  in  one 
plane,  in  Tennis  they  move  through  a  cubic  space,  bounded 
by  the  floor,  roof,  and  walls  of  the  court.  There  is  room,  then, 
not  for  judgment  only,  but  for  quick  and  cool  decision,  for 
presence  of  mind,  and  for  that  which  in  human  life  is  after  ^ 
the  rarest   and  most  valuable  of  faculties — that,   namely^  of 
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entering  into  the  mind  of  onr  fellow-men  and  anticipating 
their  judgments  and  actions.  Of  all  this  there  was  evidence 
in  Barrels  plaj.  I  have  watched  him  play  against  many 
different  opponents^  and  never  has  he  failed  to  adapt  his  play 
to  that  of  his  antagonist.  He  always  gave  odds  to  the  best 
players^  both  in  France  and  England^  and  as  he  was  a  very 
good-natured  man^  he  often  bungled  a  stroke  to  encourage  an 
adversary^  and  even  sometimes  condescended  to  lose  a  game ; 
bat  he  was  never  known  to  lose  the  '^  set,^^ 

Lawn  Tennis  is  not  exactly  the  offspring  or  descendant  of 
Tennis^  as  is  generally  asserted,  but,  as  will  have  appeared 
from  my  sketch  of  its  history,  it  is  Tennis  reverting  to  its 
earlier  and  simpler  conditions.  It  is  Tennis  without  the  com- 
plications caused  by  end  and  side  walls,  pent-house,  and 
dedans,  and,  above  all,  it  is  Tennis  without  the  system  of 
Chases,  which  distinguishes  that  g^me  from  all  others. 

The  simplicity  of  the  game  is  one  of  its  chief  attractions 
and  recommendations,  and,  therefore,  I  do  not  agree  with 
those  admirers  of  Lawn  Tennis  who  carry  their  admiration 
ahnost  to  the  point  of  pedantry,  and  would  erect  side  and  end 
walls  on  the  turf,  and  even  introduce  into  the  game  the  system 
of  Tennis  scoring  and  of  Chases.* 

Now  we  come  back  to  the  seemiag  paradox  with  which  I 
started.  To  make  Lawn  Tennis  possible  it  was  necessary  to 
have  a  ball  which  should  bound  sufficiently  high  on  turf. 
A  common  Tennis  ball  falling  on  turf  will  rise  no  more  than 
a  lump  of  wet  clay.  Even  a  cork  ball  will  leave  the  level 
grass  plat  but  an  inch  or  two.  A  hollow  india-rubber  ball 
bounds  on  grass  rather  more  than  a  Tennis  ball  does  on  pave- 
ment; covered  with  flannel  it  behaves  with  such  an  exact 
propriety  of  elasticity   as  to  make  it  simply  perfect  for  its 

*  It  has  been  said  that  the  mjstery  of  Chases  at  Tennis  it  not  to  be  explained 
to  the  uninitiated..  A  moment's  attention  should,  I  think,  make  it  clear  to 
mny  one.  A  Ckat$  maj  be  defined  thus : — A  plajer  in  some  oironmstanoes  of  the 
game,  instead  of  returning  a  ball  elects  to  let  it  be.  The  spot  where'  it  touches 
the  ground  the  second  time  is  noted  by  the  marker,  and  is  known  as  a  chase,  and 
the  player  on  changing  courts  endeavours  in  his  torn  so  to  strike  the  ball  as  that 
iU  second  b  ound  shall  fall  fiirther  from  the  net  than  this  marked  spot.  If  he 
does  this,  he  wins  the  ehate  and  scores,— if  he  fails,  his  opponent  scores.  Of 
course,  if  the  player's  stroke  seems  likely  to  win  the  Chase,  the  playee  will  do  his 
beet  to  retom  it  over  the  net,  and  the  pUyer  then  tries  again  and  again.  It  i* 
obTiout  how  much  opportunity  this  must  afford  for  the  rapid  judging  of  space, 
distance,  and  time. 
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purpose.  It  was  the  happy  conjunction,  therefore,  of  the 
india-rubber  ball  and  of  the  ingenious  Captain  Wingfield 
which  resulted  in  the  game  known  as  Lawn  Tennis.* 

Lawn  Tennis  players  will  remember  how  when  the  game 
was  first  played  in  this  country,  no  little  anarchy  prevailed  as 
to  the  markings  of  the  court,  the  rules  of  the  game,  and  even 
the  sort  of  balls  and  racquets  to  be  used.     A  dozen  schemes 
of  play  were  proposed  and  fought  over  by  eager  correspondents 
in  the   columns  of   the  Field,  and  endless  discussion  arose 
whenever  players  got  together  who  were  not  accustomed  to 
play  on  the  same  kind  of  court  and  with  the  same  rules ;  and 
it  was  not  till  the  end  of  last  May  that  something  like  uni- 
formity was  introduced  by  the  publication  of  the  Marylebone 
Club   Bules.     With  that  proper  respect  for   law  and   order 
which   distinguishes   our    people,  we  at    once    gave   in   our 
adhesion  to  the  new  code  of  this  central  authority,  and  the 
Marylebone  Rules  are  obeyed  at  this  moment  in  ninety-nine 
courts  out  of  a  hundred.     Nevertheless,  I  suppose  no  intelli- 
gent   person    but    knows  that    these    new   regulations    are 
imperfect.     We  obey   them,   but   we   must    criticise.     They 
can  be  modified  to  the  great  advantage  of  the  game,  and  as 
the  Marylebone  Committee  are  an  intelligent  body  of  men, 
the  rules  will  probably  be  re-cast  in  the  course  of  the  coming 
spring. 

It  is  rumoured  that  the  Committee  of  Prince's  Club 
intend  to  put  forth  a  new  Code  of  Rules  of  Lawn  Tennis.  I 
trust  they  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  If  their  rules  are  at 
all  generally  adopted,  there  will  be  a  most  undesirable  division 
of  authority,  and  all  the  old  confusion.  To  be  sure,  the  game, 
as  played  at  this  excellent  club,  is  on  the  whole  a  good  one, 
but  Prince's  is  not  yet  in  a  condition  to  lay  down  the  law. 
The  Marylebone  Cricket  Club  are.     To  give  all  possible  pub- 

*  No  attempt  to  depriTe  Captain  Wingfield  of  the  credit  of  having  intro- 
duoed  this  capitil  game  to  hia  coantrjmen  has  succeeded.  The  merit  is  all  ^ 
own  ;  neTerthelese,  there  is  no  doubt  that  something  verj  like  Lawn  Tennis  wss 
played  many  years  ago  in  certain  private  housed  in  this  country.  A  friend  teUi 
me  that  some  twenty  years  since  a  sort  of  outdoor  Tennis  was  regularly  played 
on  a  court  marked  out  by  lines  on  the  broad  and  level  lawns  of  his  father's  hooK- 
A  net  was  stretched,  and  the  balls  used  were  of  india-rubber.  At  this  home, 
in  a  Scotch  border  county,  Captain  Wingfield  was,  so  I  understand,  either  • 
visitor  and  saw  the  game  thus  played,  or  heard  of  it  through  a  friend  by  whoD 
it  had  been  played.  This  fact  explains,  but  does  not  in  the  least  detract  hem 
Captain  Winj^jStiid'^achiDvement-io  publishing  aud  popularizing  the  s^me. 
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lidty  to  the  Marylebone  Club  Regulations,  and  also  for  facility 
of  reference,  I  quote  them  in  a  foot-note.* 

Whatever  shortcomings  these  Marylebone  Rules  may  pos- 
sess,  they  introduce  one  amendment  into  the  game  which  is 
almost  a  stroke  of  genius.     In  the  game  as  it  was  first  played, 

•  LIWS  OF  LA.WN  TENNIS.— REVI8KD  BY  THE  M.C.C. 
Tns  CouBT  AJiD  Terms  usxd  ix  thx  Gami. 

1.  The  court  shall  be  diTided  into  two  equal  parts  bj  a  net  attached  to  two 
poflU,  7  ft.  in  height,  21  ft.  apart.  The  height  of  the  net  at  the  posts  shall  be 
5  ft.,  at  the  centre  4  ft.  At  a  distance  of  39  ft.  from  the  net,  lines  80  ft.  in  length 
•hall  be  marked  out  pamllel  to  it,  called  base  lines,  and  also  lines  from  the  post 
to  the  extremities  of  these  lines.  The  court  shall  be  also  divided  lengthways 
hj  a  line  called  the  central  line  into  two  equal  parts,  which  shall  be  called  right 
and  left  courts ;  and  lines  shall  be  marked  out  parallel  to  the  net  at  a  distance  of 
26  ft,  from  it,  which  shall  be  called  serTice  lines. 

2.  The  plajers  shall  ocsupj  the  courts  on  each  side  of  the  net.  He  who 
serres — 1>.,  delivers  the  firit  stroke — is  said  to  be  "  Hand-in,"  and  alone  is  able 
to  score;  if  he  loses  a  stroke  he  shall  become  ''Hand-out,"  and  his  adrersarj 
•hall  become  '*  Hand-in,"  and  serre. 

3.  The  ball  shall  be  serred  by  the  Hand-in,  who  shall  stand  so  that  one  foot 
shall  be  without  the  base  line  of  the  court.  He  shall  senre  from  the  right  and 
Itrft  courts  altemateljf  so  that  the  ball  shall  drop  between  the  net  and  the  service 
line  of  the  court  disgonally  opposed  to  that  from  which  it  was  delivered. 

4.  It  shall  be  a  fault  if  the  service  shall  drop  in  the  wrong  court  or  beyond  the 
service  line.  If  the  Hand-in  serves  a  fault,  he  shall  serre  again  from  the  same 
eourt.  If  the  Hand-out  shall  take  or  attempt  to  take  a  fault,  the  service  shall  be 
treated  aa  good. 

5.  The  service  shall  not  be  volleyed  by  the  Hand-out ;  i.e.^  taken  before  it 
shall  have  touched  the  ground. 

6.  To  return  a  ball  is  to  play  it  bsck  over  the  net  before  it  has  touched  the 
ground  a  second  time. 

7.  The  balls  shall  be  hollow,  made  of  india-rubber ;  they  shall  be  2^  in.  in 
diameter,  and  H  os.  in  weight.  Balls  covered  with  white  cloth  shall  be  used  in 
fine  weather. 

N.B. — The  dimensions  of  the  court  are  given  ss  they  exiit  at  Lord*p,  but  are 
not  laid  down  arbitrarily.  They  will  be  found  generally  suitable  for  single 
matches.  The  dimensions  of  the  court  may  be  altered  to  suit  the  capacity  of  the 
players  or  the  state  of  the  ground,  provided  that  the  distaoce  from  the  net  to  the 
service  line  shall  be  proportionately  lengthened  or  reduced. 

Ths  Gamb. 

8.  At  the  beginning  of  the  first  game  the  players  shall  toss  for  choice  of 
courts  and  the  right  to  serve.  lo  subsequent  gsmes  the  winner  of  the  last  game 
shall  nerve,  but  courts  shall  be  changed  at  the  end  of  every  game. 

9.  The  Hand-in  shall  not  »erve  until  the  Hand-out  shall  be  prepared ;  but  if 
the  Hand-out  takes  or  attempts  to  return  the  service,  it  shall  be  treated  as  good. 

10.  The  Hand-in  shall  win  a  stroke  and  score  one  point,  if  the  Haod-out  fails 
to  return  the  service  or  any  subsequent  stroke ;  or  strikes  the  ball  in  play,  so  that 
it  shall  drop  out  of  the  court ;  or  volleys  the  service. 
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tho  service  was  from  the  base  line  into  the  farthest  court 
diagonally  opposite.  Under  this  regime  a  fast  service  jast  ovot 
the  net  was  extremely  difficult  to  return.  Players  soon 
discovered  this,  and  a  man  with  the  trick  of  a  swift  and  certain 
service  could  generally  win  a  game  of  a  much  better  player 

11.  The  Hand-in  shaU  be  Hand-out  if  he  fails  to  serve  the  ball  oyer  the  net; 
or  if  he  serres  it  so  that  it  shall  drop  out  of  the  coart ;  [or]  if  he  makes  two 
luccessiTe  faults ;  or  if  be  fails  to  return  the  ball  in  plaj,  so  that  it  shall  drop  in 
the  court. 

12.  Either  player  shall  lose  a  stroke  if  the  ball  in  play  shall  tooch  his  hand, 
or  any  other  part  of  his  person,  or  his  clothes,  or  if  hd  ghall  strike  the  bsU  more 
than  once. 

13.  Lawn  Tennis  is  played  by  the  game.  The  player  who  first  acores  15 
aces  shall  win  the  game. 

14.  But  if  both  parties  reach  14,  the  score  is  called  '*  Deuce."  Another 
point,  called  '*  Yantage,"  is  then  introduced,  and  a  player,  in  order  to  score 
game,  must  win  two  points  in  succession,  viz.,  vantage  and  game;  otherwise, 
though  he  may  have  one  Tantage,  if  he  should  lose  the  next  stroke  the  soon 
returns  to  deuce. 

15.  A  ball  which  drops  on  any  line  shall  be  considered  to  hare  dropped  into 
the  court  marked  by  that  line. 

16.  It  is  a  good  senrice  to  return,  although  the  ball  touch  the  net  or  eidier  of 
the  posts. 

DOUBLl  Matoebs. 

17.  The  aboTe  rules  shall  also  apply  to  the  four-handed  game,  with  the  follo*- 
ing  additions. 

18.  At  the  oommenoement  of  the  game,  one  partner  only  of  the  side  that  ii 
Hand-in  shall  serve ;  when  he  or  his  partner  shall  have  lost  a  stroke,  the  other 
side  shall  be  Hand-in. 

19.  During  the  remainder  of  the  game,  when  the  Hand-in  who  first  eerr^t 
shall  hare  been  put  out,  his  partner  shall  serve,  so  that  before  the  side  ia  Hand- 
out both  partners  shall  have  been  put  out. 

20.  The  Hand-in  shall  deliver  the  service  in  accordance  with  Bulea  3,  4,  and 
6,  and  his  adversaries  shall  return  the  service  alternately ;  but  in  aubsequent 
strokes  the  partners  may  occupy  any  position  in  the  court  they  may  find  advisable. 

21.  If  the  service  be  delivered  in  the  wrong  court,  it  may  be  taken  by  either 
adversary. 

N.B. — If  one  player  plajs  against  two  adversaries,  he  will  be  Hand-in  twice, 
except  at  the  commencement  of  the  game. 

Handicaps. 

22.  Half  Couet. — The  giver  of  odds  may  elect  into  which  half  court  he  will 
play.  He  will  lose  the  stroke  if  he  play  the  baU  so  that  it  fail  to  drop  into  that 
half  court. 

23.  A  oord  may  be  stretched  between  the  posts  at  a  height  of  7  ft.,  or  any 
other  height  agreed  upon,  and  the  giver  of  odds  shall  play  every  ball  over  the 
cord,  or  lose  a  stroke. 

24.  A  player  may  give  his  adversary  points. 

25.  A  player  may  concede  to  his  adversary  the  privilege  of  being  Hand-in  two 
or  more  times. 

Lord's,  May  24, 1875. 
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than  Liraself.  Sucli  services  began  to  be  practised  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  other  play.  The  service  threatened  to  swamp  the 
rest  of  the  game.  Its  severity  was  getting  to  be  such,  that 
ladies  could  hardly  play  the  game,  and  this  in  itself  was  a  most 
serious  hurt  to  its  popularity. 

All  sorts  of  suggestions  were  made  to  reform  this  growing 
abuse.  Some  writers  proposed  a  service  line  higher  than  the 
net;  some  that  the  ball  should  bound  twice  in  the  ser\'ice 
court.  Clause  3  of  the  new  Regulations  eflfectually  abated  the 
abuse  by  directing  the  service  to  be  made  into  the  court  nearest 
the  net,  and  not  to  be  returnable  by  a  volley.  From  the 
moment  of  the  acceptance  of  this  rule,  a  fresh  and  better  era 
in  the  game  set  in.  New  and  cunning  methods  of  service 
were  indeed  invented  and  introduced,  but  the  general  power 
of  return  could  now  keep  pace  or  exceed  the  service,  and  the 
former  tyranny  of  the  service  was  abolished. 

If  this  was  a  reform,  two  signal  blots  in  the  original  regu- 
lations were  not  hit  in  the  new  code.  I  have  asked  serious 
and  thoughtful  persons — men  quite  ready,  stare  super  antiqvas 
viatf,  and,  if  need  bo,  to  defend  them  against  all  comers — I 
have  asked  these  grave  and  conservative  persons  to  explain  to 
me  why,  in  the  first  place,  the  Lawn  Tennis  Court  should  be 
hour-glass  shape,  and  not  an  oblong  square;  and,  secondly, 
why  the  scoring  should  be  on  a  principle  so  entirely  arbitrary 
and  illogical.  No  answer  is  forthcoming  to  either  question, 
nor  ever  will  forthcome.  The  thing  is  inscrutable.  That  the 
"in ''-side  only  should  score  runs  in  cricket,  is  reasonable 
enough.  The  "  in  ''-side  defends  the  wicket ;  the  ^^  out  "-side 
attacks  it :  the  '*  in  "-side  makes  runs  ;  the  "  out  "-side  tries 
to  stop  them.  It  is  the  principle  of  the  game.  Was  it 
that  a  mistaken  sense  of  analogy,  working  in  some  feeble  brain 
(clearly  not  Captain  Wingfield's),  transferred  this  incident  of 
cricket  to  a  game  so  utterly  different  as  Lawn  'i'ennis  ?  *'  It 
may  be  wrong  in  principle  " — I  once  heard  it  argued — '^  but 
anyhow  it  works  as  hardly  for  both  sides."  The  answer  to 
which  is  of  course  that  it  introduces  into  the  game  an  element 
of  uncertainty;  also  that  it  defeats  the  one  object  of  all 
systems  of  scoring  in  all  games  whatever;  that  is,  that  the 
side  which  makes  most  good  strokes  should  win,  the  side  most 
blunders  lose.  If  scoring  is  established  on  proper  principles, 
and  every  success  or  misfortune  is  to  find  due  record  in  the 
score,  if  the  scoring  be,  for  instance,  as  in  billiards,  then,  of 
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coarse,  if  it  be  desired  to  make  the  duration  of  tlie  games  the 
same,  the  number  of  aces  or  points  mnst  be  higher — twenty 
or  twenty-five  instead  of  fifteen.  There  cannot  be  the  smallest 
objection  to  this. 

As  to  the  hour-glass  shape  of  the  court,  it  is  diflBcult  even 
to  guess  at  the  workings  of  the  mind  that  hit  upon  this  device. 
As  opposed  to  the  square  court  with  the  net,  as  in  Tennis, 
stretched  across  the  middle  like  the  cross  stroke  in  a  capital  H, 
there  are  two  obvious  defects  that  must  have  occurred  to  every 
one :  first,  that  the  cutting  off  of  two  triangular  pieces  from 
the  sides  of  the  court  is  a  useless  sacrifice  of  space  where  often 
there  is  little  to  spare;  secondly,  that  this  shape  is  more 
troublesome  to  mark  out  than  a  square,  and  in  practice  is 
seldom  quite  accurately  marked  out. 

There  is,  however,  a  far  stronger  objection  than  this  to  the 
hour-glass  shape.  Before  stating  it,  I  will  lay  down  a  general 
proposition,  to  which  I  think  every  one  who  knows  anything 
of  tennis  and  racquets  (I  am  myself  a  player  and  lover  of  both 
games)  will  heartily  subscribe.  My  proposition  is  this  : — The 
less  the  play  at  Lawn  Tennis  assimilates  to  Bacquet  play,  and 
the  more  it  is  like  Tennis  play,  the  better  and  more  scientific 
and  more  interesting  the  game  will  be.  That  is,  the  more  the 
balls  are  "cut,'*  and  twisted,  and  struck  back-handed  the 
better;  the  more  they  are  racqueted  about,  and  the  more 
volleyed,  i.e.,  struck  full  pitch,  the  worse.  It  is  not  necessary 
to  argue  on  this  matter,  for  the  proposition  will  be  generally 
admitted,  nor  to  explain  it,  for  its  reason  lies  in  the  two  nei 
games  being  identical  in  principle,  the  racquets  identical,  and 
the  balls,  as  nearly  as  they  can  be  made,  identical. 

Now,  the  hour-glass  shape  of  the  court  is  the  only  possible 
shape  conceivable  by  the  perverse  ingenuity  of  man  which 
could  aggravate  the  propensity  of  a  naturally  bad  player  to 
play  a  racquety  game  of  Lawn  Tennis.  Why  ?  Because  if  the 
court  is  narrowed  in  the  middle  it  is  open  to  either  of  the 
partners  in  a  double  game  to  station  himself  near  the  net  and 
volley,  or  try  to  volley,  every  ball  that  passes.  A  volley  is  a 
very  pretty  stroke  and  often  a  useful  one  both  in  Tennis  and 
Lawn  Tennis,  but  to  volley  in  season  and  out  spoils  either 
game.  A  volley  either,  by  a  winning  stroke,  cuts  short  the 
wrest  or  struggle  between  the  players,  and  is  on  that  account 
to  be  discouraged ;  or,  what  is  commoner,  it  is  missed  or  sends 
the  ball  out  of  court,  and  ends  the  wrest  that  way ;  or  again,  it 
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yields  so  easily  returnable  a  ball  that  the  tvrest  is  terminated 
by  the  stroke  which  follows.  In  any  of  these  three  ways  it 
spoils  sport.  Moreover,  to  volley  is  not  a  winning  game.  An 
irrepressible  voUeyer  will  almost  always  lose  the  game  for  his 
side  against  equal  play  on  the  other,  and  for  this  reason,  that 
in  a  volleyed  ball  there  is  no  possibility  of  twist,  or  break,  or 
cut,  and  such  a  ball  bounds  so  innocently  from  the  ground,  and 
so  high  in  the  air,  that  a  fair  player  can  do  with  it  just  what  he 
likes. 

The  tendency  to  volley  in  double  games  is  further  increased 
by  a  circumstance  for  which  the  Marylebone  Rules  are  not 
responsible.  By  Rule  1,  the  size  of  the  court  for  single  games 
is  fixed  at  twenty-six  yards  from  base  line  to  base  line.  It  is 
laid  down  in  the  Regulations  that  for  double  games  the  size  of 
the  court  is  to  be  increased,  but  in  practice  this  is  hardly  ever 
done.  The  nets  sold  for  the  game  are  eight  yards  in  length  to 
suit  the  single  courts,  and  to  increase  the  whole  court  in  size 
it  would  be  necessary,  of  course,  to  lengthen  the  net.  This 
small  difficulty  is  the  cause  of  double  games  being  almost 
invariably  played  in  courts  intended  for  single  games.  Now, 
to  set  four  fairly  active  men — not  absolute  "muflfs^' — to  play 
in  such  a  restricted  court  results  in  a  somewhat  ludicrous 
spectacle.  The  play  is  cramped,  there  is  no  room  for  the 
players  to  move  freely,  and  the  game  usually  degenerates  into 
a  mere  volleying  match — a  sort  of  rather  lively  battledore 
and  shuttlecock — between  one  player  on  each  side,  standing 
close  to  the  net  for  the  purpose. 

One  remedy  for,  or  rather,  alleviation  of  this  state  of  things 
is  to  lower  the  net  some  six  inches.  This  improves  the  game 
manifestly,  but  to  play  over  a  low  net  is  only  possible  to  good 
and  active  players ;  it  discourages  ladies  and  beginners.  The 
true  remedy  is  to  lengthen  the  net,  to  keep  it  to  its  established 
height,  to  enlarge  the  court  to  thirty-two  or  thirty-four  yards 
from  base  line  to  base  line,  with  other  measurements  in  pro- 
portion, and  to  make  it,  of  course,  an  oblong  square. 

I  have  now  gone  into  the  origin  and  history  of  Lawn  Tennis, 
criticised  the  existing  regulations,  and  suggested  such  reforms 
as  I  consider  absolutely  essential.  It  remains  only  to  say 
something  of  the  practice  of  the  game,  and  of  the  theory  of 
"  cut,''  ^''  twist,"  and  "  break,''  all  of  which  are  still  mysteries 
to  uninformed  players. 

The  man  who  strikes  a  ball  with  a  racquet  for  the  first  time 
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is  amazed  at  the  force  which  he  has  imparted  to  it.  The  ball 
flies  high  and  far,  md  the  player  concludes  that  the  first  thing 
to  learn  is  to  hit  the  ball  so  gently  as  to  keep  it  within  the 
boundaries  of  the  court.  Herein  he  is  wrong :  he  will  have 
to  use  all  his  strength  in  his  strokes,  and  he  must  encounter 
on  the  road  to  becoming  a  player  the  paradox  that  the  ball 
must,  as  a  rule,  be  hit  hard  that  it  may  travel  the  slower.  In 
other  words,  the  force  is  to  be  so  applied  as  to  tell  not  on  the 
onward  flight  of  the  ball,  but  on  its  spin.  It  must  be  so  struck 
that  the  crossed  strings  of  catgut  on  the  racquet  shall  impart 
a  rotatory  movement  whereby  the  flight  of  the  ball  through 
the  air  is  not  only  altered,  but  when  it  touches  the  ground  its 
behaviour  is  quite  difierent  from  that  of  the  ball  impelled  by 
the  naive  stroke  of  a  beginner.  A  well  "  cut'^  ball,  instead  of 
rising  at  an  angle  nearly  the  same  as  that  at  which  it  touched 
the  ground,  shoots,  as  cricketers  say ;  that  is,  makes  its  bound 
swiftly  and  near  to  the  ground.  On  the  other  hand,  if  a 
"  twist '^  has  been  given,  it  will  turn  to  the  right  or  the  left 
after  its  impact  on  the  ground.  Be  it  observed  that  a  ^*cuf 
differs  only  from  a  ^Hwist^'  in  this,  that  it  is  a  ^'  twist*'  when 
the  racquet  strikes  the  ball  slantingly  either  on  its  right  or  its 
left  side  (right  or  left  of  the  striker),  and  a  "  cut"  when  the 
racquet  is  cut  or  chopped  down  upon  the  ball,  and  a  backward 
spin  given  thereby — just  such  a  spin  as  a  man  gives  in  cleaning 
a  carriage-wheel,  when  he  makes  it  turn  backwards  on  the  axle. 
It  is  usual  to  call  the  twist  which  the  ball  acquires  by  a 
stroke  on  the  player's  left  side  of  the  ball  a  "  break,'*  and  that 
which  it  gets  by  being  struck  back-handed  a  twist.  A  ball 
with  a  break  on  it  bounds  to  the  striker's  right ;  one  with  a 
twist  to  his  left.  Nor  is  this  all.  On  whichever  side  the 
racquet  strikes  it,  the  ball  has  a  tendency  to  take,  in  its  flight 
through  the  air,  a  very  puzzling  curve  towards  the  opposite 
side,  for  this  reason  that  the  ball's  resistance  to  the  air  being 
greatest  on  the  side  towards  which  it  is  revolving,  and  least  on 
the  other,  it  tends  towards  that  side  on  which  the  air  resistance 
is  least.  It  is  obviously  of  the  first  importance  to  be  able  to 
judge  how  a  ball  will  behave  from  the  way  in  which  it  is  struck, 
and  nothing  is  more  amusing  than  to  see  how  an  inexperienced 
player,  accustomed  to  take  a  ^^  break"  service  given  by  a  right- 
sided  stroke  of  the  server,  is  disappointed  when  the  server 
changes  his  tactics  and  serves  back-handed  and  with  a  twist 
administered  on  the  ball's  left  side.      The  tyro  prepares  as 
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asaal  to  step  a  yard  or  two  to  his  lefk,  and  to  his  ukker  amaze- 
ment the  ball  goes  oflf  at  an  incomprehensible  angle  in  the 
opposite  direction,  and,  of  coarse,  quite  out  of  his  reach. 

Of  all  strokes  the  "cut  ^^  is  at  once  the  most  difficult  and  the 
most  telling  :  the  most  difficult  to  the  striker  because  it  must 
pass  within  a  foot  or  so  of  the  top  of  the  net  to  fall  within 
bounds,  whereas  a  "twist''  is  usually  none  the  worse  for  being 
considerably  higher ;  the  most  telling  because,  while  a  twisting 
ball  may  bound  fairly  high  and  slowly,  a  heavily  cut  one  rises 
but  a  few  inches  and  moves  very  swiftly  out  of  reach.  A  good 
player  may  often,  as  the  markers  phrase  it,  "  punish ''  a  twist- 
ing ball  very  severely,  bufc  can  seldom  do  more  than  simply 
return  a  cut  ball  over  the  net  again,  and  give  the  first  player 
another  chance  of  sending  a  difficult  ball. 

A  cut  ball  has  this  other  advantage  over  a  twisting  one, 
that  it  is  hardly  visible  to  the  man  who  has  to  return  it  till  it 
has  cleared  the  net,  for  the  ball  is,  or  should  be,  aimed  point- 
blank  at  the  net  itself,  and  would  strike  it,  only  that  the  spin 
it  has  acquired  tends  to  make  it  mount  slightly  upwards, 
having  done  which,  its  flight  takes  the  form  of  what  mathema- 
ticians call  an  "  abnormal  parabola,''  and  it  falls  again  some- 
what suddenly.  The  reason  of  this  is  of  course  due  to  the  same 
air-resistance  which  modifies  the  flight  of  the  twisted  ball.  It 
is  this  peculiar  parabola  taken  by  cut  balls  which  puzzles 
curious  spectators  more  than  anything  in  Tennis  play.  A  ball 
seems  to  them  to  be  directed  full  at  the  net ;  suddenly,  by  a 
seeming  miracle,  the  ball  lifts  itself,  as  if  it  were  a  thing  in- 
stinct with  life,  over  the  net,  and  drops  like  lead  on  the  other 
side. 

I  will  end  this  paper  by  some  practical  hints  to  Lawn 
Tennis  players,  premising  that  what  I  shall  say  will  be  no  news 
at  all  to  good  players,  and  is  intended  only  for  occasional 
players  and  beginners,  and  to  make  the  game  more  intelligible 
and  interesting  to  the  large  class  of  lookers-on. 

It  has  been  said  that  it  takes  twenty  years  to  make  a  fair 
Tennis  player.  Lawn  Tennis  is  easier  by  far,  but  it  is  still 
virtually  but  three  or  four  years  old,  and  there  has  been  no 
time  for  any  one  to  acquire  any  very  superlative  degree  of 
skill.  The  best  players  are  as  yet  but  learners,  and  there  are 
no  passed  masters  in  the  game.  This  fact  will,  I  trust,  miti- 
gate the  severity  of  the  judgment  which  I  foresee  all  ex- 
perienced players  will  pass  on  the  following  modest  remarks. 
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In  Lawn  Tennis  the  service  is  still  the  most  important 
stroke  in  the  game.  There  are  about  six  distinct  kinds  of 
good  service  balls^  and  a  player  with  any  pretensions  whatever 
should  be  able  to  serve  in  at  least  three  different  ways.  The 
commonest  kind  is  the  "  break ''  service  already  described  and 
explained;  the  ball,  being  struck  on  the  player's  right  side, 
rises  somewhat  high  over  the  net.  It  is  a  service  which  is 
easily  returned,  if  the  player  is  not  too  hurried.  A  more 
difficult  and  not  so  common  a  service-ball  is  given  when  the 
player  throws  up  the  ball  on  his  left  side  and  strikes  it  with 
the  back  of  his  racquet  drawn  slantingly  across  his  body.  The 
turn  of  the  ball  in  the  air  is  very  perceptible  in  this  last  kind 
of  service. 

Very  useful  and  very  telling  variations  of  these  two  services 
are  made  by  letting  the  ball  almost  touch  the  ground  before 
the  racquet  strikes  it.  The  twist  or  the  break,  as  the  case  may 
be,  is  increased  considerably.  A  friend  of  mine,  and  a  very 
fine  player,  has  studied  this  kind  of  service,  and  puts  the 
whole  swing  of  his  body  into  his  stroke  with  such  formidable 
contortions  and  such  aggravation  of  twist  as  are  enough  to 
frighten  timid  antagonists  quite  out  of  the  play.  Quite  another 
service  is  practised  by  other  players  who,  holding  the  racquet 
firmly  and  rather  short,  chop  sharply  at  the  ball,  as  a  man  at 
cricket  cuts  a  ball  from  his  off-stump.  In  this  service  the  ball 
gets  a  heavy  cut  upon  it,  and  flies  straight  and  swiftly  just 
over  the  net.  No  service  looks  so  well  or  is  so  effective,  but 
the  ball  is  very  apt  to  stick  in  the  net. 

Another  quite  different  service  is,  perhaps,  the  best  of  any 
and  also  the  rarest.  It  requires  a  tall  player.  The  ball  is 
thrown  high,  and  the  player,  with  his  arm  outstretched  to  its 
fullest,  strikes  it  with  as  much  force  and  cut  as  he  can  put  on 
at  the  very  highest  point  he  can  reach  to.  The  player  stands 
at  the  outer  angle  of  his  own  court  and  aims  point-blank  at 
the  angle  of  his  adversary's  court  which  is  furthest  from  him. 
The  unusual  angle  at  which  the  ball  is  struck,  its  swiftness, 
and  its  direction. across  the  court,  make  this  a  most  difficult 
service  to  return.  These  are  all  the  services  I  have  seen  used. 
It  need  hardly  be  observed  that  the  server  will  so  twist  his  ball, 
and  so  place  it  as  to  compel  his  adversary  to  return  it  back- 
handed, if  he  is  not  good  at  back-handed  play,  which  few 
players  are. 

As  to  the  returning  of  balls,  it  is  not  easy  to  convey  any 
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instruction  that  shall  not  seem  too  elementary.  The  commonest 
error  made  by  beginners  is  to  let  the  ball  boand  full  towards 
them  instead  of  stepping  to  one  side  of  it  or  another.  It  is 
also  common  to  strike  too  hurriedly.  I  have  often  improved 
the  play  of  beginners  five  or  six  points  in  a  game  by  simply 
advising  them  to  delay  their  stroke  till  the  ball,  after  bounding, 
had  begun  to  drop  again.  This,  of  course,  only  applies  to 
unformed  players.  As  a  man  travels  slowly  on  towards 
perfection  in  the  game,  he  will  take  the  ball  sooner  and  sooner 
in  its  bound,  to  give  the  least  possible  time  for  his  adversary 
to  calculate  where  it  is  coming.  As  to  the  cutting  and 
twisting  of  balls,  a  tyro  may  of  course  please  himself  in  a 
single  game;  but  when  he  has  a  partner,  he  should  not 
venture  on  these  refinements  till  he  can  make  fairly  certain 
of  achieving  them,  and  of  not  spoiling  the  game  for  his  three 
companions  by  ineffectual  attempts  to  ^'punish"  the  balls.  In 
cutting  or  twisting,  the  racquet  is  held  and  moved  sideways, 
and  only  a  very  small  portion  of  its  surface  is  presented  to 
the  ball.  It  is,  therefore,  as  if  the  player  used  a  racquet  having 
only  a  square  inch  or  two  of  network. 

In  real  Tennis,  half-volleying,  i.e.,  the  striking  of  the  ball 
almost  simultaneously  with  its  impact  pn  the  ground,  is 
more  common  and  more  useful  than  in  Lawn  Tennis.  In 
the  more  scientific  game,  the  half- volley  is  resorted  to  when 
it  is  foreseen  that  the  ball  is  going  to  behave  in  an  untakable 
way,  to  fall  dead  against  a  wall,  or  to  lose  itself  in  the  corner 
of  the  court.  In  Lawn  Tennis  there  are  no  such  possibilities, 
and  the  half- volley  is  not  used  by  prudent  players  if  the  ball 
can  be  reached  in  any  other  way.  A  half-volleyed  ball  is 
not  susceptible  of  cut  or  twist,  therefore  it  is  good  play  to 
send  balls  which  can  only  be  half-volleyed  in  return. 

This  leads  me  to  my  concluding  piece  of  advice.  No 
player  can  be  called  a  good  one  till  he  is  able  not  only  to 
return  the  ball  safely  over  the  net,  but  to  direct  it  to  any 
particular  part  of  the  opposite  court.  It  is  a  very  telling  stroke 
at  Lawn  Tennis  to  take  a  deliberate  shot  at  one's  opponent.  It 
is  amusing  to  see  how  most  men  are  flurried  and  thrown  off  their 
play  by  the  occasional  full  and  forcible  impact  upon  their  bodies 
of  a  swift  and  well-aimed  ball.  The  balls  used  in  the  game  are 
soft,  and  the  act  is,  there fpre,  not  a  very  cold-blooded  one. 
Be  it  right  or  wrong,  from  a  humane  point  of  view,  to  use 
one's  unoffending  opponent    as    a   target,  I   make  a  point 
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myself  of  practising  this  stroke  on  all  occasions.  If  the  oppo- 
site player  be  very  active,  or  very  slight,  or  very  short,  and 
present  no  sufficient  mark,  the  stroke  is  indeed  often  thrown 
away ;  but  when  the  opponent  is  a  slow  or  a  portly  and,  as  it 
were,  a  targetable  person,  a  good  aim  is  generally  rewarded 
by  an  ace  gained.  No  one  bat  the  immediate  object  of  the 
stroke  can  have  reason  to  complain,  and  an  ingenious  casuist 
might  easily  find  grounds  for  a  defence  of  the  practice : — 
Players,  he  might  urge,  should  not  think  entirely  of  their  own 
gratification.  These,  so  to  speak,  personal  strokes  cannot  but 
afford  some  human  interest  and  amusement  to  the  most 
languid  of  spectators.  These  spectators  are,  for  the  most 
part,  ladies,  and  in  days  gone  by  we  know  that  it  was  chiefly 
to  please  them  that  tournaments  were  held.  Here,  no  bones 
need  be  broken,  no  bruises  even  caused,  and  yet  something  of 
a  gladiatorial  flavour  imparted  to  the  game,  which  cannot  fail 
greatly  to  enhance  its  popularity. 


BY  CONSTANCE  DI  ROTHSCHILD, 


''  She  girdeth  her  loins  with  strength,  and  strengtheneth  her  arms 

Strength  and  honoar  are    her  clothing:    she  shall  rejoice 

in  time  to  come." — Provbebs  xxxi.  17,  25. 

To  love  the  weak,  to  shield  and  protect  the  1>ender,  to  succour 
the  troubled,  are  precepts  which  form  the  texts  of  innumer- 
able sermons,  preached  year  after  year  from  every  pulpit,  and 
which  have  ever  found  a  willing  response  in  all  generous 
hearts  rich  in  charity  and  love. 

It  was  during  the  gloomy  Middle  Ages  that  the  ''  Enthusi- 
asm of  Humanity  '*  found  its  earliest  votaries ;  it  was  in  that 
period  of  violence  and  bloodshed  that  the  feelings  of  charity 
and  pity,  so  long  stunted  in  their  growth,  burst  into  full  and 
beautiful  flower,  and  it  was  under  the  shadow  of  the  Mediaeval 
Church  that  they  attained  their  fullest  maturity.  It  was  then 
that  the  sick  and  the  suffering  were  cared  for  by  men  and 
women  of  noble  birth,  it  was  then  that  the  strong  man  and 
the  delicate  woman  tended  their  unhappy  brother  or  fever- 
stricken  sister  with  their  own  hands.  The  story  of  the  Middle 
Ages  is  blotted  with  dark  and  terrible  sins,  but  it  is  also 
glorified  by  brilliant  virtues,  which  show  forth  all  the  brigbter 
in  the  midst  of  the  long  annals  of  cruelty  and  oppression. 

Homage  to  the  weak  ! 

It  was  a  doctrine  preached  by  bennit  and  priest,  and  pr«W5- 
tised — ^partially,  at  all  events — ^by  the  chivalry  of  the  time. 

Homage  to  the  weak,  the  sick,  and  the  miserable !  And 
homage  also  to  the  gentle  and  the  beautiful  I  Woman,  in  her 
weakness,  shared  with  the  poor  and  the  suffering  in  the  charity 
and  tenderness  inculcated  by  religion,  and  strengthened  not 
unfrequently  her  claims  by  the  magical  potency  of  youth  and 
loveliness. 
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But  may  there  not  have  been  a  lurking  danger  about  this 
great  and  noble  precept  ?  Poverty  and  helplessness  can  be 
fostered  by  the  love  and  care  which  are  spent  upon  them,  until 
they  become  entangling  weeds,  destroying  the  healthy  plants 
of  independence  and  industry.  Woman,  made  the  object  of 
excessive  homage,  without  receiving  corresponding  cultiva- 
tion, too  easily  becomes  selfish,  vain,  and  even  cruel.  We 
Ixuow  how  rapidly  mendicants  multiplied  in  all  the  civilized 
countries  of  Europe,  and  became  ere  long  the  plaie  san- 
glante  of  the  social  body.  From  being  "  the  Lord's  poor," 
they  have  come  to  be  looked  upon  as  the  disgrace  and  bane  of 
the  community.  And,  in  like  manner,  the  chivalry  which  has 
(at  least,  in  theory)  forages  surrounded  woman  in  all  Christian 
lands,  has  too  often  allowed  her  practically  to  decline  into  a 
helpless  and  useless  being,  unfitted  either  to  perform  the  duties 
or  enjoy  the  higher  pleasures  of  human  existence. 

''  Homage  to  the  woman  morally  and  intellectually  strong ! " 
to  the  woman  of  sound  judgment,  powerful  thought,  and  in- 
dependent  action  !  This  was  a  text  preached  in  an  earlier  age : 
'^  Strength  and  honour  are  her  clothing"  are  words  which  were 
originally  written  in  a  Hebrew  tongue,  and  they  belong  to  tie 
Hebrew  picture  of  a  perfect  woman — the  ideal  of  a  nation 
amongst  whom  woman  was  honoured  and  unfettered,  and  who, 
while  it  held  her  beauty  and  grace  to  be  precious,  yet 
said  of  her,  ^'  Favour  is  deceitful,  and  beauty  is  vain ;  but  the 
woman  that  feareth  the  Lord,  she  shall  be  praised.'' 

From  early  ages  the  women  of  Israel  seem  to  have  enjoyed 
a  considerable  degree  of  freedom.  They  resembled,  indeed, 
in  not  a  few  respects  the  Teuton  women,  who,  like  them, 
were  vigorous  and  high-spirited,  renowned  for  their  purity  and 
courage,  and  who  could,  when  occasion  required,  appear  on  the 
field  of  battle,  and  urge  their  husbands  to  defy  death  rather 
than  submit  to  the  victor  s  mercy,  and  who,  we  are  told 
also,  counted  prophets  and  priests  amongst  their  ranks.  A 
wide  chasm,  however,  separates  the  women  of  Israel  from  their 
contemporaries,  who  lived  either  in  Eastern  climes  or  on  Euro- 
pean shores.  Perhaps  we  may  fairly  imagine  them  to  have 
been  influenced  throughout  all  their  history  by  those  words 
which  I  have  selected  as  the  key-note  to  this  article,  and 
which  may  well  have  been  their  treasured  device  from  the 
early  days,  when  they  dwelt  apart  in  a  comer  of  Syria,  up  to 
the  present  time,  when  a  wonderful  concatenation  of  circum- 
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stances  has  carried  them  among  all  people,  and  into  all  coun- 
tries of  the  world. 

Beginning  with  one  of  the  oldest  nations  of  whom  we  have 
any  record,  the  Hindoos,  we  are  told  that  the  condition  of  the 
women  of  their  race  has  been  deteriorating  since  the  Vedic 
ages.  However  honoured  a  position  they  may  once  have  held, 
they  soon  fell  into  a  state  of  hopeless  dependence.  The 
great  lawgiver  Menu,  leaves  us  a  sad  and  curious  picture  of  a 
Hindoo  woman^s  fate  in  life  : — 

'^  In  childhood  must  a  female  be  dependent  on  her  father ; 
in  youth,  on  her  husband ;  her  lord  being  dead,  on  her  sons ; 
if  she  have  no  sons,  on  the  near  Mnsmen  of  her  husband  ;  if  lie 
left  no  kinsmen,  on  those  of  her  father  ;  if  she  have  no  paternal 
Jcinsmen,  on  the  Sovereign :  a  woman  must  never  seek  inde- 
pendence.'' *  \  ^ 

"  The  Hindoo  laws,  reh'gious  and  civil,  have  for  centuries 
been  undergoing  transmutation,  development,  and  in  some 
points  depravation,  at  the  hands  of  Brahminical  expositors, 
and  no  rules  have  been  so  uniformly  changed — ^as  we  should 
say,  for  the  worse — as  these  which  aflFect  the  legal  position  of 
women.  .  .  .  For  although  British  legislation  has  cor- 
rected some  of  its  (Hindoo  laws)  excesses,  its  principles  are 
untouched,  and  are  left  to  produce  some  of  their  results.'^t 

The  dependence  of  the  Indian  woman,  depicted  by  the 
lawgiver  Menu,  became  exaggerated  in  later  days,  and  led  to 
the  modern  practice  of  incarceration  for  life,  and  to  the  still 
more  dreadful  death  by  Suttee,  now  happily  abolished. 

Among  the  ancient  Greeks,  the  most  highly  intellectual 
people  of  the  world,  woman  also  occupied  a  far  less  worthy 
position  than  she  did  among  the  ruder  shepherd  tribes  of  the 
Hebrews.  It  is  only  in  the  Homeric  age,  and  particularly 
among  the  women  of  the  Odyssey,  that  we  6nd  healthy, 
unrestrained  thought  and  action,  with  corresponding  dignity 
and  independence.  "  At  the  Court  of  Alcinuous  we  are  espe- 
cially introduced  to  Queen  Arete,  as  a  lady  honoured  by  her 
husband  above  the  honour  given  to  other  ladies  by  their  hus- 
bands, and  greeted  with  kindly  words  by  her  people  whenever 
she  went  out  through  the  city,  for  she  was  not  wanting  in 
good  sense  and  discretion,  and  acted  as  a  peacemaker,  allay- 

•  '*Io»titutes  of  Menu,"  chap.  v.  paragraph  148. 
t  See  Sir  Henry  Maine's  "  Early  History  of  Institutions,"  Lecture  xL 
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ing  the  quarrels  of  men.  The  position  of  married  women  in 
the  royal  house  was  a  high  one/'  "  The  charming  portrait  of 
the  Princess  Naosicaa  corresponds  with  it  perfectly ;  and  in 
all  these  ladies  we  find  the  greatest  liberty  of  demeanour,  and 
an  absence  of  silly  jealousy  on  the  part  of  their  relatives.'*  * 
But  this  was  a  pre-historic  age.  Homer's  men  and  women 
were  closely  allied  to  the  gods  and  goddesses  of  mythology, 
when  Pallas  Athen®  was  supposed  to  whisper  words  of  wisdom 
and  wit  into  the  ears  of  her  favourite,  whilst  Aphrodite  clothed 
them  with  supernatural  loveliness  and  grace.  In  the  words  of 
the  German  poet — 

^  Za  Deokalion's  Geschlechte  stiegen 
Damalit  noch  die  Himmlischen  herab ; 
Pyrrha's  schone  Tochter  zu  besiegen, 
Nahm  der  Leto  Sohn  den  Hirtenslab. 
Zwishen  Menschen,  Gotternnd  Heroen 
KnCkpfle  Amor  einen  schonen  Bond, 
Sterbliche  mit  Gottem  und  Heroen 
HuldigtcD  in  Amathnnt."  t 

In  later  ages,  however,  the  Greek  woman  became  but  the 
faithful  slave  of  her  refined  and  intellectual  lord.  She  lived 
her  own  pent-up  life,  excluded  from  the  busy  hum  of  the 
gossiping  city,  from  all  joyous  public  resorts,  from  the  theatre 
with  its  great  intellectual  influence,  from  the  social  board 
in  her  own  house,  in  short,  from  what  may  be  considered 
one  of  the  chief  elements  of  female  education — the  society 
of  men. J  In  Athens  especially  women  were  shut  up  in  their 
gynaeconitis,  treated  with  systematic  contempt,  and  debarred 
alike  from  mental  and  physical  exercise. 

The  author  of  the  "  Social  Life  in  Greece,'^  trying  to  find 
a  reason  for  the  really  Asiatic  jealousy  with  which  women  of 
the  higher  classes  were  locked  up  in  Athens,  says,  "  It  is  well 
known  that  the  wealth  and  the  luxury  of  the  Asiatic  cities  far 
exceeded  those  of  their  Hellenic  sisters.  It  seems,  therefore, 
more  than  probable  that  the  Asiatic  tinge,  which  the  Ionic 
Greeks  received,  both  by  their  contact  with  Lydia,  and  by  the 
Persian  conquest  of  Ionia,  as  it  certainly  introduced  lower 
notions  concerning  the  social  position  of  women,  so  it  also 

*  See  MabaflTy's  *'  Social  Life  in  Greece,**  chap.  iii. 

t  Bee  Schiller's  «  Gbtter  Qreichenland.*' 

t  See  Becker*8  "  Cbariclet,"  Ezcunui  to  fcene  zii 
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iffected  fashionable  life  at  Athens I  think  that  some 

mch  inflaence  as  this  should  be  conceded^  and  it  will  help  to 
3xplain  the  extraordinary  phenomenon  before  us.  I  mean^  how 
imperial  Athens,  the  home  of  the  arts  and  of  literature,  the 
centre  perhaps,  even  then,  of  social  refinement  in  Grreece — 
though  this  is  doubtful — ^how  this  Athens,  which  had  tho- 
roughly solved  the  problem  of  the  extension  of  privileges  to 
ill  citizens,  had  retrograded  as  to  women ;  and,  if  not  in  prac- 
tice, yet  certainly  in  theory,  denied  them  that  reasonable 
liberty  which  all  the  older  Greek  literature  shows  them  to  have 
hitherto  possessed."  *  The  heroines  of  Homer  s  verse,  and  of 
i^chylus'  and  Sophocles^  dramas,  had,  indeed,  given  place  to 
women  of  another  type.  Antigone  and  Electra  found  no  suc- 
cessors in  a  later  ago.  The  hetairss  alone  were  permitted  to 
be  accomplished  and  learned,  and  the  Greeks  never  advanced 
sufficiently  in  their  civilization  to  wish  to  see  Aspasia's  learn- 
ing and  cultivation  united  to  the  modesty  and  purity  of  their 
own  wives  and  daughters. 

The  Boman  woman  bears  a  greater  resemblance  to  her 
Hebrew  sister,  and  has  bequeathed  to  the  pages  of  history  and 
literature  many  an  honoured  name.  Who  can  forget  the  heroic 
maidens,  Clelia  and  Valeria ;  Lucretia,  who  chose  death  rather 
than  dishonour ;  Volumnia,  the  high-spirited  mother  of  Corio- 
lanus;  Cornelia,  the  mother  of  the  Gracchi;  or  Portia,  the 
wife  of  Brutus  ?  Although  the  Boman  wife  was,  like  the 
whole  household,  entirely  subordinate  to  the  husband,  she 
was  habitually  treated  with  respect.  She  appears  as  the 
mistress  of  her  household,  instructress  of  her  children, 
and  guardian  of  the  honour  of  the  house.  Walking  abroad 
was  only  limited  by  scruple  and  custom,  not  by  law,  or  the 
jealous  will  of  the  husband.  The  women  frequented  public 
theatres  no  less  than  the  men,  and  took  their  places  with 
them  at  festive  banquets.  Through  all  the  earlier  ages,  the 
description  of  the  Roman  woman  is  simple  and  grand,  but 
when  the  Republic  fell,  when  extravagant  luxury  overspread 
the  land,  the  character  of  the  Roman  woman  deteriorated. 
She  became  cruel  and  voluptuous.  Conjugal  fidelity  grew  rare, 
and  at  last  we  arrive  at  the  degrading  and  terrible  pictures  of 
the  Agrippinas  and  Messalinas  of  the  Empire.     / 

There  remain  to  be  considered  the  Teuton  and  the  Hebrew 
women,  and  it  is  certainly  not  a  Uttle  remarkable  that  the 

^  See  chap.  tL,  p.  48,  "  Social  Life  in  Q-reece." 
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position  of  tlie  sex  should  have  had  so  many  points  of  simi* 
larity  in  the  two  races,  which,  in  ancient  and  modem  times, 
have  led  the  religious  movements  of  the  world,  and  exeroaed 
the  greatest  influence  upon  the  spiritual  nature  of  mankind.^ 
We  read  in  Tacitus  that  the  Teutons  "  suppose  somewhat 
of  sanctity  or  prescience  to  be  inherent  in  the  female  sex,  and 
therefore  neither  despise  their  counsels  nor  disregard  their 
responses.  We  have  beheld  in  the  reign  of  Vespasian, 
Velida,  long  reverenced  by  many  as  a  deity.  Aurima,  more- 
over, and  several  others,  were  formerly  held  in  equal  venera- 
tion, but  not  with  a  servile  flattery,  nor  as  though  they  made 
them  goddesses/'  t 

From  the  time  that  the  Hebrews  became  a  nation,  having 
their  own  laws,  religion,  and  rulers,  their  women  were  free  and 
independent,  and  this  very  independence,  which  produced 
strength  of  character,  became  their  honour  and  their  gloiy. 
To  be  strong  and  brave  was,  as  we  have  seen,  the  ideal  con- 
tained in  that  prophecy  which  King  Lemuel's  another  tanght 
him.  It  is  not  a  little  interesting  to  inquire  how  far  this  pic- 
ture was  realized  by  the  female  characters  of  the  Bible.  At 
the  outset  we  may  remark  that  the  results  of  modem  criti- 
cism and  research  can  in  no  degree  affect  the  conclusion  we 
may  draw  respecting  the  character  of  the  Hebrew  women  which 
we  find  in  the  scriptural  accounts.  Whatever  amount  of  error 
may  be  blended  with  the  historical  narrative,  the  ideal  of  the 
historian  remains  equally  certain.  The  most  literal  record  of 
facts,  the  most  faultless  chronology  of  kings  and  qaeens,  the 
photographic  pictures  of  battle-fields,  would  fail  to  give  us 
as  clear  and  sure  an  index  to  the  mode  of  thought  of  the 
Hebrew  people  as  we  derive  from  descriptions  of  a  Deborah, 
a  Ruth,  or  a  Hannah.     Fortunately,  we  are  enabled  to  grasp 

*  As  the  pure  faith  in  One  God  found  its  most  fervent  upholders  and  apoaiks 
among  the  Hebrew?,  who  rran^mitted  it  to  other  natiom,  so  the  etsenee  of  that 
»ame  monotheistic  faith  was  rescued  bj  the  Teuton  race  at  the  great  Reformation 
from  being  corrupted  into  a  new  phase  of  idolatry,  and  from  becoming  idoob- 
patible  with  the  spirit  of  progress  and  civilization.  Thus  there  is  a  atriktngboad 
between  the  old  Hebrew  and  the  mediseval  Teuton,  and  the  fervent  religioas 
feeling  which  characterized  both  nations  (as  the  sentiment  of  Art  characterized  the 
Greeks)  may  well  have  nourished  tiiat  tender  devotion  which  the  Hebr«ir  and 
Teuton  men  alike  showed  to  the  women  of  their  race,  and  hare  given  rise  tx> 
that  heroic  spirit  evinced  by  the  women  of  Palestine,  no  lest  than  by  tbd  wtmeo 
of  Germany. 

t  See   Tacitus'  Treatise  on  "  The  Situation,  Manxierp,  and  Inbabi^asts  of 
Germany," 
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•with  sorae  amount  of  precision  these  types  of  Syrian  life ; 
•we  are  permitted  to  glean  from  the  various  writers,  the 
position  of  women  among  the  Hebrews,  and  at  times  we  see 
liow  they  were  allowed  to  hold  and  to  pass  on  the  burning 
torch  of  spiritual  light  and  civilization,  which  has  in  its  turn 
kindled  the  lamp  which  bums  before  every  Jewish  and 
Christian  altar. 

And  let  us  remember  that  in  talking  of  the  Hebrews,  we 
are  dealing  with  no  extinct  or  imaginary  people,  but  with  those 
whose  descendants  constantly  reproduce  their  ancient  cha- 
racter j  with  women  whose  idiosyncrasies  were  so  strong  that  no 
phase  of  civilization  could  prevent  their  recurrence — modified, 
perhaps,  but  still  distinctive — from  one  generation  to  another. 
It  must  strike  all  readers  how  numerous  are  the  female 
■characters  depicted  in  the  Biblical  and  Apocryphal  writings, 
and  if  we  glance  rapidly  through  some  of  those  well-known 
names,  we  shall  see  what  an  important  part  these  Syrian 
women  have  played  in  the  history  of  their  nation. 

How  the  old  familiar  names  rise  unbidden  to  our  lips  ! 
Who  does  not  think  of  Deborah,  prophetess,  poetess,  and 
warlike  chieftainess,  who  could  awaken  the  dormant  spirit 
of  her  people  and  lead  them  triumphantly  to  the  battle  ? 
*'  She  is,^^  to  borrow  the  eloquent  words  of  Dean  Stanley,  "  the 
magnificent  impersonation  of  the  spirit  of  the  Jewish  people 
and  of  Jewish  life.  On  the  coins  of  the  Roman  Empire,  Judea 
is  represented  as  a  woman,  seated  under  a  palm-tree,  captive 
and  weeping.  It  is  the  contrast  of  that  figure  which  will  best 
place  before  us  the  character  and  call  of  Deborah.  It  is  the 
same  Judasan  palm,  under  whose  shadow  she  sits,  not  with 
^downcast  eyes,  and  folded  hands,  and  extinguished  hopes,  but 
with  all  the  fire  of  faith  and  energy,  eager  for  the  battle,  con- 
fident of  the  victory.  Hers  is  the  one  voice  of  inspiration  (in 
the  full  sense  of  the  word)  that  breaks  out  in  the  Book  of 
^fudges.  .  .  .  Hers  is  the  prophetic  word  that  gives  an 
utterance  and  a  sanction  to  the  thoughts  of  freedom,  of  inde- 
pendence, and  of  national  unity  such  as  they  had  never  had 
before  in  the  world,  and  have  rarely  had  since.^'  *  The  very 
possibiUty  of  the  existence  of  a  Deborah  speaks  trumpet- 
tongued  for  the  moral  and  mental  worth  of  Hebrew  women. 

We  may  surmise  that  Deborah's  heroic  mantle  fell  ,after 
the  lapse  of  centuries,  upon  the  shoulders  of  Judith,  for  in 

*  See  Stanley*!  "Lectures  on  the  Jewish  Church.'* 


396  THE  HIBBBW  WOMAN. 

i 

this  second  avenger  of  her  people's  wrongs  we  find  the  same 
patriotic  zeal,  the  same  independent  action^  coupled^  it  is  trne, 
with   more  questionable  attributes.     The  cruelty  to  enemies 
which  obscures  the  lustre  of  both  characters^  and  which  we  often 
find  in  those  hearts  where  patriotism  beat  loudest,  was,  we  most, 
in  justice,  remember,  the  reflex  shadow  cast  by  their  intense 
love  of  race  and  country — a  sentiment  common  among  all  young 
nations,  and  which  only  faded  before  the  more  perfect  light  of 
civilization.     Even  in  Esther,  the  gentler  and  more  delicately 
drawn  queen  of  Ahasuerus,  the  Hebrew  myrtle,  blossoming* 
on  an  Asiatic  court  of  barbarous  pomp,  we  find  patriotism  and 
self- forgetting  courage  darkened  by  an  act  of  revengeand  cruelty. 
Courage  and  grandeur  of  character  seem  to  have  reached 
their  acm6  in  the  story  of  the  noble  mother  whose  story  is 
told  in  the  Book  of  the  Maccabees.     Almost  without  a  parallel 
in  history  is  this  Jewish  woman,  whose  very  name  has  fallen 
into  oblivion,  but  who  will  ever  be  remembered  as  the  heroic 
mother  of  seven  heroic  sons.     This  woman  united  the  faith  of 
Deborah  with  the  bravery  and  devotion  of  Judith,  and  was,  in 
truth,  the  forerunner  of  that  great  and  holy  Army  of  Martyrs, 
which,  seen  through  the  dim  mist  of  ages,  stands  forth  in 
colossal  proportions,  exciting  in  us  the  profoundest  feelings  of 
admiration  and  of  awe.     The  author  of  the  Book  of  the  Mac- 
cabees tells  her  story  in  one  short  chapter.     The  Jews  were 
under  Syrian    rule, 'the  hardest,  the  cruellest  they  had   yet 
suffered,  and  Antiochus  Epiphanes  was    the  tyrant  who,  in 
resolving  to  annihilate  the  Jewish  faith,  gave  it  fresh  life  and 
strength.     The  monarch  insisted  upon  enforcing  his  decrees, 
which  the  Jews  obstinately  resisted,  and  day  after  day  the 
most  horrible  scenes  were  enacted.     A  mother  and  her  seven 
sons  were  called  upon  to  eat  unlawful  meat,  and  having  indig- 
nantly refused  to  obey  were  brought  before  Antiochus.     The 
mother,  we  are  told,  was  "  marvellous  above  all,  and  worthy 
of  honourable  memory.^'     As  one  of  her  sons  after  another 
was  subjected  to  tortures,  varied  with  fiendish  ingenuity,  each 
was  upheld  in  his  last  moments  of  agony  by  the  heroic  woman, 
until   the  youngest   alone   survived.     Antiochus,  thinking  it 
a  disgrace  to  be  thus  baffled,  promised  the  youth  honour  and 
riches  if  he  would  foreswear  the  Jewish  faith,  and  bade  the 
mother  counsel  her  son  to  yield  to  his  persuasion.     But  the 
lion-hearted  woman  laughed  the  tyrant  to  scorn,  and  bursting 
forth  in  her  own  Hebrew  tongue,  said  to  her  son,  *'  Fear  not 
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this  tormentor,  but  being  worthy  of  thy  brothers,  take  thy 
death,  that  I  may  receive  thee  again  in  mercy/'  Bereft  of  all 
her  children,  the  mother  at  last,  without  a  murmur,  herself 
suffered  death  for  her  faith. 

This  same  heroic  spirit,  ready  to  encounter  pain  and  death, 
reappears  again  and  again  in  succeeding  ages,  and  the  long 
annals  of  inhuman  persecution  are  likewise  the  records  of  bar- 
barous superhuman  courage,  and  of  beautiful,  all-sustaining  faith . 

Perhaps  one  of  the  most  significant  facts  concemint^  the 
women  of  the  Bible  is  that  they  were  not  debarred  from  tho 
prophetic  oflBce.  *'  Women  as  well  as  men  were  seized  with 
the  gift/'  says  Stanley;  and  he  instances  "  Miriam,  Deborah, 
Huldah,  Anna,  and  the  four  daughters  of  Philip."  Miriam  seems 
to  have  been  inspired  by  the  first  breath  of  freedom  which 
she  drew  upon  the  shores  of  the  Red  Sea,  whilst  Deborah 
burst  forth  in  her  jubilant  song  after  victory  had  been  gained 
over  the  oppressors  of  her  people.  We  read  also  of  prophetesses 
at  a  later  date.  Huldah,  who  Uved  within  the  College  of  Jeru- 
salemj  and  to  whom  King  Hilkiah  and  the  high  priest  himself 
repaired  when  they  sought  counsel  upon  weighty  matters. 
There  is  mention  made  also  in  the  Old  Testament  of  false 
prophetesses  as  well  as  false  prophets ;  for  Ezekiel,  in  denounc- 
ing the  false  prophets  who  deceived  the  people  by  lying  words, 
says,  "Thou  son  of  man,  set  thy  face  against  the  daughters  of 
thy  people,  which  prophesy  out  of  their  own  heart.''  (Ezek. 
xiii.  17.) 

Another  peculiarity  of  the  women  of  the  Bible  is,  that 
neither  prophetesses,  teachers,  nor  heroines  were  severed  from 
the  ordinary  ties  of  domestic  life.  Deborah  was  the  wife  of 
Lapedoth ;  Judith  was  the  widow  of  Manasses,  whom  she  had 
mourned  for  three  years ;  Hannah  was  the  devoted  mother  of 
Samuel;  Euth  the  loving  daughter-in-law  of  Naomi;  and  the 
Maccabean  woman  is  only  known  as  the  mother  of  the  seven 
sons.  Monkish  celibacy,  with  its  train  of  attendant  evils, 
never — except  partially  among  the  Essenes — had  any  place  in 
the  ethics  of  Judaism. 

Numberless  are  the  traits  of  tender  domestic  affection  to 
be  found,  like  wild  flowers  in  the  wilderness,  inexpressibly 
cheering  in  the  midst  of  those  sandy  wastes,  which  we  come 
across  in  some  of  the  historical  books  of  the  Old  Testa- 
ment. Who  does  not  recall  that  exquisite  little  touch  of 
pathos  relating  how  Isaac  refused  to  bo  comforted  after  his 
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mothcr^s  death,  until  the  yoang  wife  Rebekah  comes  to  live  in 
that  mother's  tent  ?  What  can  surpass  among  either  Greek 
or  Roman  idylls  the  story  of  Jacob  and  Rachel?  Such  tender, 
enduring,  and  constant  love  as  Jacob  evinced,  from  tho  very 
first  moment  of  courtship  until  the  last  sad  scene  of  Bethle- 
hem— love  which  could  give  wings  to  time,  which  could  keep 
strong  and  true  in  efpite  of  a  detestable  fraud,  whicli  proved 
unalterable  daring  the  blight  of  childlessness  (considered  as  a 
curse  in  the  Orient) — such  love  gives  us  one  of  the  greatest 
and  best  of  proofs  that  woman's  position  among  the  Hebrews 
was  full  of  dignity,  and  that  her  life  was  not  untouched  bj 
that  spirit  of  romance  which  we  sometimes  imagine  to  be  only 
the  fruit  of  modern  life  and  sentiment.  The  story  of  Hannah, 
with  its  under-current  of  tender  feeling,  is  another  instance  of 
the  most  devoted  conjugal  affection.  Do  we  not  all  remember 
how  Elkanah  redoubles  his  devotion  to  cheer  the  sad  woman, 
when  he  appeals  to  her  with  the  loving  words — ''  Why  is 
thy  heart  grieved?  Am  I  not  better  to  thee  than  ten 
sons  ?  '^ 

No  wonder,  then,  that  so  many  of  the  pithy  sayings  of  the 
book  of  Proverbs  should  relate  to  conjugal  happiness  or  the 
reverse,  such  as — 

"  Whoso  fiadeth  a  wife,  findeth  a  good  thing,  and  obtaineth 
favour  of  the  Lord''  (chap,  xviii.  22). 

''A  virtuous  woman  is  a  crown  to  her  husband,  but  he 
that  maketh  him  ashamed  is  as  rottenness  to  his  bones'' 
(chap.  xii.  4). 

"  It  is  better  to  dwell  in  the  corner  of  a  housetop,  than 
with  a  brawling  woman  and  in  a  wide  house  "  (chap.  xxv.  24). 

The  Talmudical  writings  take  up  the  same  theme,  and  giv^e 
us  pathetic,  quaint,  and  even  comical  variations  upon  it,  or  per- 
haps occasionally  commentaries  on  some  household  or  domestic 
text,  well  known  in  the  days  when  they  were  written,  but  now 
forgotten.     Thus — 

''  The  loss  of  a  first  wife  is  like  the  loss  of  a  man's  sanc- 
tuary in  his  lifetime." 

'^  If  a  man  divorces  his  wife,  the  altar  itself  sheds  tears 
over  him."  v  / 

"  Everything  in  Ufe  can  be  replaced :  the  wife  of  earfcdap  jl 
is  irreplaceable."  ^^wi 

''  An  honourable  man  honours  his  wife,  a  contemptible  one 
despiseth  her." 
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'^  If  thy  wife  be  small,  bend  down  to  her  and  speak  to  her ; 
do  nothing  without  her  advice/' 

"Man  and  wife  well  matched  have  heaven's  glory  as  their 
companion ;  man  and  woman  ill  matched  are  encircled  by  a 
devouriDg  fire.'* 

"  Rather  any  ache  than  heart-a»che ;  rather  any  evil  than 
an  evil  wife/' 

"  He  who  loveth  his  wife  like  himself,  and  honoureth  her 
even  more  than  himself;  who  leadeth  his  sons  and  his 
daughters  in  the  path  of  integrity,  and  who  provides  for  their 
settlement  in  early  life  ;  to  him  may  be  applied  the  Scripture 
passage,  '  Thou  shalt  know  that  peace  shall  adorn  thy  tent/  " 

''  A  man  who  takes  a  wife  for  the  sake  of  her  money  rears 
ill-behaved  children/' 

"  He  who  marries  a  woman  congenial  to  himself  is  loved 
by  the  Almighty/* 

"When  a  man  loseth  his  wife,  the  world  around  him 
groweth  dark,  the  light  in  his  tent  is  dim,  and  the  light  before 
him  is  extinguished/' 

'*  He  who  has  no  wife  lives  without  comfort,  without  help, 
without  joy,  and  without  blessing/' 

Here  we  have  an  unprecedented  and  unusual  compliment  to 
woman  in  her  old  age^ 

"  An  old  man  in  a  house  is  a  terror ;  an  old  woman  is  a 
pearl/' 

Quaint  in  the  extreme,  and  reminding  us  of  the  familiar 
rhyme  of  the  "  House  that  Jack  Built,"  is  the  following  saying 
of  Rabbi  Jehudah : — 

"  There  are  fourteen  things,  each  one  is  harder  than  the 
other,  and  each  struggles  for  mastery  over  the  rest.  The  deep 
sea  is  an  object  of  dread,  but  the  land  keeps  it  within  narrow 
bounds.  The  open  land  is  unyielding,  but  the  mountains  rise 
above  it.  The  mountains  seem  irresistible,  but  iron  proudly 
cleaves  them  asunder.  Iron  is  hard,  but  fire  fuses  it.  Fire  is 
a  fierce  tyrant ;  water  subdues  and  extinguishes  it.  Water  is 
difficult  to  restrain,  but  the  clouds  easily  carry  it  aloft. 
Clouds  are  beyond  control,  but  the  storm  disperses  them.  The 
storm  rages  mightily,  yet  the  wall  braves  it.  The  wall  forms 
a  strong  barrier,  yet  man  can  break  it  down.  Man  seems 
inflexible,  but  trouble  lays  him  prostrate.  Trouble  appears 
insurmountable;  wine  dispels  it,  and  causes  it  to  be  for- 
gotten ;  but  the  pleasures  of  wine  fade  before  illness,  and  ill- 
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ness  itself  is  ended  by  the  angel  of  death,  who  carries  the 
soul  away.  But/'  ends  the  learned  Rabbi  (and  who  does  not 
see  the  sly  twinkle  of  his  eye,  and  stealthy  smile  of  his  lips, 
as  he  writes  these  words?)  ''More  ungovernable  than  any 
other  evil  is  a  bad  wife  '^ ! 

Babbi  Chia,  who  lived  in  the  third  century,  was  afflicted 
with  this  evil ;  and  when  giving  his  parting  blessing  to  his 
nephew,  who  was  about  to  start  upon  a  journey,  said,  '*  May 
the  Lord  save  thee  from  something  worse  than  death, — a  bad 
wife  ^' !  But  the  great  sense  of  conjugal  affection  which  pre- 
vailed among  the  Jews  obtained  even  for  the  obnoxious  wife  a 
certain  forbearance.  "  Is  it  not  enough  that  women  educAte 
our  children  ? ''  said  the  same  good  Rabbi, — defending  his 
shrewish  Judith.  * 

There  was,  it  must  be  confessed,  in  spite  of  the  tender  and 
loving  devotion  shown  by  husbands  to  their  wives,  one  point 
of  painful  and  striking  resemblance  between  the  Hebrews  and 
other  Eastern  nations,  and  this  was  the  almost  universal  custom 
of  polygamy.  The  Hebrew  maiden,  when  she  left  the  tent  of 
her  parents,  knew  that  she  would,  in  all  probability,  not  be 
the  only  wife  of  her  husband.  ''  Polygamy  was  lawful  among 
the  Hebrews,'^  writes  a  learned  author  of  the  present  day;  *'it 
even  formed  the  basis  of  some  of  the  ordinances  of  the  Penta- 
teuch. .  .  .  But  it  must  be  admitted,  that  even  in  the 
Biblical  times,  the  Hebrews  showed  a  growing  tendency  to- 
wards monogamy,  which,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  prevailed  in  later 
times,  till  an  authoritative  decree  issued  in  the  eleventh  Chris- 
tian century  made  it  compulsory,  under  the  threat  of  excom- 
munication, and  has  since  been  adopted  by  all  modern  Jews.*'  t 
But  in  spite  of  this  practice  of  polygamy,  our  Western  notions 
are  gratified  by  the  fact  that  Hebrew  maidens  were  not  usually 
married  without  their  willing  consent.  The  beautiful  Oriental 
scene  of  Rebekah's  courtship  by  Eleazer  would  be  incomplete 
were  it  not  for  the  question  addressed  to  Labau's  daughter, 
*'  Wilt  thou  go  with  this  man  ? ''  showing  that  the  young  girl 
had  a  free  voice  in  the  matter. 

Nor  was  polygamy,  as  I  have  shown,  incompatible  with 
great  conjugal  love ;  for  instance,  we  should  hardly  expect  any 
civil  code  to  include  a  law  like  the  following  :  "  When  a  man 

*  Colleoted  by  a  modem  Jewish  student  from  the  Talmud,  and  from  the 
collection  of  Rabbinical  Proyerbs  and  Adages  of  liuxdoHT,  Dukes,  and  Guiseppe 
Levi. 

t  KaligcTi,  "  ComTQcntai'y  on  the  Old  Te-tament." 
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has  taken  a  new  wife,  he  shall  not  go  oat  to  war^  nor  shall  he 
be  charged  with  any  business,  but  he  shall  be  free  at  home  for 
one  year,  that  he  may  cheer  his  wife  whom  he  has  taken/' 
(Dent.  xxiv.  5.)  Nor  did  it  interfere  with  the  existence  among 
the  Hebrews  of  warm  filial  devotion  and  affection.  Children 
were  from  the  first  instructed  to  honour  their  father  and  their 
mother ;  indeed,  the  Mosaic  law  places  the  reverence  due  to  the 
mother  in  the  foreground :  ''  Ye  shall  fear  every  man  his  mother 
and  his  father.''  (Lev.  xix.  3.)  Unlike  the  Greek  women,  who 
were  in  complete  ignorance  of  everything  beyond  weaving  wool 
and  cooking  dinners,  or  who,  like  Aspasia,  were  merely  cele- 
brated for  learning  and  wit  (Pericles  did  not  entrust  his  house- 
hold affairs  to  her,  but  to  a  trusty  steward),  the  Hebrew  woman 
was  not  only  supposed  to  be  a  busy  housewife,  but  she  was 
also  her  children's  first  teacher,  and  to  her  glory  was  it  said, 
''  My  son,  keep  thy  father's  commandments,  and  forsake  not 
the  law  of  thy  mother." 

Over  and  over  again  do  we  come  across  a  maxim  or  a  verse 
bearing  upon  the  respect  or  love  which  is  due  to  the  mother, 
such  as — 

''A  wise  man  maketh  a  glad  father,  but  a  foolish  son 
despiseih  his  mother.**  (Prov.  xv.  20.) 

'*  A  foolish  son  is  a  grief  to  his  father,  and  a  bitterness  to 
her  who  bore  him.'*  (Prov.  xvii.  25.) 

''  Whoso  curseth  his  father  or  his  mother,  his  lamp  shall  be 
put  out  in  darkness."  (Prov.  xx.  20.) 

It  was  the  mother's  province  to  watch  over  her  child's 
earliest  years,  and  we  all  remember  how  Hannah's  desire  of 
dedicating  the  child  Samuel  to  a  holy  life  was  instantly  agreed 
to  by  Elkanah,  and  how  the  mother  went  herself  to  Shiloh  to 
present  her  little  son  to  the  high  priest.  *'  For  this  child  I 
prayed,  she  said,  and  the  Lord  hath  given  me  my  petition; 
therefore  have  I  lent  him  to  the  Lord."  (1  Sara.  i.  1:27.) 

The  strict  isolation  and  supervision  of  harem  life,  weaken- 
ing to  body  and  to  mind,  was  entirely  alien  to  the  old  Hebrews, 
and  was,  of  course,  impossible  in  patriarchal  ages  and  long 
afterwards.  The  women  moved  freely  both  amongst  their 
own  and  the  opposite  sex.  Numerous  must  have  been  the 
Bebekahs  and  the  Bachaels  who  appeared  unveiled  at  the 
well,  meeting  the  shepherds  with  their  flocks,  the  wayfarers  to 
the  town,  and  the  travellers  from  afar.  Euth  was  but  one  of 
many  gleaners  who  followed  in  the  wake  of  the  reapers ;  nor 
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was  Hannali  the  solitary  example  of  a  sad-hearted  woman, 
who,  kneeling  within  the  Temple,  poured  forth  her  grief  and 
petition  in  prayer. 

Again,  we  find  that  Hebrew  women  were  allowed  to  take 
part  in  public  gatherings  and  in  popular  festivals,  adding  their 
voice  to  the  song  of  praise,  their  note  on  the  timbrel  to  the 
sound  of  rejoicing.  When  Saul  and  David  returned  in 
triumph,  after  their  victory  over  the  Philistines,  they  were 
met  by  the  women  of  Israel  chanting  in  chorus,  *'  Saul  hath 
slain  his  thousands,  and  David  his  tens  of  thousands."  In 
fact,  it  would  seem  that  one  of  the  duties  of  Hebrew  women 
was  to  give  public  utterance  to  the  feelings  of  gladness  or  of 
lamentation  among  the  people,  something  like  the  chorus  of  a 
Greek  play,  as  now  exulting  strains  burst  from  their  lips,  and 
now  wo  hear  their  low  and  plaintive  cry.  "  Ye  daughters  of 
Israel,  weep  over  Saul,**  exclaimed  David,  in  his  lament  over 
the  fallen  king.  Jeremiah,  when  bemoaning  the  wickedness 
of  the  people,  says,  ''Consider  ye  and  call  for  mourning 
women,  that  they  may  come ;  let  them  make  haste  and  make 
wailing  for  us.  0  ye  women,  teach  your  daughters  wailing.'* 
(Jer.  ix.  20.) 

Amongst  these  many  singers  of  Israel,  there  were  some 
who  attained  to  the  rank  of  poetess.  Deborah's  song  is  one 
of  the  most  precious  heirlooms  of  Hebrew  poetry,  and  the 
wild,  free  note  of  Miriam  bears  the  mark  of  poetic  genius. 
May  we  not  surmise  that  women  took  part  in  the  service  of 
praise  which  was  performed  in  the  Temple,  and  is  it  not  to 
such  a  practice  that  the  Psalmist  possibly  refers  when  he  says, 
''  Both  young  men  and  maidens,  praise  the  Lord ''  ?  (Psalm 
cxlviii.  12.)  We  know  that  the  prophetess  existed,  there- 
fore why  not  the  singer  of  the  Lord's  glory  ?  This  would 
not  be  against  the  spirit  of  the  Old  Dispensation,  for  it  is  from 
the  lips  of  St.  Paul  that  we  hear  for  the  first  time,  ''  Let  your 
women  keep  silence  in  the  churches,  for  it  is  not  permitted 
unto  them  to  speak.'' 

It  may,  however,  be  urged  thst  Jewish  women,  during  the 
Middle  Ages,  held  a  very  subordinate  position  as  regarded 
religious  observances,  for  they  were  only  permitted  to  visit 
the  synagogue  when  concealed  in  a  dimly-lighted  gallery,  and 
no  religious  service  or  ceremony  could  take  place  unless  in  the 
presence  of  ten  men.  It  is  impossible  to  deny  these  facts, 
^"t  I  believe  that  they  were  entirely  due  to  rabbinical  law. 
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which,  in  attempting  to  cany  out  and  enlarge  upon  the  Mosaic 
law,  not  seldom  changed  and  perverted  it.     The  ingenuity  of 
the  Rabbis  was  displayed  in  trying  not  only  to  account  for  and 
explain  various  texts,  but  in  developing  out  of  them  new  pre- 
cepts which,  according  to  the  Darwinian  theory  of  the  survival 
of  the  fittest,  should  long  since  have  become  extinct.     For 
instance,  the  custom  which  demanded  that  teii  adult  males 
should  form  the  minimum  number  of  a  congregation  was  de- 
duced by  the  Kabbis  from  the  fact  that  Abraham  prayed  that 
Sodom  might    be  spared  "if  ten  righteous  men^'  could  be 
found  in  the  city,  that  amount  of  males  being  consequently 
considered  the   smallest  that  could  intercede  with    the   Al- 
mighty.    This  seemed  to  the  Babbis  proof  sufficient  that  no 
ceremonial  or  sacrificial  act  could  be  performed  unless  in  the 
presence  of  ten  men.     When  the  choral  services  of  the  Temple 
of  old  gave  way  to  the  plaintive  public  services  which  were 
conducted  during  the  time  of  the  dispersion  of  the  Jews,  the 
office  of  a  special  reciter  or  precentor  became  a  matter  of 
necessity,  and  for  such  an  office  a  man  (perhaps  because  he 
t?as  capable  of  greater  fatigue)  was  chosen,  and  women  were 
certainly  from  that  time  excluded  from  taking  any  lead  in  ritual 
observances.     That  the  women  of  the  Old  Testament  were 
allowed  to  visit  and  seek  counsel,  perhaps  even  instruction, 
from  the  seers,  there  is  but  little  doubt,  the  New  Moon  or 
Sabbath  days  being  especially  selected  for   such  visits,  and 
perhaps  through  this  direct  intercourse  with  the  most  spiritual 
and  highly-gifted  people  of  their  race,  the  women  attained  to  a 
higher  degree  of  intellectual  strength  than  would  have  been 
possible  to  their  Eastern  sisters. 

The  story  of  the  Shunamite  brings  this  forcibly  to  our 
minds.  We  all  remember  how  this  kind  friend  of  the  "  man 
of  God/'  when  in  sore  and  heavy  trouble  about  her  son's 
death,  which  she  courageously  concealed  from  her  husband's 
knowledge,  prepared  to  visit  the  prophet  Elisha.  But  it  hap- 
pened not  to  be  either  New  Moon  or  Sabbath,  stated  times  at 
which  the  Shunamite  visited  the  seer,  and  her  husband  won- 
dered at  the  proceeding.  The  Shunamite  is  one  of  the  beau- 
tiful sketches  in  Biblical  history.  With  all  her  dignity  and 
simpUcity,  she  may  best  be  described — ^may  I  be  forgiven  the 
expression  ?  —  by  what  the  French  so  appositely  call  une 
grande  dame,  who  delicately  and  unostentatiously  provides 
the  prophet  with  those  comforts  of  which  he  «tood  in  need. 
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and  when  askod  how  she  would  be  rewarded  for  lier  care, 
whether  her  name  should  be  mentioned  to  the  king  or  to  the 
captain  of  the  host,  answers  with  exquisite^  self-respect,  '*  I 
dwell  among  mine  own  people/' 

Not  only  were  the  women  of  the  Bible  often  the  firiends, 
and  sometimes  the  disciples,  of  the  prophets,  bat,  as  we  have 
seen,  they  were  also  considered  no  unfit  recipients  of  Divine 
wisdom,  and  we  are  consequently  not  surprised  when  we  see 
Wisdom  personified  by  a  woman  in  the  beautifol  lines  of  an 
apocryphal  author,  writing  in  the  name  of  King  Solomon. 
"  I  loved  her,**  he  says,  '^  above  health  and  beauty,  I  loved 
her  and  sought  her  out  from  my  youth,  .  .  .  knowing 
that  she  would  be  a  counsellor  of  good  things,  a  comfort  in 
cares  and  griefs.  After  I  am  come  into  mine  house,  I  will 
repose  myself  with  her,  .  .  .  for  her  conversation  hath  no 
bitterness,  and  to  live  with  her  hath  no  sorrow,  but  mirth  and 
joy/'  (Wisdom  viii.  2,  9,  16.) 

In  mentioning  the  poetical  writings  of  the  Old  Testament, 
we  cannot  forget  that  the  one  idyll  of  the  Bible — '^one  of 
those  quiet  corners  of  history  which  are  the  green  spots  of  all 
time,  and  which  appear  to  become  greener  and  greener  as  they 
recede  into  the  distance ''  * — owes  its  pathos  to  its  heroine 
Buth.     Buth,  in  her  relation  to  Naomi,  is  the  impersonation 
of  devotion  and  faithfulness.      Her  story  is  the  one   great 
example  we  have  in  literature  of  female  friendship.     The  words 
she  uses  have  become  almost  proverbial  in  their  pathos — 
^'  Intreat  me  not  to  leave  thee,  or  to  return  from  following  afber 
thee :    for  whither  thou   goest  I  will   go ;    and  where  thou 
lodgest  I  will  lodge ;  thy  people  shall  be  my  people,  and  thy 
God  my  God''  (Buth  i.  16).     And  the  tender  affection  with 
which  she  clings  to  Naomi  is  all  the  more  touching,  coming  as  it 
does  from  a  younger  to  an  older  woman.     As  the  tale  proceeds, 
and  the  writer  shows  us  Buth  amongst  the  gleaners  in  the  field 
of  Boaz,  he  paints  a  striking  picture  of  the  courtesy  which 
could  exist  between  man  and  woman  in  those  rude  and  lawless 
ages.  This  courtesy  was  all  the  more  cordial,  when  it  extended 
to  the  widow  and  the  fatherless,  and  many  are  the  laws  framed 
by  the  Mosaic  dispensation  which  bade  justice  mete  out  no 
faulty  measure  to  the  solitary  woman,  and  which  commanded 
love  and  charity  to  open  wide  their  arms  and  take  her  into 
their  sheltering  care. 

.  ♦  Stanley's" Jewish  Church." 
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I  cannot  conclude  this  short  account  of  the  characteristics 
of  the  Hebrew  woman  without  mentioniDg  a  few  of  the  post- 
Biblical  or  Talmudic  heroines.  I  do  not  intend  entering  into 
the  melancholy  and  detailed  accounts  of  the  persecutions  of 
the  Jews^  in  which  the  women  played  no  small  part,  evincing 
a  sublime  display  of  faith  and  heroism — for  persecution  has 
always  produced  martyrs,  and  woman^s  courage  has  invariably 
risen  to  the  occasion — but  I  will  give  a  few  examples  of  the 
strength  of  mind  and  love  of  knowledge  peculiar  to  the 
descendants  of  the  *^  Children  of  Israel/' 

It  was  in  the  tenth  century,  when  the  changes  in  the  East- 
em  settlements  and  colleges  of  the  Jews  drove  many  learned 
and  ardent  followers  of  Judaism  to  seek  new  homes  in  Egypt, 
Spain,  and  other  friendly  countries,  that  Rabbi  Moses  ben 
Chenoch,  accompanied  by  his  beautiful  young  wife,  left  the 
once  famous  College  of  Sura,  and  embarked  for  Europe.  Near 
Bari,  on  the  coast  of  Italy,  the  ship  was  captured  by  a  Moorish 
admiral,  who  took  no  trouble  to  hide  the  admiration  with 
which  he  regarded  the  young  Jewess,  offending  her  grievously 
by  his  insulting  proposals.  At  last  she  appealed  to  her  husband, 
*^  Will  the  Almighty  save  those  who  cast  themselves  into  the 
sea  ?  '*  The  Rabbi  answered  in  a  text  taken  from  the  Psalms : 
*'  The  Lord  said,  I  will  bring  again  from  Bashan ;  I  will  bring 
my  people  again  from  the  depths  of  the  sea.'*  On  receiving  this 
response,  the  young  Jewess  leaped  into  the  waves,  and  there 
fonnd  her  deliverance — in  death. 

AlS  an  instance  of  heroic  faith  and  resignation,  I  cannot 
refrain  from  citing  the  beautiful  story  of  the  heroic,  wise- 
hearted  mother,  who  lost  her  two  sons  during  the  absence  of 
her  husband  Rabbi  Meir.  When  the  Rabbi  returned  to  his 
home,  ignorant  of  the  calamity  which  had  befallen  him,  he  was 
met  on  the  threshold  by  his  wife.  ''  My  husband,"  she  said, 
gravely  and  calmly,  '^  a  great  Lord  once  lent  me  two  precious 
jewels,  begging  mo  to  keep  them  for  him,  until  he  should 
reclaim  them.  In  your  absence  he  has  sent  for  them ;  so  I 
gave  them  up  fearlessly.  Will  you  not  say  that  I  did  well  ?  '* 
*' Well,  in  truth,"  answered  the  Rabbi  quickly,  *' what  would 
you  do  otherwise  ? "  Then  the  mother,  full  of  faith,  led 
her  wondering  husband  into  an  inner  chamber,  where  her  sons 
lay  in  the  sleep  of  death,  and  said,  "  See  our  reclaimed  jewels  1 
The  great  Lord  has  taken  them.  We  cannot  murmur,  for  they 
were  His  own.'* 
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I  am  tempted  to  tell  another  story^  at  which  wo  may  smQe 
perhaps^  whilst  we  must  yet  admire  the  powers  of  endurance, 
united  to  the  appreciation  of  learning,  evinced  by  Rachael,  the 
wife  of  the  celebrated  Akiba.  The  wealthy  Calba  Sabua,  who 
lived  in  the  first  century  of  the  Christian  era,  had  one  beauti- 
ful daughter,  Bachael,  who  was  passionately  beloved  by  one  of 
her  father^s  shepherds,  Akiba  by  name.  Calba  Sabua  would 
not  receive  such  a  son-in-law ; .  but  Bachael,  returning  the 
devoted  affection  of  Akiba,  disregarded  her  father's  prohibi- 
tion, spumed  the  wealth  of  her  father's  house,  and  became  the 
wife  of  the  shepherd.  The  poverty  and  destitution  of  the 
young  couple  must  have  been  extreme ;  for  Bachael,  in  order 
to  assuage  their  pangs  of  hunger,  cut  off  and  sold  her  abun- 
dant locks.  "  With  the  help  of  God,'*  exclaimed  the  poor 
shepherd,  '*I  will  replace  those  tresses  with  a  diadem  of 
gold/'  In  accordance  with  the  wish  of  Bachael,  her  husband 
quitted  his  humble  occupation,  and  commenced  a  student's 
career.  Incited  by  his  wife's  spirit,  Akiba  became  the  disciple 
of  the  greatest  sages  of  the  day ;  and  during  twelve  long 
years  he  studied  with  unabated  ardour,  until  he  had  acquired 
a  vast  amount  of  knowledge.  He  then  returned  to  his  lowly 
home ;  and  as  he  approached  the  threshold,  he  heard  a 
man  loudly  reviling  his  wife  for  having  joined  her  fate  to  that 
of  a  miserable  wretch,  without  fortune  or  position,  who  had, 
moreover,  abandoned  her  for  twelve  years.  '^  If  my  husband 
were  to  return  to  me  to-day,*'  exclaimed  Bachael,  ''  I  would 
persuade  him  to  spend  yet  another  twelve  years  with  the  sages 
of  the  land,  so  that  he  might  attain  to  the  highest  perfection." 
Akiba  heard  these  words,  and  was  so  much  impressed  with 
their  sagacity,  that  he  departed  quietly  from  the  door,  and 
obeyed  his  wife  to  the  letter.  After  twelve  years  he  returned, 
this  time  with  an  immense  retinue  of  attached  disciples.  As  he 
approached  his  dwelling,  the  proud  and  happy  Bachael  came 
out  to  meet  him,  and  made  a  low  obeisance  before  him,  after 
Oriental  fashion.  The  disciples,  thinking  she  was  some  im- 
portunate beggar,  wished  to  remove  her,  and  listened  in 
amazement  to  the  Babbi,  who  exclaimed,  "  It  is  my  wife,  my 
wife,  Bachael !  Friends,  I  am  rich,  for  I  am  the  husband  of  a 
wife  who  excels  in  good  deeds." 

Of  course,  Calba  Sabua  was  ready  to  recognize  so  dis- 
tinguished a  son-in-law,  and  Akiba  was  thus  permitted  to 
crown  his  Bachael's  head  with  a  diadem  of  gold. 
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The  appreciation  of  learning  in  others  necessarily  leads  to 
ihe  desire  of  acquiring  it  for  ourselves^  and  this  we  find  in 
many  learned  Jewish  women  of  later  ages^  the  natural  sac- 
cessors  of  the  Rachael  of  Talmudic  fame. 

During  the  Middle  Ages,  when  the  Jews  were  scattered 
oyer  the  most  civilized  parts  of  Europe,  and  had  acquired  the 
languages  of  the  countries  in  which  tiiej  had  settled,  the  Jew- 
esses were  also  taught  their  own  Hebrew  tongue.  Many  of 
them  studied  the  Pentateuch  diligently,  and  were  well  versed 
in  Jewish  law,  some  of  them  attaining  to  great  and  de- 
served fame.  Chelith,  the  sister  of  Rashi  (the  famous  com- 
mentator of  the  Bible,  who  lived  in  the  eleventh  century),  and 
her  grand- daughter  Miriam,  are  cited  as  learned  ladies  and 
great  authorities  on  questions  of  ritual.  Dolce,  the  wife  of 
Eleazer  of  Worms  (a  celebrated  Jewish  rabbi  and  author  of  the 
thirteenth  century),  understood  the  most  complicated  parts  of 
the  law,  and  taught  her  co-religionists  the  Jewish  liturgy. 
The  wife  of  Joseph  ben  Jochanan,  of  Paris,  was  said  to  be 
*'  almost  a  rabbi  in  learning.''  Brune  of  Mayence  was  another 
distinguished  lady  ;  and  Litte  of  llatisbon  was  a  poetess,  who 
composed  a  history  of  David  in  German  verse.*  Brenvenda,  the 
wife  of  Samuel  Abavanel,  who  lived  in  the  fifteenth  century, 
was  celebrated  for  her  intelligence  and  culture,  no  less  than 
for  her  kindness  and  benevolence.  She  became  the  friend 
and  instructress  of  Leonora,  daughter  of  Pedro  di  Toledo, 
Viceroy  of  Naples,  which  friendship  continued  unabated  after 
the  marriage  of  Leonora  with  Cosmo  di  Medici. 

Let  it  not  be  imagined  from  any  of  the  foregoing  remarks 
that  I  hold  up  Hebrew  women  as  perfect  modeU.  I  only  wish 
to  prove  that  the  standard  of  female  excellence  in  the  nation 
was  a  high  and  noble  one,  and  that  the  estimation  in  which  the 
Hebrew  women  were  held,  and  the  position  they  were  allowed  to 
fill,  proved  that  they  at  least  occasionally  approached,  if  they 
could  not  actually  attain  it.  That  they  could  be  dissimulating, 
deceitful,  and  even  cruel,  is  only  too  evident  from  many  of  the 
pages  of  Biblical  history;  whilst  the  thirdchapter  of  Isaiah,  com- 
menting upon  the  failings  of  the  women  of  his  time,  shows  us, 
in  no  flattering  glass,  the  follies  to  which  they  were  prone.  As 
Savanarola  in  later  days  led  a  fierce  crusade  against  the  female 
vanity  which  displeased  his  earnest  gaze,  so  did  Isaiah  lash 
with  the  fierce  whip  of  his  scorn  the  frivolity  of  the  Hebrew 

•  See  "  Zanz  Oetchictte  und  Literitur  der  Juden.'* 
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women — of  those  "  haughty  daughters  of  Zion,  walking  with 
stretched-forth  necks  and  wanton  ejes^  walking  and  mincing 
as  they  go/'  It  is  with  an  unsparing  hand  that  the  Pro- 
phet deals  liis  stinging  blows  at  '^the  tinkling  ornaments  about 
their  feet,  at  their  cauls,  their  round  tires  like  the  moon,  at  the 
chains,  bracelets,  mufflers^  and  bonnets ;  at  the  ornaments  of 
the  legs,  and  the  head-bands ;  at  the  tablets^  earrings,  rings^ 
and  nose-jewels ;  at  the  changeable  suits  of  apparel,  mantles, 
wimples,  crisping-pins,  glasses,  fine  linen,  hoods,  and  veils  ^' — 
all  of  which  we  may  suppose  requisite  for  the  complete  attire 
of  the  fashionable  women  of  the  day,  and  not  a  few  of  which 
may  be  found  forming  part  of  the  toilet  of  their  modem  repre- 
Bentatives. 

I  will  not,  however,  conclude  with  this  picture,  truthful  though 
it  may  be,  but  will  turn  back  to  that  other  description  of  the 
Hebrew  woman,  which  may  well  have  had  its  prototype  in  real 
life,  and  be  the  portrait  of  one  whose  name  is  lost,  but  who 
yet  has  left  her  "  footprints  on  the  sands  of  time/^  According 
to  the  old  Hebrew  idea,  the  Perfect  Woman  must  possess 
energy,  strength  of  purpose,  and  active  zeal.  Her  home  must  be 
the  abode  of  order,  purity,  and  cheerfulness.  She  must  be  just 
and  impartial  to  those  around  her,  and  provident  and  generous 
to  her  dependents.  She  must  guide  and  instruct  her  children. 
She  must  minister  to  the  poor  at  her  door,  giving  them  her 
time,  her  trouble,  her  loving  sympathy.  She  must  be  prudent 
and  far-sighted.  She  must  open  her  mouth  with  wisdom,  and  yet 
her  tongue  must  know  the  law  of  kindness.  Being  and  doing 
thus,  she  will  deserve  what  has  been  said  of  her  original, ''  Many 
daughters  have  done  virtuously,  but  thou  excellest  them  all." 

For  good  and  for  evil,  the  Hebrew  women  played  their  part 
in  the  story  of  their  times.  They  did  not  shrink  from  life, 
with  its  stirring  passions  and  awful  tragedies ;  nor  were  they 
shut  up  in  their  own  narrow  grooves,  and  petted  as  visions  of 
fragile  beauty,  bom  to  satisfy  the  caprice  or  whims  of  their 
lord.  Still  less  did  they  hold  the  sad  and  degrading  position  of 
household  slaves.  The  Hebrew  woman  was  man's  helpmate,  the 
beloved  wife  of  his  home,  the  wise  mother  and  first  teacher 
of  her  children ;  but  she  was  also  ready  to  share  his  perils,  and 
to  incite  him  to  noble  deeds  by  her  words  and  her  example — to 
work  for  and,  if  need  be,  suffer  for  her  country's  good,  as  well 
as  to  minister  to  the  happiness  of  the  domestic  hearth ;— such 
was  the  ideal  type  of  Hebrew  womanhood. 
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The  word  almanac  is  one  of  a  group  which  reminds  us  of  the 
influence  that  the  Arabs  had  upon  the  European  mind — an 
influence,  doubtless,  dating  from  the  Moorish  conquest  of 
Spain.  Some  of  these  words  have  had  the  fate  to  which  all 
words  are  liable ;  they  have  been  warped  from  their  primary 
meanings.  Alhambra,  the  crowning  caprice  of  Arab  architec- 
ture, has  a  poor  representative  in  a  London  music  hall ;  while 
al  lilwl,  the  powder  of  antimony,  which  Eastern  ladies  used  to 
beautify  their  eyelids  has,  by  some  strange  process,  been 
changed  into  alcohol.  But  alkahest,  alembic,  alchymy,  algebra, 
aladel,  alembroth,  algaroth,  alkali,  retain  their  old  significa- 
tions, and  give  permanent  proof  that  Arab  teachers  of  chymis- 
try  and  mathematics  made  their  mark  in  Europe.  It  is 
impossible  to  say  how  much  we  owe  to  the  descendants  of 
the  great  Sheik  Ishmael.  Doubtless,  the  almanac  in  some 
form  is  one  of  our  debts,  since  in  Arabic  al  manaka  means 
the  weather. 

Ilensleigh  Wedgwood,  in  his  invaluable  "  Dictionary  of  Eng- 
lish Etymology,'^  thinks  that  the  word  almanac  was  first  applied 
to  a  plan  of  the  movements  of  the  heavenly  bodies.  He 
quotes  Eoger  Bacon  : — "  Sed  hae  tabulae  vocantur  almanach 
ve  Tab'gnum,  in  quibus  sunt  omnes  motus  coelorum  certificati 
a  principio  mundi  usque  ad  finem — ut  homo  posset  inspicere 
omnia  quae  in  caelo  sunt  omni  die,  sicut  nos  in  calendario 
inspicimus  omnia  festa  sanctorum.''  It  is  diflScult  to  under- 
stand what  Bacon  was  describing,  since  a  table  showing  the 
daily  motions  of  the  heavenly  bodies  from  the  beginning  of 
the  world  to  its  very  end  could  hardly  bo  constructed  by  any 
modem  astronomer.  At  any  rate.  Bacon's  almanac  was  not  a 
calendar,  as  he  puts  them  in  opposition.  By  the  way,  that 
word   calendar  has  a  queer  history.     It   comes,   of  course. 
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from  the  Boman  calends — the  first  of  the  month.  Bat  calend 
is  from  calo,  to  call,  the  first  bemg  the  day  on  which  Roman 
money-lenders  called  for  their  interest.  In  reference  to  this 
fact^  we  find  such  phrases  as  trisies,  calendas,  and  celeres 
calendae,  because  they  came  roand  only  too  sad  and  too  soon. 
Hence,  calendarium  came  to  moan  a  book  in  which  debts  were 
entered ;  and  now^  behold,  it  is  a  catalogue  of  saints^  days  and 
holy  days.  Some  words  suflFer  debasement  by  age ;  a  hussy 
was  once  a  housewife;  a  knave,  a  boy;  a  quean,  a  queen;  but 
calendar  has  been  picked  out  of  the  mire  of  usury,  and  put 
to  nobler  uses. 

"  Time  is  the  measure  of  the  motion  of  the  spheres.'*  This 
fine  definition  is  Hooker's,  and  could  not  be  improved.  It 
follows  that,  motion  being  indiscernible  to  us,  the  same  is  true 
of  time.  We  have  no  sense  that  tells  us  of  motion  pure  and 
simple;  we  can  only  discover  it  by  comparison.  It  must 
necessarily  be  the  same  with  time,  which  depends  on  motion. 
It  gallops  with  some,  it  creeps  with  others,  and  there  are 
many  intermediate  rates  of  speed.  Only  by  a  long  train  of 
mathematical  discoveries  have  men  arrived  at  a  tolerably 
accurate  measure  of  the  motion  of  the  spheres.  It  seems 
very  strange  to  us  now  that  so  recently  as  a.d.  1752,  the 
English  calendar  was  eleven  days  wrong,  though  Pope  Gregory 
XIII.  had  reformed  Ceasar's  calendar  in  1582.  Why  was  Eng- 
land 1 70  years  behind  the  rest  of  Christendom  ?  Have  we  a 
right,  with  this  in  our  memory,  to  ridicule  Bome  for  persecuting 
Galileo  ? 

It  is  not  my  intent  to  write  a  scientific  article  on  the 
almanac,  even  if  I  possessed  the  power.  I  am  not  going  to 
analyze  that  marvellous  product  of  modern  thought,  that  safe- 
guard of  the  seaman,  the  "  Nautical  Almanac '' ;  nor  shall  I 
scrutinize  that  charming  budget  of  wit  in  the  form  of  au 
almanac  with  which  Mr.  Punch  annually  delights  us.  No ;  my 
humble  endeavour  is  to  show  what  almanacs  were  in  days  when, 
to  a  large  class  of  the  English  people,  they  were  almost  the 
sole  representatives  of  literature. 

To  clear  the  way,  however,  let  me  remark  that  there  are 
thirty-five  possible  almanacs,  depending  on  the  thirty-five  dars 
on  which  it  is  possible  for  Easter  to  fall.  And  here  we  are 
met  by  a  suggestion  which  has  been  often  made.  Why  should 
not  Easter  be  a  fixed  instead  of  a  moveable  feast  ?  Its  glory  and 
beauty  would  be  in  no  degree  lessened  if  it  were  always  the  last 


ALMANACS.  411 

Sunday  in  April,  as  it  will  be  in  the  year  1886.  In  1876  it  will 
be  the  16th  of  April;  in  1877,  the  8th;  while  in  1833  it  wiU 
coincide  with  Lady-day,  and  fall  on  the  25th  of  March.  Now 
as  holy  days  are  also  holidays ;  as  Whitsnntide,  the  gayest  of 
country  holidays,  depends  on  Easter ;  as  the  calendar  has  been 
reformed  and  may  therefore  be  reformed  again,  why  should 
not  Convocation  consider  the  possibility  of  a  fixed  Easter? 
When  the  great  festival  is  at  its  eariiest,  Whit  Monday  is  the 
11th  of  May;  and  there  are  springs  when  the  ides  of  May 
are  frost-bound,  and  nightingale  and  swallow  dare  not  visit 
English  shores.  But,  with  Easter  at  its  latest,  the  rustic 
vernal  holiday  comes  on  the  14th  of  June ;  and  on  the  ides  of 
June  there  are  always  roses  blooming,  and  joyous  odours  in  tha 
air.  Easter-day,  as  at  present  arranged,  "  is  the  Sunday  fol- 
lowing that  fourteenth  of  the  calendar  moon  which  happens 
upon,  or  next  after  the  twenty-first  of  March/'  This  definition 
always  troubles  the  almanac-makers  when  Easter  falls  on  the 
day  of  real  full  moon;  for,  as  almanac-makers  are  no  moro 
astronomers  than  quack  doctors  are  physicians,  they  are  un- 
able to  grasp  the  difierence  between  the  moon  as  she  moves 
in  the  heavens  and  as  she  is  supposed  to  move  in  the  Gregorian 
calendar.  And  if  Easter  is  to  depend  on  the  moon  at  all, 
why  not  on  the  true  movement  of  our  satellite  ?  But  there 
seems  no  reason  against  making  Easter  a  fixed  feast,  and 
placing  it  as  late  as  possible  in  the  spring. 

The  calendar  might  be  reformed  in  other  respects.  When 
March  was  the  year's  first  month,  the  intercalary  day  of  Leap 
Year  was  fitly  placed  as  the  last  of  February.  But  now  it 
would  save  trouble  if  that  odd  day  were  placed  at  the  end  of 
December.  And  would  it  not  be  just  as  well  to  make  each 
month  thirty  days  long,  and  slip  the  odd  five  or  six  days  into 
the  Christmas  holidays,  between  Yule  and  Janus  ?  It  is  ex- 
tremely inconvenient,  even  with  the  help  of  ancient  doggerel,  to 
remember  which  month  has  thirty  days,  and  which  thirty-one ; 
and  it  would  be  very  much  more  pleasant  to  have  matters 
symmetrically  settled.  The  ladies  need  not  fear  being  deprived 
of  their  leap  year  privilege.  It  would  be  at  its  height  when 
mistletoe  is  in  season. 

We  have  kept  the  Teuton  names  of  week-days,  the  Latin 
names  of  the  months.  This  is  curious.  Perhaps  the  reason  is 
that  the  lower  folk,  who  found  a  wider  record  diflScult,  held  to 
their  old  seven-day  calendar  of  the  Sun,  and  Moon,  and  Tuisco 


412  ALMANACS. 

and  Woden,  and  Thor,  and  Friga,  and  Saturn.  The  monks 
grew  learned  and  polite.  Sextilis  became  Augustus.  But  in 
January  we  get  a  real  old  tradition ;  for  Janus,  who  looked  at 
the  past  and  future,  is  identified  in  Oriental  legend  with  Noah, 
who  saw  a  world  ruined  and  a  world  to  come.  The  two  names 
Janus  and  Noah  (remember  that  the  Roman  j  was  i)  are  very- 
close  to  each  other.  Written  phonetically,  iano  and  noa  seem 
near  relations. 

The  mysteries  of  chronology,  and  of  its  relation  with 
mythology,  are  not  easy  to  solve.  Perhaps  the  most  remark- 
able attempt  in  that  direction  ever  made  is  the  Astronomer 
Royal  for  Scotland's  study  of  the  chief  Egyptian  pyramid.  If 
he  be  right  in  his  theories,  that  most  amazing  building  on  the 
earth's  surface  is  an  almanac  in  stone.  Enthusiasts  have  said 
something  of  the  kind  about  Stonehenge.  It  is  very  hard  to 
look  into  the  depths  of  the  ages,  and  imagine  what  idea  men 
had  of  the  world  beneath  them,  and  the  stars  above;  but  I 
hold  that  there  is  more  than  the  mere  desire  to  heap  stone  on 
stone  in  these  ancient  structures,  put  together  with  enormous 
toil.  Gray,  in  the  famous  and  much  over-praised  '^  Elegy," 
talks  of  a  '^village  Hampden,''  and  a  ''mute,  inglorious 
Milton."  May  there  not  have  been  many  Newtons  among  the 
watchers  of  the  stars  in  Egypt  and  in  Albion  before  our  own 
Sir  Isaac  grasped  the  impalpable  thread  of  power  which  guides 
the  great  procession  of  the  stars  ? 

"  Vixere  fortes  ante  AgamemnoDa 
Multi :  Bed  omnes  illacrimahiles 
Urgentar  ignotique  longa 

Nocte,  carent  quia  vate  sacro." 

Probably  the  sacred  bard  was  not  wanting  when  the  Pyramid 
and  Stonehenge  were  completed  :  but  the  art  of  printing  had 
not  been  invented,  and  his  rhapsodies  are  for  ever  lost.  It  is 
sad  to  think  of  what  has  thus  slipped  away  from  us,  even  as 
the  beauty  of  a,  river  slips  away  when  there  is  none  to  regard 
it  save  flashing  kingfisher,  and  patient  heron,  and  cirding 
swallow.  Yet  I  sometimes  hope  there  may  come  a  man  with 
an  inevitable  instinct  which  will  solve  the  mystery  of  Stone- 
henge. Tour  true  antiquary  plucks  out  the  heart  of  a  mys- 
tery as  a  spaniel  finds  truffles.  And  that  there  is  something  to 
be  solved  is  obvious,  if  I  may  believe  a  correspondent  of  the 
Scotsman  newspaper,  quoted  in  Notes  and  Queries  of  July  31 
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1875.  He  says  that  a  party  of  Americans  went  on  Midsummer 
morning  this  year  to  see  sunrise  upon  Stonehenge.  They  found 
crowds  of  people  assembled.  '^  Stonehenge/'  continues  the 
writer,  **  may  roughly  be  described  as  comprising  seven-eighths 
of  a  circle,  from  the  open  ends  of  which  there  runs  eastward 
an  avenue  having  upright  stones  on  either  side.  At  some  dis- 
tance beyond  this  avenue,  but  in  a  direct  line  with  its  centre, 
stands  one  solitary  stone  in  a  sloping  position,  in  front  of 
which,  but  at  a  considerable  distance,  is  an  eminence  or  hill. 
The  point  of  observation  chosen  by  the  excursion  party  was 
the  stone  table  or  altar,  near  the  head  of  and  within  the  circle, 
directly  looking  down  the  avenue.  The  morning  was  un- 
favourable, but  fortunately,  just  as  the  sun  was  beginning  to 
appear  over  the  top  of  the  hill,  the  mist  disappeared,  and  then 
for  a  few  moments  the  onlookers  stood  amazed  at  the  spectacle 
presented  to  their  view.  While  it  lasted,  the  sun,  like  an 
immense  ball,  appeared  actually  to  rest  on  the  isolated  stone  of 
which  mention  has  been  made.''  Now  here  we  have  a  strong 
proof  that  Stonehenge  was  really  a  mighty  almanac  in  stone — 
doubtless  also  a  Temple  of  the  Sun,  erected  by  a  race  that  has 
long  since  perished  without  intelligible  record.  It  seems  to 
me  like  the  massive  ruin  of  an  edifice  originally  as  glorious  as 
any  ever  built.  How  those  great  blocks  of  stone  were  brought 
from  far  away  (some  think  from  Ireland)  has  been  deemed  an 
enigma ;  but  I  take  it  there  has  been  a  general  recession  of  the 
sea  from  our  southern  and  western  downs  in  days  compara- 
tively recent,  and  that  water- carriage  was  in  those  days  attain- 
able. But  why  do  not  the  archoBologists  organize  a  scientific 
picnic  to  Stonehenge,  to  see  the  sun  rise  on  the  day  of  the 
summer  solstice  ? 

Before  paper  and  postage  were  cheap,  before  periodical  light 
literature  was  invented,  in  days  when  the  mail-coach  had  not 
abolished  the  stage-waggon,  the  Almanac  was  a  delight  to  our 
forefathers.  It  held  a  good  year's  reading.  Be  it  premised 
that  the  pace  at  which  people  read  diflTers  wondrously.  Even 
in  the  present  day,  the  average  farmer  finds  his  county  .news- 
paper last  him  a  week  :  while  I,  who  have  been  extracting  the 
essence  of  journals  all  my  life,  usually  get  through  my  Times 
in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  unless  there  is  a  speech  of  Disraeli's, 
whose  epigrams  are  always  worth  reading  twice.  But  in  the 
eighteenth  century,  country  folk  were  far  slower  than  they  are 
now-a-days,  when  railways   and  telegraphs  have   quickened 
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them.  They  stayed  at  home  and  studied  their  almanacs^  and 
believed  all  that  the  Stamford  Mercuru,  or  the  Sherhome  Mer- 
cury,  or  the  Readivg  Mercury  chose  to  tell  them.  It  was  a 
quiet  humdrum  time,  broken  up  suddenly  by  the  fierce  phases 
of  the  French  Revolution. 

There  lie  before  me,  bound  in  red  morocco,  with  gilt  edges^ 
thirty  volumes  of  almanacs.  I  take  up  the  first.  Its  date  is 
1796.  It  contains  eight  almanacs.  They  are  separated  by 
narrow  bookmarks  of  vellum,  on  the  ends  of  which  are  printed 
the  name  of  each  almanac.  I  try  to  conjure  up  a  vision  of  this 
old  almanac  collector,  who  for  so  many  years  pursued  his  hobby. 
What  manner  of  man  was  he  ?  A  bibliomaniac,  questionless,, 
or  he  would  not  have  bound  almanacs  year  after  year  in  morocco. 
My  set  of  almanacs  came  from  Birmingham,  which  is  a  great 
centre  of  book-loving  folk.  No  trace  of  the  first  owner's  name 
appear  in  these  thirty  volumes ;  but  in  the  volume  for  1818 
there  is  on  a  fly-leaf  this  memorandum  in  pencil : 

"  Eichard  Lewis  was  born  at  half-past  3  o'clock  on  Saturday 
evening  the  17  day  of  October,  1818." 

In  the  same  volume  I  found  a  fragment  of  what  I  presume 
to  be  a  horoscope— three  squares  one  within  the  other,  with 
mysterious  signs  and  numbers  quite  beyond  my  ken,  and  in 
the  centre : 


Miss  Davis, 

Born 
November  6 
8h.  10  P.M. 

1818 


I  confess  to  a  certain  amount  of  curiosity  as  to  whether 
Miss  Davis  has  fulfilled  her  horoscope,  and,  as  she  now  is  pro- 
bably a  charming  matron,  and  a  regular  reader  of  the  New 
Quarterly,  perchance  she  will  inform  the  Editor,  who  is  fond 
of  curious  knowledge. 

The  almanac-lover  to  whose  fantasy  I  am  indebted  for 
these  thirty  volumes  commenced  the  collection  in  1796^ 
with  the  Gentleman's  Diary  (its  56th  year) ;  the  Ladies'  Diary 
"designed  for  the  Use  and  Diversion  of  the  Fair  Sex'** 
in  very  large  red  letters  (its  93rd  year) ;  Vox  Stellarum,  by 
Francis  Moore,  Physician  (age  not  given) ;  Mertinus  Liberatns,. 
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by  John  Partridge,  whom  Swift  immortalized ;  Old  Poor 
Robin  (its  134th  year) ;  Speculnm  Anni,  or  Season  on  the 
Seasons  (its  63rd  year) ;  'Oyvfiirui  AayfutTa,  by  Tycho  Wing> 
Philomath ;  and  'ATXa9  ^Ovpdvu)^,  by  Robert  White,  Teacher 
of  the  Mathematics.  These  eight  almanacs  represented  four 
distinct  lines  of  thought,  and  it  may  perchance  be  worth  while 
to  consider  the  intellectual  condition  of  middle-class  English 
folk  by  their  guidance.  The  Gentleman's  Diary  and  the 
Ladies'  Diary  were  a  curious  mixture  of  mathematics  and 
enigmas.  The  Ladies'  Diary  especially  brought  some  excel* 
lent  mathematicians  to  the  front.  Peter  Barlow,  of  Woolwich, 
whoso  mathematical  tables  De  Morgan  edited,  and  Homer,  the 
inventor  of  a  powerful  method  of  solving  numerical  equatioDS, 
are  among  the  contributors  to  the  scientific  side  of  these 
diaries.  It  is  ouly  too  certain  that  both  in  the  mathematical 
and  the  unmathematical  riddles  they  are  rather  dull.  There  is 
a  heaviness  all  through.  The  double  acrostic,  last  resource 
of  brains  that  pine  for  epigram  and  cannot  achieve  it,  had  not 
been  invented.  Even  the  charade,  which  Praed  polished  into 
a  perfect  epigram,  seems  to  have  been  undeveloped.  Their 
fun  and  their  mathematics  were  equally  lumbering,  and  seem 
to  indicate  a  dreary  dulness  which  set  in  at  the  death  of 
Charles  II.,  intensified  itself  under  Queen  Anne,  grew  stupider 
than  ever  under  the  Georges,  and  only  gave  us  a  clearer  atmo- 
sphere in  Victoria's  reign. 

Moore  (who  cost  elevenpence  in  those  days — ^he  is  glad  of 
his  penny  now),  and  Partridge,  and  Season,  were  prophetic. 
In  our  own  days  there  are  those  who  would  like  to  know 
something  of  the  future,  but  the  strong  light  of  the  higher 
minds  is  now  more  generally  diffused,  and  the  lens  of  the 
press  concentrates  the  light  of  genius.  Moore,  Partridge,  and 
Season,  or  their  representatives,  were  in  1796  very  dull  fellows 
indeed,  and  if  my  grandfather  gave  elevenpence  for  a  copy  of 
either,  I  am  sorry  for  my  ancestry.  The  direct  descendants  of 
the  believers  in  the  prophetic  almanac  are  now  spiritualists,  I 
imagine. 

Tycho  Wing  and  Robert  White  were  quite  different ;  they 
published  purely  scientific  almanacs,  and  this  shows  that  amid 
much  nonsense  there  was  real  knowledge  among  the  almanac 
readers.  Some  twenty  years  ago  I  used  White's  "  Ephemeris," 
and  a  year  or  two  back  I  asked  a  friend  of  mine  to  get  me  & 
copy  at  Stationers'  Hall,  but  they  laughed  at  him,  though  he 
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is  a  member  of  the  company.  It  had  been  discontinued  for 
years.  This  is  not  evidence  in  favour  of  rising  iutellect,  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing.  A  first  class  astronomical  almanac  paid 
at  a  shilling  in  the  year  1796;  it  contained  forty-eight  pages 
of  purely  scientific  information.  Nothing  of  the  kind  can  live 
in  1875,  though  we  have  popular  professors  lecturing  ladies  in 
Albemarle  Street. 

There  is  one  more  almanac  in  the  set,  differing  from  all 
the  rest ;  this  is  "  Old  Poor  Robin.*'  There  is  a  tradition, 
whether  true  or  false  I  know  not,  that  Swift  set  this  quaint 
old  almanac  afloat.  It  seems  possible,  since  there  is  a  touch 
of  his  humour  in  it  very  often.  Old  Poor  Bobin  must  have 
done  much  to  dispel  the  superstitions  of  the  prophetic  almanac 
makers.  When  Moore  and  Partridge  travelled  down  into  a 
country  village,  Poor  Robin  travelled  too,  and  upset  these 
bombastic  utterers  of  oracles.  If  the  farmer's  wife  took  Par- 
tridge, let  us  picture  the  farmer  taking  Poor  Robin  as  an 
antidote.  I  find  in  that  quaint  almanac  for  1796  a  poem  re- 
ferring to  the  fact  that  there  would  not  be  another  leap  year 
till  1804. 

*'  'Twill  eighteen  hundred  be  and  four 
Before  another  comes,  therefore 

I  pray  make  much  of  this : 
For  you  will  eight  years  older  be 
Ere  you  another  leap  year  see, 
So  don*t  good  husbands  miss.?' 

I  venture  to  think  that  this  erratic  nonsense  is  wholesomer 
than  prophetic  nonsense. 

Looking  at  the  prophetic  almanacs  for  1815,  I  cannot  help 
thinking  what  a  grand  coup  Partridge,  or  Moore,  or  Season 
would  have  made,  had  be  only  contrived  to  predict  the  Battle 
of  Waterloo,  Murphy's  snowstorm  in  June,  put  in  by  a  mis- 
chievous compositor,  would  have  been  nothing  to  it.  Now 
what  says  Francis  Moore,  physician,  whose  almanac  in  1815 
cost  one  shilling  and  tenpence,  the  shilling  being  the  stamp 
duty  ?  This  is  his  deliverance  for  June :  "  Strange  and 
variable  things  will  be  produced  in  some  of  the  succeeding 
months,  but  of  what  kind,  time  will  best  demonstrate ;  for 
Nemo  particularia  praedicit,*^  A  wise  saying,  and  looking  all 
the  wiser  in  Latiii,  to  Moore's  readers  a  mysterious  and  almost 
magical  language.      '•  Manv  differences  and  debates   in  the 
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general  affairs  of  kingdoms,  etc.,  which  have  been  long  in 
dispute,  are  now  near,  or  in  a  fair  way  of  composure.  The 
soldiery  in  some  countries  remote  from  England,  after  many 
disgusts  and  discontents  between  them  and  their  officers,  are 
moderately  well  pleased  for  a  time.  New  leagues,  articles, 
councils,  now  in  prosecution,  take  up  much  time  before  they  be 
brought  to  a  final  determination.''  / 

Now  what  happened  in  the  June  of  which  this  quack-prophet 
writes  was  the  most  decisive  battle  of  the  world.  The  patient 
genius  of  Wellington  ended  with  a  blow  Buonaparte's  crusade 
against  freedom.  Would  you  not  think  that  Francis  Moore's 
clients,  finding  that  this  seer  of  the  stars  was  blind  as  a  mole, 
might  be  expected  to  spend  their  annual  one  and  tenpence 
in  something  more  sensible  next  year  ?  Not  they.  They 
positively  paid  with  perfect  willingness  two  shillings  and 
threepence  for  the  almanac  in  1816.  Government  raised  the 
stamp  duty  to  one  and  threepence,  and  the  astute  almanac- 
makers  put  twopence  more  on  the  almanacs. 

Moore  and  Partridge  read  the  stars  with  much  harmony. 
Partridge  also  has  his  "  differences  and  debates,"  his  ^^  new 
leagues  and  new  articles."  Season  by  this  time  seems  to  have 
given  up  prophesying,  finding  no  doubt  that  the  signs  of  the 
stars  grew  difficult  to  read.  There  may  be  a  science  of 
astrology,  but  as  yet  there  has  been  no  iota  of  proof  thereof; 
and  the  illiterate  persons  who  practise  astrology,  or  who  used 
to  in  days  gone  by,  were  evidently  quite  incapable  of  under- 
standing anything  scientific.  If  Moore  or  Partridge  could 
have  read  in  the  midnight  sky,  and  announced  to  the  English 
nation  on  the  first  day  of  January,  1815,  that  Buonaparte 
would  be  crushed  for  ever  on  the  eighteenth  of  June,  astrology 
would  have  had  a  triumph.  Astrology  is  less  in  fashion  now, 
though  I  believe  Zadkiel  has  multitudinous  readers  ;  but  this 
same  argument  as  to  results  is  applicable  to  other  crazes. 
Will  the  spiritualist  mediums,  who  seem  in  their  dreary 
stupidity  to  be  near  relations  of  the  prophetic  almanac  makers, 
give  us  just  a  scintilla  of  early  intelligence  from  that  other 
world  which  sends  them  visitants  ? 

Where  do  philosophers  and  poets  dwell  ? 

Is  mighty  Shakespeare  wandering,  godlike  shade, 
Across  the  infinite  lawns  of  asphodel, 

Uttering  sweet  music  such  as  ne'er  was  played 
By  split-hoofed  Pan,  in  some  Arcadian  dell, 

Where  danced  aroand  him  many  a  mountain  maid, 
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And  the  Btrearos  paused  to  listen,  and  the  birds 
Were  charmed  to  silence  by  the  magical  words  ? 

Where  is  our  Newton  ?     From  some  sapphire  border 
Of  the  high  heaven  he  looks  npon  the  spheres, 

Disceriis  new  secrets  of  their  ancient  order, 
Sees  that  in  pure  light  error  disappears, 

That  the  Creator  is  the  constant  Warder, 
Learns  the  calm  sway  of  immemorial  years, 

And  hails  Eternity's  nnfathomed  rapture. 

With  every  moment  a. new  truth  to  capture. 

The  higher  world  is  not  another  world. 

But  the  complexion  of  this  partial  planet 
And  myriad  others.     The  soul's  flag's  unfurled 

Passing  Death's  portal.     When  you  come  to  scan  it, 
The  abyss  whereunto  we  are  surely  whirled 

Is  trivial  to  a  Spirit.     Earth's  hard  granite 
Turns  to  trae  diamond  in  the  light  of  death : 
Elcsh-free,  the  spirit  draws  an  infant  breath. 

'Tis  the  beginning,  not  the  end  of  life. 

And  our  eyes  open  to  the  light  Ihat  gleams, 

Amid  this  world's  unnecessary  strife, 

In  the  bine  skies  and  in  the  laaghing  streams. 

And  in  the  flowers  wherewith  the  woods  are  rife. 
And  in  bright  eyes  that  fill  our  waking  dreams  ; 

And  the  great  gleam  of  glory  strikes  us  dumb  ... 

Earth  is  a  trifle  .  .  .  there  are  worlds  to  come. 

What  will  my  Editor  say  when  he  finds  the  spiritualists 
have  driven  me  into  otfava  rim  a  P*  They  would  drive  me 
into  worse  waste  of  paper  if  I  allowed  the  great  saying,  indig- 
natiofacit  verous  to  take  thorough  hold  of  me.  Their  folly  is 
so  abject,  that  really  I  think  any  poor  paltry  prophetic  almanac- 
maker  a  wise  man  in  comparison. 

An  example  of  "  Poor  Robin's ''  mock  prophecies  is  quite 
worth  giving.     I  quote  from  the  almanac  for  1815. 

''January. — Great  doings  this  month,  Night  will  be  turned 
into  day  and  day  into  night ;  a  great  bustle  at  the  Court  end  of  the 
town ;  mach  work  for  the  Mi  ....  ers.  Many  people  will  take  it 
into  their  heads  to  leave  the  earth,  others  to  visit  it.     .     . 

•  The  Editorial  objection  to  poetical  contributions  does  not  extend  to  such 
charming  lines  as  these.—ED. 
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'^  February. — On  the  14th  maoh  business  will  be  transacted  at  a 
certain  great  honse  in  L  .  mb  .  .  d  Street ;  toltite  favours  will  be  de- 
spatched from  thence  to  all  parts  of  the  kingdom.  Some  persons 
may  apprehend  a  revolution,  bat  I  can  assure  them  from  indisputa- 
ble anthoritj,  that  whatever  takes  place  on  that  day  tends  to  the 
interest  of  Ooyemment.  .  .  Churches  will  be  thronged  on  Wed« 
nesdays  and  Fridays." 

Thus  he  runs  on  through  the  months ;  nonsensically  enough^ 
yet  qnite  as  amasing  as  your  modem  comic  journalist.  Lent 
began  in  February  that  year ;  Easter  Day  being  the  26th  of 
March;  hence  Whit  Monday  was  the  15th  of  May.  Let  us 
charitably  hope,  to  use  Mr.  Tennyson's  words, 

*'  That  those  old  Mays  had  thrice  the  life  of  these/' 

and  that  our  mothers  in  their  girlhood  enjoyed  a  Whitsun 
holiday  without  rain. 

In  connection  with  the  mathematical  department  of  these 
old  almanacs,  a  curious  fact  is  mentioned  by  Professor  De 
Morgan  in  his  ''  Trigonometry  and  Double  Algebra."  Mathe- 
matics, though  apparently  the  most  practical  of  sciences,  does  in 
reality  make  wide  excursions  into  the  realms  of  imagination^ 
AS  the  grand  formative  ideas  of  Kepler  and  Newton,  of  Adams 
and  Leverrier,  have  shown.  Of  late  years  pure  algebra  has 
had  to  deal  with  what  are  called  imaginary  or  impossible  quan- 
tities— '' quantities  which^*'  to  quote  De  Morgan,  ''are  not 
quantities.*'  The  chief  algebraic  phantom  which  started  into 
•existence,  alarming  mathematicians  as  if  it  were  the  ghost  of 
Hamlet's  father,  was  the  square  root  of  minus  one.  That 
ghost  is  now  laid  in  the  Eed  Sea  of  an  inflexible  logic,  but  the 
controversy  lasted  some  years.  The  liadies'  Diary  for  1839 
contained  a  paper  on  the  question  by  Thomas  White,  which  I 
have  not  seen,  but  which  appears  to  have  been  of  real  value. 
The  paper  is  marked, "  received  1816.*'  Fancy  waiting  twenty- 
three  years  for  the  publication  of  an  important  scientific  argu- 
ment ! 

Already  I  have  briefly  referred  to  Swift's  famous  attack 
upon  the  prophetic  almanac-maker  in  the  person  of  Partridge. 
Under  the  name  of  Isaac  Bickerstafif,  which  he  found  over 
the  door  of  a  shop  in  Long  Acre,  he  published  *'  Predictions 
for  the  Year  1708" — which  predictions  were  designed  to  pre- 
vent the  people  of  England  from  being  farther  imposed  on 
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by  the  vulgar  almanac-makers.  In  this  pleasant  bit  of  fun  he 
predicted  all  manner  of  events  with  none  of  the  vagueness  of 
the  small  prophets  whom  he  ridiculed^  and  set  down  the  deatii 
of  Louis  XrV.  of  France,  after  a  week's  sickness  at  Marli,  on 
the  29th  of  July,  about  six  o'clock  in  the  evening — and  that  of 
the  Pope  for  the  11th  of  September.  There  are  many  other 
exquisite  extravagances,  in  Swift's  best  manner ;  but  this  is 
the  gem  of  the  whole  :  *'  My  first  prediction  is  but  a  trifle  ; 
yet  I  will  mention  it,  to  show  how  ignorant  those  sottish  pre- 
tenders to  astrology  are  in  their  own  concerns.  It  relates  to 
Partridge  the  almanac-maker ;  I  have  consulted  the  sta^r  of  his 
nativity  by  my  own  rules,  and  find  he  will  infallibly  die  upon 
the  29ih  of  March  next,  about  eleven  at  night,  of  a  raging 
fever,  and  therefore  I  advise  him  to  consider  it,  and  settle  his 
afiairs  in  time." 

Dean  Swift  was  one  to  whom  happy  ideas  came  often,  and 
in  whom  they  generated  an  infinite  series  of  other  happy  ideas. 
Having  thus  deliberately  prophesied  the  death  of  Partridge, 
the  next  thing  was  to  give  an  account  of  his  death.  This  was 
done  in  another  quaintly  grave  pamphlet,  with  much  humorous 
detail.  The  supposititious  writer  converses  with  Partridge  on 
his  death-bed,  and  hears  him  admit  that  he  was  what,  nowa- 
days, we  call  a  humbug.  "  After  half-an-hour's  conversation, 
I  took  my  leave,  being  almost  stifled  by  the  closeness  of  the 
room.  I  imagined  he  could  not  hold  out  long,  and  therefore 
withdrew  to  a  little  coffee-house  hard  by,  leaving  a  servant  at 
the  house,  with  orders  to  come  immediately  and  tell  me,  as  near 
as  he  could,  the  minute  when  Partridge  should  expire,  which 
was  not  above  two  hours  after,  when,  looking  at  my  watch,  I 
found  it  to  be  above  five  minutes  after  seven,  by  which  it  is 
clear  Mr.  Bickerstaff  was  mistaken  almost  four  hours  in  his 
calculation.''     This  last  touch  is  admirable. 

A  series  of  amusing  tractates  followed  in  the  train — 
^^  Bickerstafi*  Detected,"  '^  A  Vindication  of  Isaac  Bickerstaff, 
Esq.,"  an  elegy  and  epitaph  on  Partridge.  In  the  Vindication 
it  is  formally  and  logically  shown  that  Partridge  is  dead,  thoagh 
he  pretends  to  be  alive.  And  here  I  make  one  more  extract. 
*'  There  is  one  objection  against  Mr.  Partridge's  death  which  I 
have  sometimes  met  with,  though,  indeed,  very  slightly  offered, 
that  he  still  continues  to  write  almanacs.  But  this  is  no  more 
than  what  is  common  to  all  of  that  profession.  Gadburg,  Poor 
Robin,  Dove,  Wing,  and  several  others,  do  yearly  publish  their 
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almanacs^  though  several  of  them  had  been  dead  before  the 
Revolution/' 

Eeading  these  pamphlets  of  Swift's,  we  are  struck  by  the 
impotency  of  the  keenest  wit  against  sheer  dulness.  I  suppose 
Partridge,  though  he  did  not  die  in  1 708,  as  was  clearly  his 
duty,  survived  that  date  not  more  than  a  century ;  but  his 
almanac  lived  I  know  not  how  long,  and  was  as  silly  as  ever. 
In  1826  Partridge  was  absurdly  astrological.  He  gives  obser- 
vations on  the  nativity  of  one  Samuel  Portwood,  of  Donington, 
near  Spalding,  Lincolnshire,  born  the  5th  of  June,  1790. 
This  Portwood,  being  himself  a  smatterer  in  astrology,  applied 
to  Partridge's  astrologer  (Partridge  himself  having  long  passed 
the  stars)  for  his  horoscope,  and  disputed  the  accuracy  of  it. 
Astrologers,  like  ladies,  parsons,  and  positivists,  dislike  con- 
tradiction. "I  told  him,"  says  the  quasi-Partridge,  "  that  he 
was  not  aware  that  the  Moon  was  Hyleg,  or  Giver  of  Life,  and 
would  encounter  those  terrible  Anarctical  Directions,  in  the 
summer  of  1824,  which  would  cut  off  life;  to  which  he  replied 
that,  as  the  birth  was  by  day,  the  Sun,  he  believed,  was  the 
true  Prorogator,  because  he  was  posited  in  the  Eleventh 
House." 

Imagine  this  astrological  smatterer  daring  to  argue  with 
Partridge  about  the  date  of  his  own  death  !  Partridge  replies 
with  crushing  effect,  that  if  (after  too  much  hylegiacal  jargon 
to  be  here  quoted)  the  Sun  had  been  the  Prorogator,  the  recal- 
citrant Portwood  would  have  died  several  years  ago ;  "  instead 
of  which,  those  directions,  when  they  showed  their  effects, 
produced  only  a  dangerous  fall  from  a  cart,  with  a  few  bruises, 

including  troubles  at  the  same  time The  native  died  on 

the  16th  of  October,  1824,  aged  thirty-four  years,  four  months, 
and  ten  days."  What  less  could  that  obstinate  ''native"  do, 
after  being  assured  by  the  hylegiacal  Partridge  that  it  was  his 
duty? 

If  human  wit  is  like  the  keen  lightning,  human  folly  is  like 
the  perdurable  granite.  One  hundred  and  eighteen  years  after 
Swift  had  made  Partridge  a  laughing-stock  to  all  men  of  sense, 
the  representatives  of  the  impostor  were  vending  such  non- 
sense as  I  have  here  extracted.  It  may  be  urged  that  the  last 
half-century  has  greatly  improved  matters — that  Partridge  is 
really  dead  and  buried  now ;  but  Zadkiel  is  not,  I  am  informed, 
while  folly  in  other  forms  is  abundant.  No ;  the  wisest  and 
wittiest  of  men  are  powerless  against  fools.  Swift,  the  greatest 
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satirist  England  has  known^  could  not  put  an  end  to  such  a 
paltry  impostor  as  Partridge,  whose  lying  rubbish  was  saleable 
more  than  a  century  later.  It  is  not  a  pleasant  thought  for 
those  who  desire  to  see  the  world  a  little  wiser.  Still,  I  am 
rather  an  optimist ;  and  I  hold  that  if  God  has  instituted  the 
eternity  of  folly,  fools  must  in  some  mysterious  way  be  useful. 
Perchance  hitherto  they  have  been  hardly  treated ;  the  men  of 
wit  and  wisdom  have  not  tolerated  or  sought  to  understand 
them ;  yet  the  depths  of  folly  are  doubtless  as  profound  as  the 
heights  of  genius.  What  the  fools  want  for  rehabilitation  is 
a  Fool  of  Genius  to  make  the  world  understand  their  use,  their 
greatness,  the  vast  numeric  weight  and  strong  gregarious 
instinct  through  which  they  are  our  ultimate  governors.  I 
write  this  not  ironically,  but  rather  with  a  deep  and  even  awe- 
struck veneration  for  the  vast  ocean  of  folly  whose  ebb  and 
flow  the  philosophers  have  not  yet  calculated.  It  is  vain  to 
argue  with  the  Master  of  Legions,  and  folly  commands  more 
legions  than  ever  were  marshalled  under  any  conqueror.  Aye, 
and  in  this  very  day,  as  in  many  previous  times,  we  see  that 
tolly  commands  genius — that  the  ignorant  applause  of  the 
multitude  drives  men  of  high  faculty  to  say  and  to  write  what, 
when  they  get  beyond  the  roar  of  the  vox  populi,  they  will 
sternly  regret. 

These  old-fashioned  almanacs,  with  all  their  folly  and  super- 
stition, contained  sometimes  a  fair  amount  of  common  sense. 
I  have  just  come  across  a  collection  of ''  Wise  Saws,"  the  work 
of  Poor  Bobin,  of  which  one  or  two  are  really  worth  quota- 
tion.    Ex,  gr. — 

**"  No  roads  are  so  rough  as  those  which  have  just  been  mended ; 
no  sinners  so  intolerant  as  those  that  have  newly  turned  saints; 
and  no  men  so  implacable  against  one  side  of  a  question  as  those 
that  have  just  changed  to  the  other." 

The  next  might  serve  as  theme  for  an  oration  to  the  Good 
Templars : — 

*'  Drunkenness  is  the  vice  of  a  good  constitution,  or  of  a  bad 
memory ;  of  a  constitution  so  treacherously  good  that  it  never 
bends  till  ifc  breaks ;  or  of  a  memory  that  recollects  the  pleasures  of 
getting  drunk,  but  forgets  the  pains  of  getting  sober." 

"  If  you  want  enemies,  excel  others :  if  you  want  friends,  let 
others  excel  you." 

Our  modern  almanacs  deal  not  in  such  philosophy.  They 
go  in  for  general  information.      The   old   collector  of  these 
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^manacs  of  mine^  who  had  feasted  on  Moore,  Partridge, 
Season,  Wing,  and  the  rest  of  them,  for  more  than  a  quarter 
of  a  century,  must  have  been  amazed  when,  in  1823,  the 
Worshipful  Company  of  Stationers  offered  him  a  new  ahnanac, 
of  quite  a  different  kind.     It  was  a  precursor  of  the  Beform 
Bill.      My   collector  Uved,  I  believe,  in  an  old-fangled  sub- 
urban house  of  some  midland  town ;  a  house  with  oak-panelled 
parlours,  and  a  ghost,  and  an  alarm-bell,  and  walled  gardens 
with  great   peach-trees,  and  a  fish-pond  with  ancient  tame 
carp  and  white  water-lilies.     He  was  a  bachelor,  with  ample 
money,  and  many  nephews  and  nieces,  whose  horoscopes  he 
carefully  cast,  and  to  whom  he  gave  silver  christening-cups. 
He   took   snuff,  wore  gold-rimmed  spectacles,  and  liked  old 
books.     His   collection  of  almanacs  tells   his   character.     He 
solved  the  enigmas  and  mathematical  problems,  of  one  set, 
pondered  over  the  prophecies  of  a  second,  laughed  at  the 
rather  vulgar  humour  of  a  third.     Of  course,  he  heartily  be- 
lieved in  the  Worshipful  Company  of  Stationers,  who  issued 
all  these  almanacs :  so,  when,  in  1823,  they  offered  him  a  fresh 
one,  the  "  Imperial  Almanac,^'  he  took  it  at  once.     I  imagine 
my  old  collector,  when  his  bundle  of  almanacs  arrived  by  mail, 
and  were  dropped  at  his  lodge  gate,  in  a  high  state  of  excite- 
ment.    A  January  afternoon  :  snow  outside,  of  course,  for  the 
railways  had  not  yet  abolished  snow.     The  old  collector  is  in 
his  arm-chair  by  the  wood  fire  :  a  curly-headed  pet  niece  unties 
the  parcel — he  never  allows  string  to  be  cut.     He  adjusts  his 
spectades,  and  examines  the  new   almanac.     The  title-page 
demands  study.   The  ^'  Imperial  Almanac  '^  is  a  "  Compendium 
of  Astronomical,  Statistical,   Scientific,  and  Interesting  In- 
formation.^'     Having   read  Aldrich  at  Oxford,  he  smiles   at 
a  series  of   epithets    grouped    to    indicate    that   astronomy 
and  statistics  are  neither  scientific  nor  interesting,  and  that 
what  is  interesting  is  not  scientific.     Imagine  his  amazement, 
when  he  discovers  that  '^  chemistry,  chronology,  geography, 
life  assurances,  and  annuities,^'   and  a  heap  of  other  useful 
knowledge,  is   supplied,  and   that   each  month  had  a  ruled 
page  to  facilitate  the  keeping  of  a  '^  meteorological  register.'^ 
"  Goodness !  *'  he  thinks,  as  he  turns  to  these  ruled  pages,  and 
sees  columns  for  barometer,  thermometer,  hygrometer,  direc- 
tion and  strength  of  wind,  depth  of  rain,  '^  how  wise  the  world 
is  growing ! '' 

The  old  collector  never  set  up  anything  ending  in  "meter,'^ 
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or  made  entry  in  those  scientific  colamns.  He  saw  clearly  that 
new  times  were  coming,  when  he  found  strength  of  wind  and 
depth  of  rain  deemed  more  important  than  Partridge's  pro- 
phecies^ old  Poor  Robin's  buffoonery,  or  the  enigmas  and 
problems  of  the  "Ladies'  Diary/'  My  theory  is,  that  the 
"Imperial  Almanac"  killed  my  old  collector;  for  its  first 
appearance  was  in  1823,  and  in  1826  he  seems  to  have  given 
up  his  hobby — probably  because  he  had  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

The  Imperial  Almanac  was  however  a  step  in  the  right 
direction,  though  it  was  dear  at  four  shillings.  But  the 
government  stamp  on  each  number  was  one  shilling  and  three- 
pence, and  Moore  and  the  others  sold  at  two  shillings  and 
threepence.  This  almanac  contained  an  immense  amount  of 
miscellaneous  information  in  its  first  number ;  and  seems  to 
have  gone  on  widening  its  objects  with  praiseworthy  liberality. 
Its  statistical  tables,  formidable  enough  in  1823,  grew  into  the 
form  of  tabulated  headache  in  1824,  and  I  should  imagine  its 
editor  is  now  expiating,  in  the  arithmetical  department  of  pur- 
gatory, his  crime  of  inflicting  on  innocent  readers  (especially 
the  old  collector)  those  dense  columns  of  figures  about  the 
national  debt  and  the  elements  of  the  solar  system.  Some  of 
his  statistics  would  be  all  the  better  for  verification.  He  gives 
an  account  of  English  revenue  from  the  Conquest,  and  puts 
William  I.'s  at  £400,000^  I  wonder  what  authority  there  is 
for  this,  or  for  putting  the  revenue  of  England  under  Henry 
III.  at  £80,000.  It  would  be  curious  and  useful  to  trace  the 
growth  of  English  revenue,  if  the  thing  could  be  done ;  but 
the  table  to  which  I  refer  looks  much  like  guess  work. 

The  Imperial  Almanac  for  1826  was  quite  enough  to  finish 
the  old  collector.  It  began  with  a  splendid  preface,  in  which 
the  editor  "  confidently  hoped  '*  that  it  would  be  equally  in- 
teresting to  the  Man  of  Science,  the  Man  of  Taste,  and  the 
Man  of  Business."  The  collector  was  neither*  He  had  no 
business  at  all ;  he  was  so  unscientific  as  to  prefer  alchemy  to 
chemistry,  and  astrology  to  astronomy ;  and  as  to  taste  !  well, 
he  liked  old  pictures  without  knowing  why,  and  old  friends 
and  old  port  for  reasons  he  was  always  ready  to  give,  but  he 
was  not  a  man  of  taste.  He  was  an  unclassifiable  man  ;  and, 
when  he  opened  that  Imperial  Almanac  for  1826,  and  found  in 
it  the  Astronomer  Royal's  Catalogue  of  Stars,  all  the  Eclipses 
till  1900,  a  Synchronatic  Table  of  European  Monarchs  from 
1066,  his  head  began  to  whirl.     '^  Jessy,  my  dear,''  he  said  to 
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his  niece,  '^  get  me  Poor  Ttohin  and  the  port  wine  from  the 
corner  cupboard/'  .  Then  he  looked  at  the  table  of  eclipses, 
and  found  that  neither  sun  nor  moon  would  suffer  eclipse  in 
1897.  *^Ah,"  he  said,  as  he  sipped  his  port  and  grasped  Poor 
Bobin,  "  to  that  exceptional  year  I  should  like  to  live.  Why 
should  I  not  ?  Only  half  a  century  more.  I  believe  I  could 
manage  it  if  they  would  not  put  such  a  lot  of  rubbish  in  these 
new  almanacs.^' 

The  poor  old  collector!  Drop  a  tear  for  him,  gentle 
reader.  Instead  of  living  till  1397,  sole  year  of  the  century 
without  an  eclipse,  he  was  doomed  never  to  reach  1827.  But 
his  almana<j8  for  1826  were  faithfully  bound ;  and,  as  I  set 
down  the  volume,  I  say,  '^  Requiescat !  '^  The  man  who  has 
loved  to  watch  and  chronicle  the  lapse  of  time  should  have 
quietude  when  time  no  longer  exists ;  yet  perchance  he  will 
prefer  restlessness,  since  the  power  of  moving  backward  as 
well  as  forward  in  the  great  element  of  eternity  must  have  an 
infinite  fascination. 

I  am  indebted  to  Ur.  Henry  Frowde,  of  the  Oxford  Uni- 
versity Press,  for  an  opportunity  of  inspecting  a  valuable  series 
of  Oxford  sheet  almanacs.  The  earliest  is  dated  1781,  and 
bears  a  penny  stamp.  Its  illustration  is  a  view  of  the  new 
gate  at  Christ  Church,  with  some  characteristic  figures.  A 
boy  is  driving  a  hoop,  two  other  boys  and  a  dog  running  after 
him.  These,  I  presume,  do  not  represent  students,  though  a 
hulking  boy,  with  a  stout  father  in  a  periwig,  who  is  coming 
up  hat  in  hand  to  a  college  don,  looks  much  of  the  same  class. 
Another  college  don  has  on  his  arm  a  fast-looking  young  lady 
in  a  riding  habit,  with  a  whip  in  her  hand.  The  artist  is 
M.  A.  Rooker. 

My  next  example  is  1786,  the  libraries  and  schools  from 
Exeter  College  gardens,  by  the  same  artist.  Then  there  is  a 
leap  to  1815,  which  is  illustrated  by  a  fine  engraving  of  S. 
Frides widens  Shrine  in  Christ  Church  Cathedral.  A  view  from 
the  ruins  of  Hertford  College  decorates  the  issue  for  1825, 
while  in  1826  we  have  Magdalen,  in  1827  Bamol,rand  in  1829 
a  capital  interior,  the  Library  of  All  Souls.  In  1833,  Dewint 
supplies  a  view  of  Carfax  Conduit,  removed  in  1787  from 
Oxford,  and  reconstructed  by  Simon,  Lord  Harcourt.  It  was 
erected  in  Oxford  in  1610,  by  Otho  Nicholson,  whose  initials 
surround  it. 

Turner  contributed  a  view  of  Christ  Church  Cathedral  to 
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the  almanac  for  1841  :  this  was  engraved  by  Basire.  In 
lr47  there  is  a  charming  view  of  the  old  approach  to 
Magdalen  College;  while  1861  sapplies  a  picture  of  that 
most  delightful  of  old  Oxford's  newest  gems,  the  Chapel  of 
Exeter  College,  drawn  by  the  hand  of  its  famous  architect, 
George  Gilbert  Scott.  It  is  clear  that  in  publishing  almanacs 
such  as  these,  the  University  Press  supplies  a  pictorial  history 
of  Oxford,  of  extreme  interest  to  coming  generations.  Diffe- 
rent writers  hold  widely  various  opinions  as  to  the  great 
University. 

''There  are  our  yonng  barbarians,  all  at  play,''  says 
Matthew  Arnold,  in  humorous  cynicism :  but  I  sympathize 
more  with  the  saying  of  keen  and  stalwart  Lockhart,  that  she 
is  the  ''  Great  mother  of  Churchmen  and  Tories." 

Another  series  of  almanacs  worth  notice  here  are  those  at 
present  published  by  the  Stationers'  Company.  Among  tbeir 
sheet  almanacs  they  have  one  for  London,  with  a  good  view  of 
the  new  College  at  Dulwich  (I  write  of  course  of  1875)  and 
some  admirably  arranged  almanacs  in  which  the  counties  are 
grouped  together.  They  also  publish  very  useful  almanacs 
for  the  clergy :  but  their  best  bit  of  work  is  the  "  British 
Almanac"  and  its  ''Companion."  The  former  is  a  complete 
record  of  all  facts,  astronomical  and  general ;  the  latter  is  a 
register,  in  the  form  of  a  series  of  essays,  of  the  important 
events  of  the  year.  They  are  both  admirably  done.  So  are 
the  various  almanacs  of  Messrs.  De  la  Rue  and  Co.,  which  are 
carefully  arranged  for  all  imaginable  readers.  Mr.  Warren 
De  la  Rue,  who  photographs  the  stars,  is  an  ideal  editor  of 
almanacs.  But  with  all  his  stellar  knowledge,  he  is  perchance 
outdone  by  old  Season  of  the  Devizes  (Devisee),  who  says  it  is 
best  to  cut  hair  whfen  the  Moon  is  in  Libra,  Sagittarius, 
Aquarius,  or  Gemini,  increasing  in  light.  Also,  "if  yoo 
would  have  your  nails  gi'ow  fair  and  clear,  it  will  be  best  to 
cut  them  while  the  moon  increaseth  in  Taurus,  Libra,  Aries, 
or  Leo,  and  in  some  amicable  aspect  either  with  the  Sun  or 
Venus."  The  old  almanac-maker  gives  other  advice  as  to 
when  you  should  take  pills,  and  be  bled,  and  .  .  .  well,  he 
associates  the  stars  with  a  good  many  domestic  matters.  Per- 
chance he  is  right ;  it  may  be  that  the  position  of  the  fair 
full  moon  in  the  tranquil  heavens  may  have  something  to 
do  with  the  cutting  of  men's  hairs  and  nails.  I  do  not  think 
so.     It  is  said  in  "  Genesis "  that  the  stars  were  set  in  the 
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sky  for  signs  and  for  seasons.  The  vulgar  nonsense  of  the 
astrologers  may  hit  at  a  great  science  as  yet  untested :  he 
would  be  a  poor  sciolist  who  dared  assert  that  the  stars 
have  no  influence  on  the  earth.  The  transmutation  of 
metals^  the  alchemist's  dream^  is  almost  within  our  grasp. 
The  astrologer's  dream  is  not  so  near.  Yet  what  says  a 
poetic  visionary. 

"  Night  showers  her  calm  from  her  bright  troop  of  stars, 
And  there  is  Jupiter  effacing  Mars 

And  Sirias,  and  the  sun's  remote^  I  know 
This  means  a  terror  of  triumphant  fighfc  : 
Bat  when  sweefc  Yenns  sends  her  lucid  light, 

In  happy  mood  I  meet  my  amorous  foe." 

The  Almanac  of  the  Future  has  yet  to  be  written.  It 
should  give  the  exact  weather  for  every  hour  of  every  day  in 
the  year.  It  should  predict,  with  unerring  accuracy,  all 
births,  deaths,  and  marriages.  It  should  give  beforehand 
all  important  divisions  in  Parliament.  It  should  record  in 
advance  the  Bank  rate  of  discount,  and  the  failures  of  the 
year.  It  need  not  be  historic,  we  can  get  history  every- 
where; but  it  should  be  decisively  and  accurately  prophetic. 
When  such  an  almanac  is  published,  I  will  be  its  delighted 
reader. 


POSTSCRIPTUM. 

The  old  almanacs  were  almost  always  in  two  parts,  where- 
fore a  second  part  seems  natural  to  an  essay  on  Almanacs.  As 
a  fact,  I  hoped  to  have  had,  in  time  to  give  some  account  of 
them,  Whiiaker's  Alma/nac  for  1876,  one  of  the  amplest 
almanacs  we  have,  and  the  British  Almanac  and  Companion, 
published  by  the  Stationers'  Company,  and  of  great  value. 
The  articles  in  the  Companion  form,  as  a  rule,  a  complete  record 
of  the  national  progress  for  the  year,  in  some  of  its  most  im- 
portant directions,  and  the  book  is  one  worth  keeping.  Messrs. 
De  La  Rue's  Diaries  and  Almanacs  have  reached  me.  Those 
for  ladies'  use  are  always  in  charming  taste,  and  I  can  recom- 
mend from  experience  the  Dealc  Diary,  a  most  compendious 
little  volume,  which  seems  to  contain  everything,  from  eclipses 
to  postages.     Their  astronomical  information  may  be  relied  on. 
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as  they  are  edited  by  William  Godward,  i?-E.A-S.,  Chief 
Assistant  of  the  Nautical  Almanac  OflSce,  and  a  distinguished 
mathematician. 

In  hideous  contrast  with  such  productions  as  these  is 
ZadkieL  Concerning  this  absurd  afiair,  a  great  authority  on 
almanacs  writes  to  me  thus : — *'  Walk  into  Zadkiel !  It  is 
lamentable  to  see  the  faith  of  so  many  thousands  pinned  to 
that — not  of  the  poor,  uneducated  classes,  but  of  well-to-do 
farmers  and  others,  who  will  neither  sow,  reap,  nor  take  a  jour- 
ney unless  Zadkiel  be  propitious ;  and  this  in  the  latter  half 
of  the  nineteenth  century.^'  I  cannot  doubt  what  reaches  me 
on  such  undeniable  authority ;  and  I  therefore  think  it  is  quite 
time  Mr.  Disraeli  completed  the  education  of  his  party.  Of 
course,  every  well-to-do  farmer  is  naturally  a  Tory,  and,  as 
such,  would  have  faith  in  the  Premier.  Could  not  Mr-  Dis- 
raeli, who  has  decided  for  the  Angel,  and  against  the  Ape, 
inform  the  bucolic  folk  that  Whitaker  or  Punch  is  more  trust- 
worthy than  Zadkiel  ? 

And  now  to  travel  back  a  little.  The  literary  quidnuncs 
who  sit  about  the  round  table  of  'Soies  and  Queries  have  fire- 
quent  chances  of  helping  each  other ;  and  I  am  indebted  to 
Mr.  Sonnenschein,  through  that  medium,  for  four  volumes  of 
older  almanacs  than  any  in  my  own  voluminous  collection. 
They  are  for  1685,  1686,  1703,  and  1721.  Among  those  of 
the  former  year,  one  of  the  most  curious  is  the  Protestant 
Almanac,  which  would  delight  Mr.  Whalley  for  the  shrewd 
pinches  it  gives  the  Papists.  The  second  part,  on  its  title- 
page,  states  that  therein  Papists  (as  in  a  looking-glass)  may 
see  their  own  sweet  faces.  It  gives  some  very  good  transla- 
tions from  the  Legenda  Aurea,  of  the  stories  of  St.  Greorge  and 
St.  Christopher,  and  others,  which  I  fear  a  Protestant  child 
would  read  with  avidity,  and  get  thereby  more  harm  than  good. 
Could  there  have  been  a  Jesuit  among  the  Stationers'  Com- 
pany's almanac  editors  in  those  times  ? 

Poor  Bobin,  in  1686,  was,  I  think,  written  by  an  abler  hand 
than  those  I  have  examined  at  later  dates.  Here,  for  example,  is 
a  scrap  of  the  verse  for  November  which  shows  real  faciUty : — 

"  Now  that  the  blustering  winter's  come, 
The  trees  want  leaves,  the  birds  are  dumb, 
Men's  feet  grow  cold,  and  hands  wax  numb. 

"  The  Presbyterian  pulpit-breakers, 
The  Independents,  Banters,  Shakers, 
And  all  strange  sects,  do  now  turn  Quakers.'* 
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The  volume  for  1 703  contains  twelve  different  almanacs, 
-whence  it  may  be  seen  how  much  of  our  forefathers^  reading 
was  of  this  type.  In  one  of  these,  Gadbnry's,  there  is  a 
corioas  example  of  the  way  in  which  old  ideas  return.  Just 
now  we  have  an  Arctic  Expedition  in  hand ;  and  the  theory 
seems  to  be  that  there  is  open  water  at  the  Pole,  and  reason- 
able warmth.  Gadbury  says  the  very  same  thing,  more  than 
a  century  and  a  half  ago.  He  quotes  a  much  earlier  authority 
Anno  1674,  Mr.  Joseph  Moxon,  F.R.S.,  and  Hydrographer  to 
Charles  II.  Now  what  sayeth  Moxon,  who,  likely  enough, 
may  have  been  an  ancestor  to  the  famous  publisher  of  poetry, 
himself  a  poet  ?  "  Being  about  twenty-two  years  ago  [which 
would  be  A.D.  1652]  in  Amsterdam,  I  went  to  a  drinking- 
Louse ,  to  drink  a  cup  of  beer  for  my  thirst ;  and  sitting  by  the 
public  fire,  among  several  people,  there  happened  a  seaman  to 
come  in.''  This  seaman  met  a  friend,  and  Mr.  Hydrographer 
Moxon  heard  him  say  that  he  had  been  to  the  North  Pole  and 
back,  by  order  of  the  '^  Greenland  Company.^'  Incredulous, 
he  questioned  him.  *'  He  told  me  that  they  had  sailed  two 
degrees  beyond  the  Pole.  I  asked  him  if  they  found  no  land 
or  island  about  the  Pole.  He  told  me.  No  ;  there  was  a  free 
and  open  sea.  I  asked  him  if  they  did  not  meet  with  a  great 
deal  of  ice.  He  told  me.  No ;  they  saw  no  ice.  I  asked  him 
-what  weather  they  had  there.  He  answered  me.  Fine,  warm 
"weather,  such  as  they  had  at  Amsterdam,  and  as  hot.*'  More 
narratives  of  the  same  kind  gives  the  old  almanac-maker,  and 
he  lays  down  the  rule,  "  that  when  the  major  part  of  the  seven 
planets  (chiefly  the  superiors)  are  posited  in  Northern  Signs, 
the  Polar  Passage  may  be  successfully  attempted.''  Let  us 
hope  that  they  are  all  posited  there  just  now. 

Odd  things  seem  to  happen  in  Amsterdam.  Was  it  not 
there  that  John  Evelyn's  friend,  Mark  Antonio,  "  an  incom- 
parable artist  in  enamelling,"  saw  a  person  of  very  low  stature 
enter  a  goldsmith's  shop,  and  ask  for  a  pound  of  lead  to  be 
melted.  Then,  unscrewing  the  pommel  of  his  sword,  he  took 
thence  a  small  pinch  of  powder,  which  he  threw  into  the 
crucible — and  lo,  an  ingot  of  gold  !  The  goldsmith  '^  never 
set  eye  again  on  the  Httle  man,  though  he  sought  all  the  city 
for  him." 

The  volume  of  Almanacs  for  1721  clearly  was  presented  to 
King  George  I.,  or  bound  together  by  his  order.  It  has  on 
the  binding  thirteen  monograms  of  ^^  G.  R.,"  with  the  crown 
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above.  The  almanacs  are  all  carefully  selected  copies^  and 
have  stood  the  test  of  time  remarkably  well.  Partridge  still 
exists,  though  his  enemy  BickerstaffheA  long  before  slain  him. 
There  is  nothing  in  them  of  value,  though  the  advertisements 
of  forgotten  quack  medicines  are  curious ;  but  I  may  conclude 
with  a  gnomic  couplet  of  Poor  Bobin*s,  which  will  scarcely  be 
disputed — 

'*  The  man  that  hath  a  pleasant  wife 
Stands  fiedr  to  lead  a  happy  life.*' 

Examination  of  these  quaint  old  annuals  shows  that  there 
was  once  a  time  when  an  almanac  served  for  a  year's  reading 
and  guidance,  and  ranked  next  to  the  Bible  in  value.  I  think 
I  saw,  in  some  forgotten  novel,  a  sketch  of  a  man  and  his  wife 
who  fight  over  their  almanacs.  The  husband  takes  in  Poor 
Bobin;  the  wife  trusts  wholly  to  Francis  Moore,  Physician. 
Such  a  matrimonial  complication  is  quite  conceivable  when  the 
Almanac  was  a  Power. 


A  TALE. 

BY  THE   COUNTI88   GALETTI. 


It  is  rare  in  these  days  to  find  any  spot  in  Europe  unvisited 
and  nncornipted  by  tourists.     Still,  through  some  curious  over- 
sight, or  from  some  cause  not  easy  to  guess,  there  are  tracts  of 
land,  picturesque  and  beautiful,  and  towns  full  of  antiquarian 
interest,  which  have  remained  uninvestigated  until  this  day. 
The  inhabitants  of  these  forgotten  places  dwell  unmolested  in 
the  midst  of  railways,  unconscious  of  the  changes  going  on 
around  them.     Few  people  have  seen  more  of  the  Adriatic 
coast   than    a   week   at   Venice   affords   them;    and    though 
some,  perhaps,  may  have  visited   Ancona,   and   more    have 
dashed  along  the  line  in  the  express  to  Brindisi,  whence  they 
embark    for    Corfu,  or  India,  who  has  ever  the  curiosity  to 
become  acquainted  with  any  of  the  quaint  towns  and  villages 
they  pass,  perched   each  on  the  summit  of  a  hill  ?     Yet  a 
blds^  tourist  in  search  of  novelty  would  find  much  to  amuse 
and  interest  him  in  the  habits  and  manners  of  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Le  Marche — the  "  Marcheggiani,''  as  they  call  them- 
selves.    The  village  which  is  the  scene  of  my  story  is  one 
of  these  forgotten  ones.     It  is  called  Monte  degli  Angeli,  a 
strange  name  for  a  place  where  the  principal  families  are  all 
at  feud,  and  have  been  at  feud  for  generations.     No  one  can 
now  recollect  what  the  original  quarrels  were  about,  but  the 
Cerbotis  do  not  speak  to  the  Bobertis,  because  their  great- 
grandfathers and  great-grandmothers  once  had  a  quarrel ;  and 
the  Barbarossas  cut  the  Qnintinis  when  they  meet  them  in  the 
street,  because,  since  the  days  of  the  great  Frederick  (from 
whom  they  boast  descent),  a  Barbarossa  and  a  Quintini  have 
never  been  known  to  be  friends.     Traces  of  their  old   con- 
querors the  Longobardis  still  linger  in  the  flaxen  hair  and  blue 
eyes  of  some  of  the  inhabitants,  and  in  their  strange  Christian 
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names,  which,  though  Italianized  to  a  certain  extent,  evidently 
were  not  derived  from  the  Italian  knguage.  The  village,  too, 
possesses  a  Gothic  arch  and  a  Gothic  church,  and  is  more  like 
a  city  in  miniature  than  our  idea  of  a  village.  It  is  surrounded 
by  a  high  wall ;  the  streets  are  paved ;  there  is  a  town-hall  and 
a  theatre. 

Palazzo  Barbarossa  is,  perhaps,  the  dwelling  of  most  pre- 
tension in  the  village  of  the  Angels.  It  is  situated  in  the 
middle  of  the  principal  street.  It  is  large,  and  at  the  top  of 
the  marble  staircase  a  suite  of  lofty  saloons  open  one  out  of 
another;  but  except  on  a  very  grand  occasion  (such  as  a 
marriage,  for  instance),  these  rooms  are  locked  up.  The  femily 
habitually  occupy  a  little  dingy  parlour  on  the  ground-floor, 
furnished  in  the  style  of  a  country  inn.  In  this  apartment,  on 
a  little  upright  horsehair  sofa,  stuck  against  the  wall,  sat 
Geltrude  Barbarossa,  one  winter  afternoon,  in  company  ^th  a 
friend.  The  carnival  was  in  full  force,  and  they  were  talk- 
ing of  the  ball  held  the  night  before  in  the  theatre  of  the 
town. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  anything  in  your  life  so  extravagant  and 
absurd  as  the  dress  of  the  Signora  Quintini  ?  '^  the  friend  was 
remarking.  ^'Pink  tarlatan  and  garlands  of  flowers,  at  her 
age,  with  two  daughters  married — a  grandmother  !  *' 

'^  And  I  suppose  she  thinks  her  hair  was  dressed  in  the  last 
fashion,'^  said  Geltrude ;  "  she  always  imagines  that  she  knows 
everything.*' 

"  Oh  yes ;  it  is  her  favourite  boast  that  she  takes  in  a 
fashion  book,  and  she  always  expects  everybody  to  imitate 
her.'* 

"  Those  ridiculous  flowers,  how  absurd  they  were  I  Where 
did  she  get  them,  Filomena  ? ''  anxiously  inquired  Geltrude, 
who  was  secretly  resolved  not  to  be  outdone  in  finery  on  the 
next  occasion. 

"  I  will  be  sure  to  find  out,**  replied  Filomena,  whose  chief 
office  in  life  was  to  keep  the  rival  families  au  courarU  as  to  the 
minutest  details  of  each  other's  afiairs.  She  found  it  answer 
very  well. 

"  Dear  Filomena,  I  have  so  much  to  talk  to  you  about. 
Stay  and  dine,  senza  complimenti.  We  have  taglialine  and 
chickens.  Here,  Menegilda,**  continued  the  Contessa,  as  a 
tall  and  handsome  lady  entered  the  room,  "just  go  and  see 
what  that  scatter-brained  cook  is  after.     The  servants  think  of 
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nothing  bat  masquerading  and  amusing  themselves  just  now. 
And  help  dish  up,  will  you  ?  " 

The  person  thus  addressed  was  Ermenegilda  Barbarossa,  a 
poor  relation,  who,  in  return  for  her  meals,  was  expected  to 
make  herself  generally  useful.  She  moved  towards  the  door ; 
but  before  she  got  there,  Geltrude  called  her  back  again,  her 
maternal  vigilance  having  detected  a  conspicuous  want  of 
cleanliness  on  the  part  of  her  little  son  Pippino,  who,  during 
the  conversation  recorded  above,  had  been  playing  in  a  comer. 

"  Take  and  wash  Pippino,  and  comb  his  hair;  it  is  too  bad 
of  those  maids.     When  were  you  washed  last,  Pippino  ?  " 

Pippino  muttered  something  to  the  effect  that  he  didn^t 
know  and  didn^t  care,  but  he  rather  thought  it  was  some  time 
since  any  attempt  had  been  made  in  that  direction.  He  was 
finally  carried  off  struggling  in  the  muscular  arms  of  his  cousin 
Ermenegilda. 

"  Was  it  you  gave  poor  Gilda  that  nice  blue  silk  ?  She 
looked  quite  young  and  handsome  last  night,  only  a  Httle  too 
much  aware  of  it,  don^t  you  think  ?  And  then  her  haii— 
rather  too  dishevelled,*'  said  the  Signora  Filomena,  the  instant 
Miss  Barbarossa  was  out  of  the  room. 

*'  Yes,  I  gave  her  the  blue  silk ;  it  was  an  old  one  of  mine, 
and  I  let  her  turn  it/'  rephed  the  Gontessa  Geltrude,  with  an 
air  of  modest  merit,  "I  like  to  be  good-natured;  but  if  I 
had  seen  her  in  time,  I  certainly  would  have  made  her  put  up 
those  curls.  And  then  her  conduct — dancing  like  a  girl  of 
sixteen  amongst  the  peasants,  the  saltarello  and  all !  I  assure 
you,  Federigo  was  much  annoyed,  and  desired  me  to  speak  to 
Menegilda  on  the  subject,  as  I  certainly  shall.'' 

At  this  moment,  Federigo  Barbarossa  himself  came  into 
the  room. 

'^  What's  that  you're  saying  about  poor  Gilda  ? "  he 
asked.  ^'  Didn't  she  look  handsome  last  night !  a  real  Bar- 
barossa; and  how  she  enjoyed  herself!  Signora  Filomena,  I 
hope  you  are  not  tired — a  very  successful  ball,  wasn't  it  ?  " 

Geltrude's  brow  darkened  during  this  speech,  and  she 
made  up  her  mind  that  her  lecture  to  Ermenegilda  should  be 
none  of  the  mildest. 

*'  Federigo,  I  hope  you  are  not  going  to  say  that  you  ap- 
proved of  her  conduct  in  dancing  the  saltarello  with  old  Gobbo." 

^^  Well,  why  not  ?"  returned  the  provokingly  good-natured 
Federigo,   who  never  would    even  pretend  to   act  the   part 
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of  domestic  tyrant,  whicli  his  wife  was  always  assigning 
to  him  behind  his  back — ^'  The  old  Vergaro  is  the  most  re- 
spectable man  of  my  acquaintance,  and  he  has  known  Gilda 
ever  since  she  was  a  little  girl — why  shouldn't  she  dance  with 
him?'' 

Federigo,  in  his  good-nature,  did  his  poor  cousin  an  ill 
turn.  "When  dinner  was  over,  the  lecture  was  delivered,  with 
about  as  many  stings  and  insults  as  it  is  possible  for  one 
woman  to  inflict  on  another.  Ermenegilda  was  reminded,  in 
the  first  place,  that  she  was  no  longer  young,  and  that  it  was 
no  use  trying  to  appear  so  by  curUng  her  hair.  In  the  second 
place,  that  she  had  made  herself  absurd  by  hopping  about  in  the 
saltarello.  In  the  third  place,  she  was  told  how  entirely  she 
was  dependent  on  her  cousin's  charity  for  everything;  how 
that  the  blue  silk  was  a  generous  gift ;  how  that  the  present 
lecture  was  delivered  for  her  good  and  to  let  her  know  what 
a  very  ridiculous  figure  she  had  cut,  and  what  very  unpleasant 
remarks  had  been  made  about  her.  Geltrude  herself  had 
overheard  several,  she  said,  but  she  had  assured  everybody 
that  Gilda  would  never  behave  so  again.  She  had  told  her 
friends  that  she  would  speak  to  her  about  it,  and  had  begged 
that  no  more  might  be  said — and  so  on. 

Poor  Gilda  did  not  listen  calmly  or  patiently.  Although 
Providence  had  been  niggardly  to  her  as  regards  money,  it 
had  been  very  lavish  in  pride.  Often  had  she  rushed  from 
her  cousin's  house,  after  a  quarrel  with  Geltrude,  and  had  shut 
herself  up  in  her  own  little  cottage  (almost  her  only  inheritance), 
until  Federigo's  apologies  and  entreaties  had  brought  her 
forth  again.  Now  she  made  up  her  mind  that  she  would  go 
away,  never  to  return — that  no  apologies  and  no  entreaties, 
no  poverty  or  want,  should  bring  her  back. 

*'  I  will  bear  no  more  insults  from  you,  you  insolent,  upstart 
woman,"  she  said.  ^'  I  have  borne  enough  at  your  hands ;  I 
have  slaved  for  you  as  none  of  your  servants  have  slaved.  If 
I  have  eaten  your  bread,  I  have  earned  it  by  the  sweat  of  my 
brow.  It  is  I  that  have  been  generous,  not  you.  What 
servant  would  have  borne  what  I  have  borne,  or  worked  as  I 
have  worked,  for  so  little  recompense  ?  But  if  you  think  I  did 
it  for  your  sake,  or  for  the  sake  of  the  wretched  alms  you  havo 
doled  out  to  me,  you  are  mistaken.  It  was  for  Federigo's 
sake,  and  his  children.  You  say  that  I  demeaned  myself  by 
dancing  with  Vincenzo  Vallucci,     He  is  an  honest,  good  man 
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— ^much  better  bred  than  you.  He  can  count  back  his  ancestors 
for  centuries,  and  they  have  all  been  honest  men,  earning 
their  own  livelihood.  You  don't  even  know  who  your  grand- 
iather  was.  Some  say  he  was  a  brigand;  but  you  give  your- 
self such  airs  because  you  have  had  the  good  luck  to  marry  a 
Barbarossa.  It  is  in  this  that  I  have  demeaned  myself — in 
ever  having  had  anything  to  do  with  you.  But  never,  never 
will  I  eat  your  bread  or  enter  your  house  again  ;  rather  will  I 
earn  my  living  by  digging  the  ground ;  rather,  much  rather, 
will  I  serve  Gobbo  as  a  hired  labourer  than  you." 

Ermenegilda  delivered  this  speech  with  all  the  passion  and 
fire  of  her  Italian  nature,  then  she  rose  and  went  forth  into  the 
street,  leaving  Geltrude  somewhat  dismayed  and  frightened. 
Federigo  was  very  angry  when  he  found  out  what  had  hap- 
pened, and  went  off  the  next  morning  to  bring  back  his 
cousin  j  but  she  was  not  at  home ;  she  had  been  seen  walking 
out  into  the  country. 

'^  Never  fear;  she  will  come  back  again,''  said  Geltrude. 
''  She  always  does." 

Meantime  our  heroine  had  gone  straight  to  her  own  cot- 
tage, of  which  she  occasionally  occupied  one  room  (the  other 
room  she  let),  and  sat  down  on  her  only  chair  to  think  what 
she  should  do.  She  took  out  her  little  savings  from  their 
hiding-place,  and  counted  them  over.  They  scarcely  amounted 
to  twenty  pounds,  and  were  all  that  she  had  been  able  to 
scrape  together  in  her  life-time.  Still,  to  her  it  seemed  a 
large  sum  enough — quite  a  capital.  The  question  was  how 
best  to  lay  it  out — how  to  make  it  fruitful  and  multiply.  She 
had  heard  of  large  fortunes  being  made  of  smaller  beginnings 
than  that.  She  might  buy  a  strip  of  land  with  it,  she  might 
lay  it  out  in  pigs  or  in  poultry,  and  so  enter  upon  an  in- 
dependent existence ;  but  how  to  begin  ?  At  last  a  bright 
thought  struck  her.  "  I  know !  "  she  exclaimed,  starting  to 
her  feet ;  "  I  will  consult  Gobbo."  So  saying,  she  put  her  small 
bag  of  money  into  her  pocket,  threw  a  thick  shawl  over  her 
head,  and  started  at  a  quick  pace  for  Vincenzo  Vallucci's  farm. 
There  could  scarcely  be  imagined  a  lovelier  winter  land- 
scape than  that  which  lay  before  Ermenegilda.  The  river, 
swollen  by  the  late  rains,  rushed  through  the  valley  to  empty 
itself  into  the  sea,  across  which  keen  eyes  might  discover  the 
faint'Outlines  of  the  Dalmatian  shore.  The  mountains,  covered 
with  fresh  enow,  glittered  in  the  sunlight.     The  olive-trees 
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providecT  the  green  which  is  wanting  to  an  English  landscape 
in  the  winter.  There  was  every  variety  of  hill  and  valley,  and 
each  hill  was  surmounted  by  a  picturesque  village,  with  a  high 
church  tower  and  a  half-ruined,  ivy-clad  wall ;  but  our  heroine, 
absorbed  in  her  own  thoughts,  walked  briskly  on,  and  looked 
neither  to  the  right  nor  the  left  until  she  arrived  at  her  des- 
tination. Her  eyes  brightened  and  her  blood  seemed  to  warm 
as  she  approached  the  familiar  farmhouse,  associated  in  her 
mind  with  peace  and  with  plenty.  The  very  air  seemed  to 
breathe  forth  good-will.  There  she  had  passed  some  of  the 
happiest  hours  of  her  childhood ;  there  she  was  loved  and 
respected — sure  at  all  times  of  a  hearty  welcome.  It  seemed 
like  a  Paradise  to  her,  after  the  sneers,  insults,  and  petty 
mortifications  that  were  part  of  her  daily  life  in  the  Palazzo 
Barbarossa. 

The  title  "Vergaro^^  is  very  much  the  same  as  that  of 
chieftain  of  a  clan  in  the  Highlands.  It  is  borne  by  the  head 
of  a  family  of  peasants  who  are  part  proprietors  of  a  piece  of 
land  with  some  nobleman  or  gentleman.  The  ''Padrone'* 
gives  capital,  they  give  laboui*,  and  the  produce  is  divided 
between  the  master  and  the  peasants.  The  family  of  Vallucci 
had  served  the  family  of  Barbarossa  for  generations,  and  they 
could  show  a  pedigree  almost  as  long.  They  had  been  a  pru- 
dent race,  and  an  increasing  hoard  of  money  had  been  trans- 
mitted from  father  to  son,  until  it  was  whispered  that  if  the 
truth  were  known,  the  Vergaro  Vallucci  was  a  richer  man  than 
Count  Federigo  Barbarossa;  but,  be  that  as  it  may,  no 
attempt  had  ever  been  made  on  the  part  of  the  Valluccis  to 
raise  themselves  from  the  peasant  estate ;  they  lived  on  from 
generation  to  generation  in  the  same  old  form,  in  the  same 
old  way,  and  seemed  to  glory  in  keeping  faithfully  to  the 
station  in  life  of  their  forefathers.  The  present  Vergaro, 
though  he  had  many  grandchildren,  was  not  more  than  fifty 
years  old,  and  scarcely  looked  his  age, — a  tall,  handsome  man, 
with  a  sunny,  frank  smile,  and  eyes  full  of  penetration  and 
vivacity.  Why  he  should  be  nicknamed  Gobbo,  may  well  be 
thought  a  mystery  by  those  who  are  unaware  of  the  fact  that 
a  nickname  in  those  parts,  goes  like  other  names,  from  father 
to  son.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  one  of  Vallucci's  ances- 
tors must  have  been  a  hunchback,  but  within  the  memory  of 
man,  the  Gobbos  had  always  been  particularly  straight ;  never- 
theless, the  eldest  son  of  the  Vergaro  inherited  the  nickname 
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of  Gobbo  as  regularly  as  the  surname  of  Vallucci.  Vincenzo 
lived  alone  in  his  ancestral  farm,  his  three  brothers  dwelt  on 
the  estate,  but  in  a  separate  house ;  the  Vergaro's  wife  had 
long  been  dead  ;  his  daughters  were  all  married,  and  his  only 
son  had  been  taken  for  a  soldier.  When  Ermenegilda  arrived, 
he  was  sitting  by  the  large  open  hearth,  in  which  a  wood  fiie 
was  crackling,  holding  in  his  hand  a  letter,  which  he  turned  over 
and  over  in  a  wistful  manner.  A  servant  girl  was  spinning 
lina  in  one  comer  of  the  room,  whilst  by  the  window  another 
was  weaving  it;  a  large  dog  lay  before  the  fire,  and  a  number 
of  little  chickens  were  scuttling  about  the  stone  floor,  followed 
by  their  clucking  mother.  A  quantity  of  haias  hung  from  the 
ceiling. 

'^  Good-day,  Gobbo,''  said  Ermenegilda,  entering. 

"  Oh  !  Sora  Gilda,*'  exclaimed  the  good  man  with  unfeigned 
delight,  "  sit  down,  sit  down.  Here,  Battista,  Serafina,  what  are 
you  thinking  about  ?  bring  the  wine  and  the  bread,  and  a  slice 
of  ham.  Fetch  the  joncata  (only  think,  two  ewes  in  milk 
already,  Sora  Gilda)  run,  make  haste.  Sora  Gilda,''  he  con- 
tinued, "  this  is  an  unexpected  pleasure,  and  you  have  come 
in  the  very  nick  of  time,  for  I  have  a  letter  from  Eaffaello, 
written  by  his  own  hand,  and  I  keep  turning  it  over  and  over, 
and  wondering  what's  inside." 

"  How  clever  of  Eaffaello,"  said  Ermenegilda,  ^'  to  have 
learnt  reading  and  writing  in  the  two  years  that  he  has  been  a 
soldier ;  such  a  good  hand  too." 

*'  Read  it,  dear  Sora  Gilda,  read  it  pray,  and  let  me  know 
where  he  is,  and  when  he  is  coming  home." 

'^  It  comes  from  Sicily,"  said  Gilda,  looking  at  the  post- 
mark. 

"  That  is  a  long  way  off,  across  the  sea,  is  it  not  ?  " 

*'  Yes,  but  not  across  this  sea ;  you  must  go  a  day's  journey 
before  you  get  to  that  sea,"  replied  Ermenegilda,  who,  for  those 
parts,  was  a  very  well-informed  woman.  "  Now  I  will  read  it 
to  yon,  it  begins, 

D£AB  AND  HONOURED  FaTHEB, — 

I  hope  you  are  in  good  health  as  I  left  you,  also  my 
sisters  Chiara  and  Elizabetta,  with  their  families,  not  forgetting 
my  uncles  Giulio,  Giovanni,  and  Domenico.  Salute  for  me 
also  Tommaso,  and  Pasquale,  and  Arrijo,  with  their  wives. 
My  respectful  salutations  also  and  good  wishes  to  the  noble 
and    illustrious   Count    and    Gountets    Barbarossa,   and    the 
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Signora Ermenegilda.  This  is  a  very  strange  place;  people 
are  very  free  with  their  knives,  and  they  seem  mostly  brigands, 
but  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it  when  I  come  home,  as  I  hope  to 
do  next  carnival ;  meantime  I  am,  dear  father,  your  dutiful  and 
affectionate  son^  "  Eafpabllo  Valldcci. 

"  Soldier  of  the  1st  class,  in  his  Majesty's  10th  Regiment 
of  Artillery,  in  the  town  of  Palermo,  Sicily. 

"  Written  this  day,  February  10,  in  the  year  1872/' 

"  There,''  exclaimed  the  proud  father,  "  is  not  th  at  magni- 
■ficent  ?  I  always  said  Raffaello  was  the  clever  one  of  the 
family.  We  thought  it  a  dreadful  thing  when  he  was  taken 
for  a  soldier,  but  now  I  am  glad  to  think  he  should  have  seen 
the  world,  and  become  so  learned.  Fancy  a  Vallucci  know- 
ing how  to  read  and  write  !  Learning's  a  fine  thing  after  all. 
I  have  always  thought  so,  though  the  priests  speak  against  it 
and  call  it  dangerous !  " 

*^Tes,  it  is  a  very  fine  letter,"  observed  Ermenegilda, 
'^  but  1  think  he  might  have  put  a  little  more  into  it ;  he  might 
have  told  us  something  of  what  he  has  seen  and  done,  whilst 
he  was  about  it." 

The  Vergaro,  however,  could  find  no  fault  with  the  precious 
letter ;  it  was  the  first  he  had  ever  received,  and  he  had  no 
more  doubts  of  the  artistic  perfection  of  its  style  than  he  had 
of  its  orthography.  Meantime,  the  handmaidens  had  spread 
a  clean  napkin  on  a  little  table  in  front  of  Ermenegilda,  and 
placed  upon  it  ham,  bread,  wine,  and  a  junket  made  of  sheep's 
milk.  She  ate  ravenously,  for  she  had  not  tasted  food  for 
fourteen  or  fifteen  hours,  Vallucci  sent  away  the  girls,  and 
then  fixing  his  keen  eyes  upon  her,  "Ton  are  hungry,  Sora 
Gilda?  "  said  he  gravely. 

She  blushed,  as  she  replied,  '^  I  have  been  agitated,  and 
have  forgotten  to  eat  anything  since  midday  yesterday." 

"  Is  that  the  truth  ?  or  is  it  that  your  fine  relations  let  you 
starve?  tell  me,  my  child."  The  good  man's  eyes  filled  with 
tears,  and  he  took  her  hand. 

It  is  not  that  they  let  me  starve,"  said  Ermenegilda, 
but  they  throw  me  my  food  as  if  I  were  a  dog — that  is,  Gel- 
trude  does — ^I  do  not  wish  to  accuse  Federigo;  and  I  am 
resolved  that  I  will  never  eat  of  their  bread  again ;  that  is 
what  I  am  come  to  consult  you  about,  Gobbo — see,  here  are 
my  savings ! "   and   she    produced   her  bag   rather  proudly. 


THE  YERaASO.  439 

*'  I  mean  to  lay  them  out  in  somethingvtliat  will  yield  me  a 
profit,  and  begin  life  independently/' 

"  Is  that  all  you  have  in  the  world/'  exclaimed  the  Vergaro, 
pitifully,  "you  poor  child !  "  In  his  eyes,  she  was  always  a 
child,  in  spite  of  her  thirty-five  years.  When  he  was  a  lad, 
she  had  sat  upon  his  knee,  and  he  had  watched  her  grow  into  a 
beautiful  maiden,  and  ripen  afterwards  into  a  beautiful  woman. 
She  had  preserved  her  beauty  as  few  Italian  women  do,  and  he 
had  always  taken,  what  he  imagined  to  be  a  fatherly  interest 
in  her,  but  now  that  he  saw  her  ill-used  and  neglected,  literally 
starving,  and  thrown,  as  it  were,  upon  his  mercy,  his  love  and 
pity  knew  no  bounds. 

"I  am  a  rich  man,"  he  said,  *^ richer  than  you  know. 
From  father  to  son,  now,  for  many  generations,  we  have 
hoarded  up  money,  and  it  has  done  no  good  to  anybody. 
I  never  could  see  the  use  of  my  riches.  I  do  not  care  to  live 
another  life  than  the  life  my  father  lived  before  me.  I  have 
no'  education  beyond  my  knowledge  of  agriculture.  I  can 
read  no  book  but  Nature.  My  wants  are  few,  and  my  tastes 
are  simple;  but  you — you  are  a  lady,  you  love  luxury, 
you  can  read  books,  you  would  know  how  to  make  use  of 
,  this  money;  take  it,  then — take  it  all.  Rafiaello  will  have 
the  produce  of  the  land ;  it  will  be  more  than  enough 
for  him.'' 

Ermenegilda  recoiled  with  horror.  '^I  rob  you  of  your 
money  I     Oh  !  Grobbo,  what  do  you  take  me  for  ?  " 

"  Will  you  take  nothing  from  me  ?  Are  you  so  haughty  ?  " 
said  Vallucci,  sadly.  "  Will  you  rather  starve,  or  depend  on 
unkind  relations,  than  accept  what  an  honest  man  has  to 
bestow  ?  " 

"  Don't  say  I  am  haughty,"  cried  Ermenegilda.  *^  I  respect 
you  more  than  anybody  I  know — much  more  than  my  own 
relations,  and  if  I  were  to  receive  alms  I  would  rather  it  were 
at  your  hands  than  another's;  but  I  cannot  live  oil  charity. 
I  will  work  for  you,  Gobbo,  rather,  and  you  shall  give  me  food 
and  drink  in  return." 

"  Work  for  me  ?  never  !  A  Bararossa  work  for  a  Vallucci  ? 
no  !  But  stay  !  Leave  me  your  500  lire — ^you  will  trust  me 
to  lay  them  out  for  you,  I  am  sure ;  and  in  the  meantime  you 
will  not  refuse  a  little  present  of  eggs  and  cheese  from  an  old 
friend  like  me  ?  " 

"Oh  I  Gobbo,  you  are  too  good,"  cried  Gilda,  as  a  ham,  a 
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cheese,  a  loaf  of  bread,  and  a  quantity  of  eggs  vere  stowed 
into  a  basket.     '^  I  cannot  take  all  that,  indeed*^' 

^'Nay,  you  will  not  mortify  me  by  refusing  my  little 
oflerings,  I  am  sure,  Sora  Gilda  ?  " 

''God  bless  you,  then,  Gobbo;  would  there  were  more 
like  you  !  Thank  you,  thank  you — no,  no  more,"  and  so, 
with  the  basket  on  her  arm,  she  at  last  bade  farewell  to  tbe 
Vergaro,  and  turned  her  steps  homewards. 

Ermenegilda  remained  shut  up  in'  her  cottage  all  the  next 
day.  She  dreaded  going  out  into  the  street,  knovring  well 
that  the  gossips  would  be  very  busy  just  now  with  the  history 
of  her  quarrel  with  the  Contessa  Barbarossa,  and  she  did  not 
care  to  answer  inquisitive  questions,  or  to  meet  prying  glances. 
She  was  glad  of  solitude  and  rest,  for  she  had  been  over- 
worked of  late,  and  over-worried.  She  locked  the  door, 
resolved  to  let  no  one  in,  and  dreading  a  visit  from  Federigo. 
She  was  determined  that  there  should  be  no  reconciliation  this 
time,  and  thought  it  would  be  better  to  decline  all  commtmi- 
cation  with  the  Barbarossa  family.  But  when  the  famili^ 
footstep,  accompanied  by  a  little  pattering  one,  came,  and 
stopped  outside,  her  heart  beat  as  if  it  would  burst  through 
her  ribs.  There  was  a  knock,  but  she  made  no  sign.  Then 
the  door  was  tried,  and  found  to  be  locked  on  the  inside. 

''  Gilda,  Gilda,''  cried  her  cousin,  in  a  voice  she  had  never 
been  able  to  resi  st ;  ''  let  me  in !  let  us  in  !  Here  is  Pippino. 
We  want  to  see  you  so  much,  don't  we,  Pippino  ?  " 

''Yes,"  echoed  a  shrill  little  voice.  "And  I  won't  kick 
you  any  more,  Gilda,  not  even  if  you  wash  me.  Do  come 
back." 

Then  Gilda  opened  the  door,  but  with  the  full  determi- 
nation to  resist  all  overtures  towards  a  reconciliation  with 
Geltrude.  She  held  out  her  hand  to  Federigo,  took  Pippino 
in  her  arms,  and  kissed  him. 

"I  have  come  with  a  message  from  Geltrude,  to  entreat 
your  forgiveness,  and  to  beg  that  you  will  return  with  me  to 
supper,"  said  Federigo,  very  humbly.  "We  don't  at  all 
know  how  to  get  on  without  you,  dear  Gilda." 

"No,"  chimed  in  Pippino,  "everything's  topsy-turvy,  and 
mamma  so  cross  and  disagreeable — crosser  even  than  usual. 
Come  back,  there's  a  nice  good  Gilda.  There's  ricotto  at 
supper,"  he  added,  in  a  confidential  whisper. 

"  No,  I  will  never  come  back,"  replied  Ermenegilda,  firmly. 
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"Thank  yon  very  muoh^  Federigo.  I  am  not  ungrateful  for 
all  your  kindness  to  me^  and  it  was  only  for  your  sake  thi^  I 
stayed  so  long  ;  but  I  cannot  live  with  Gellarude— -I  cannot 
indeed.     We  don't  suit/' 

Count  Barbarossa  was  silent  for  a  moment^  whilst  his  eyes 
rested  on  the  ham  and  cheese^  etc.,  which  he  espied  on  the 
little  shelf. 

"  Those  are  presents  from  Gobbo/'  she  explained,  blushing 
a  little.     "  I  paid  him  a  visit  yesterday,  and  he  insisted  on 
-  packing  a  basket  for  me.'* 

''  So  you  will  accept  charity  from  him/'  said  Count .  Bar- 
barossa, the  blood  mounting  also  to  his  cheeks,  "  although  you 
will  not  from  me.'^ 

^'  I  will  accept  charity  from  no  one,^'  replied  Ermenegilda, 
haughtily.  *'  I  mean  to  keep  myself  by  my  own  exertions,  as 
best  I  may.^^ 

"  Why,  what  can  you  do  ?  what  have  you  got  to  live  upon? 
*  Gilda,  you  are  talking  like  a  mad  woman.^^ 

"  Be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  all  my  affair,  Federigo.  Now  I 
must  ask  you  to  go — we  shall  only  quarrel  if  you  stay  any 
longer.  Give  me  a  kiss,  Fippino,  and  kiss  mamma  and 
Cecohina  for  me  when  you  get  home.'' 

"  Well,  since  you  are  determined  to  starve,'*  said  Federigo, 
now  both  angry  and  mortified,  "  I  must  leave  you  to  your 
fate — that  is,  until  you  are  in  a  more  reasonable  frame  of  mind, 
as  I  hope  you  will  be  soon.     You  are  too  proud,  Ermenegilda.*' 

"  May  be,'*  returned  Miss  Barbarossa,  with  a  sigh ;  "  but 
I  cannot  help  it.  God  made  me  so.  Good-bye,  dear  cousin, 
I  hope  you  will  forgive  me  some  day." 

Pippino  set  up  a  most  dismal  howl  as  his  father  led  him 
away,  and  refused  supper  that  evening,  in  spite  of  the  ricotto. 
His  mother  remarked  that  Ermenegilda  was  a  nasty  ungrateful 
thing,  whilst  his  father  remained  silent  on  the  subject. 

Another  day  passed,  during  which  Ermenegilda  remained 
in  strict  seclusion.  But  again  she  had  a  visitor.  This  time 
it  was  the  Vergaro,  bringing  with  him  more  bread,  cheese, 
eggs,  etc. 

^^  You  know,  when  one  leaves  money  in  a  bank,  one  has  a 
right  to  interest,*'  he  explained;  *^  and  this  is  the  interest  on 
the  500  lire  you  left  with  me." 

She  was  touched  by  his  delicacy,  but  at  first  refused  his 
offerings.     He  insisted  and  pressed  so  much,  however,  that 
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'she  ended  by  taking  them ;  bat  she .  did  so  with  the  firm 
determination  that  it  should  be  the  last  time.  When  he  was 
gone^  she  set  to  work  to  think  seriously  of  how  she  could  earn 
her  own  living,  in  a  manner  compatible  with  the  dignity  of 
a  Barbarossa.  At  last  she  bethought  herself  that  she  was  the 
^est  educated  woman  in  the  place ;  why  should  she  not  open 
a  school  for  the  children  belonging  to  the  gentlefolks  of  the 
Tillage  ? 

Fired  with  this  idea,  she  ventured  forth  into  the  street,  and 
directed  her  steps  first  to  the  house  of  that  Signora  Filomena 
whose  acquaintance  we  have  already  made.  The  social  status 
of  the  Montis  is  one  difficult  to  describe.  They  were  not  of 
the  nobility,  but  they  associated  with  them — rather  on  sufiFer- 
ance — and  did  their  dirty  work  for  them.  They  lived  in  a  very 
unpretending  little  house ;  but  out  of  doors,  at  mass,  or  at  a 
ball,  no  one  was  smarter  than  the  Signora  Filomena.  Indoors, 
liowever,  she  consulted  convenience  and  utility  more  than  the 
becoming  or  the  fashionable.  Ermenegilda  found  her  in  her 
papers,  and  a  very  short  under-petticoat,  whilst  the  upper 
portion  of  her  person  was  enveloped  (the  weather  being  cold), 
in  a  very  old  cloth  jacket,  which  had  burst  under  the  arms, 
and  in  various  other  places.  Over  this  she  wore  a  fur  pelerine, 
and  she  carried  her  hands  in  a  mufi*,  which  of  course  made 
occupation  impossible;  but  then  she  would  have  considered 
<iny  occupation  vulgar,  although  she  had  five  children,  and  only 
one  maid  of  all  work.  It  required  all  Ermenegilda's  courage 
to  enter  this  house.  Filomena  received  her  with  a  cold  and 
insolent  stare. 

^^  Dear  me.  Miss  Ermenegilda ;  it  is  a  long  time  since  I 
have  had  the  honour  of  a  visit  from  you,^'  she  remarked. 

^'I  have  come  to  you  on  business,*'  said  Gilda,  simply; 
*^  perhaps  you  are  aware  that  I  am  no  longer  living  with  my 
cousin.'* 

^'  Oh,  indeed !  *'  exclaimed  Filomena,  pretending  astonish- 
ment. 

^'Tes;  and  I  have  now  decided  upon  living  alone,  and 
came  to  say  that  I  should  be  very  glad  to  take  pupils.  If  you 
will  send  your  little  girls  to  my  house  daily,  I  will  do  my  best 
to  educate  them  in  an  elementary  manner  before  they  go  to 
their  convent/' 

The  Signora  Monti  looked  as  if  she  thought  Ermenegilda 
bad  gone  clean  out  of  her  mind. 
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Mj  dear  Miss  Barbarossa^  I  think  you  mast  be  ill,*'  sber 
said.  "  Your  condact  of  late  has  been  so  extraordinary,  there 
can  be  no  other  way  of  accounting  for  it.  First,  your  ingrati- 
tude to  the  dear  Countess  Geltrude ;  and  then  this  extraordi- 
nary fancy  for  a  peasant.     If  you  will  take  my  advice *' 

"  I  didn't  come  to  you  for  advice,  thank  you  !  "  interrupted 
Ermenegilda,  quickly ;  '^  but  simply  to  know  whether  my  pro- 
position to  educate  your  children  will  suit  you.'' 

"  No,  Miss  Barbarossa ! ''  returned  Filomena,  in  a  tone  of 
virtuous  indignation.  "I  could  not  send  my  poor  innocent 
children  to  the  house  of  a  person  who  has  forgotten  herself  so* 
far  as  you  have — with  a  peasant — allied  as  you  are  to  the 
noblest  family  in  the  place.  It  shows  an  amount  of  depravity 
of  which  I  really  could  not  have  believed  any  one  capable.'' 

Ermenegilda  did  not  condescend  to  make  any  reply  to  this 
speech;  she  rose  silently,  and  left  the  house.  Keeping  her 
purpose  in  view,  she  visited  with  the  same  proposition  all  the 
chief  families  in  the  village,  but  not  always  with  the  same- 
rebuffs  and  insults.  The  friends  of  the  Countess  Geltrude 
were  shocked  at  Miss  Barbarossa's  ingratitude,  and  her  enemies 
deplored  the  miserable  degradation  to  which  Ermenegilda  had 
been  reduced  by  the  unkindness  of  her  relations.  These  last 
offered  her  money  and  food,  that  they  might  have  the  satisfac- 
tion of  humiliating  the  Barbarossa  family ;  none  would  listen 
to  her  proposal;  What  did  their  children  want  with  instruc- 
tion until  the  age  of  ten  or  twelve,  when  the  boys  would  be 
sent  to  college,  and  the  girls  to  a  convent  f  Fairly  beaten  and 
disheartened,  poor  Gilda  returned  to  her  desolate  home,  and 
shut  herself  up  once  more.  She  had  no  visits  except  from  the 
poor  people,  with  whom  she  had  always  been  a  favourite. 
These  brought  her  several  Uttle  offerings  in  the  shape  of  eggs, 
cheese,  cakes,  and  biscuits,  which  on  various  ingenious  pleaa 
they  begged  her  to  accept.  One  wished  her  to  try  her  cakes' 
because  she  was  afraid  she  had  put  too  much  saffi*on  into  them,, 
and  Sora  Gilda  was  such  a  good  judge  !  Another  begged  for 
her  opinion  on  her  cream  cheese ;  and  so  on.  ''  These  are  my 
only  friends,"  she  thought ;  *'  I  should  have  been  much  happier 
if  I  had  been  bom  one  of  them.  Then  I  should  have  had  no 
difficulty  in  earning  my  own  livelihood ;  I  should  have  married 
long  ago  some  honest  man,  and  should  have  been  the  happy 
mother,  perhaps,  of  blooming  children."  Then  she  fell  to 
thinking  what  made  the  peasant  women  so  rosy  and  happy  and 
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kind-Hearted^  wliilfit  all  the  ladies  of  her  acquaintance  were 
sallow^  discontented,  ill-tempered,  fall  of  vanity  and  love  of 
scandal.  She  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  the  unhealthy 
idle  lives  they  led  which  made  the  women  of  her  own  class  so 
detestable— the  want  of  exercise,  and  the  utter  absence  of 
occupation..  She  began  to  sicken  at  her  own  enforced  idleness ; 
and  the  solitary  confinement  to  which  she  had  condemned  her- 
self, together  with  the  dreadful  anxiety  for  the  future,  became 
almost  intolerable.  She  tried  to  read  over  the  few  books  she 
had  kept  since  her  convent  days,  but  she  could  not  fix  her 
attention  on  them.  She  knew  that  the  Vergaro  would  cer- 
tainly come  again,  and  although  she  felt  that  she  must  send 
him  away,  and  bid  him  never  return,  still  how  she  looked  and 
listened  for  him — with  what  a  beating  heart  she  awaited  his 
coming !  When  she  saw  him  approaching — ^the  inevitable 
basket  on  his  arm,  of  course — she  ran  to  the  door,  and  opened  it. 

^^I  cannot  let  you  in,  Vellucci,''  she  said.  ^'You  must 
never  come  any  more — indeed,  you  must  not !  **  and  then  all 
of  a  sudden  she  lost  her  self-control,  and  burst  into  tears. 
Thereupon,  Qobbo  thought  fit  to  walk  into  the  house  without 
permission,  and,  taking  both  Gilda's  hands,  asked  her  what 
was  the  matter.  She  was  utterly  overcome,  and  the  relief  of 
having  some  one  to  confide  in  after  her  solitude,  the  imkind- 
ness  she  had  met  with,  and  the  constraint  she  had  put  upon 
herself  in  the  presence  of  her  enemies,  occasioned  her  now  to 
break  into  a  torrent  of  words.  She  told  all  her  hopes,  her 
projects,  her  sufferings — all  that  had  been  said  to  her,  and 
what  she  had  answered ;  finally,  her  complete  despair  and  hope- 
lessness— adding,  however,  with  emphasis,  that  she  would 
rather  starve  than  Kve  on  any  one's  charity. 

'^  Ah !  if  you  were  not  a  Barbarossa  1  *'  sighed  Vellucci. 

^^  Would  that  I  were  not !  "  cried  Ermenegilda,  passionately. 
^^  How  muchr  better  would  it  have  been  for  me  to  be  a  peasant ! 
It  is  only  amongst  them  that  I  have  met  with  friendship,  con- 
sideration, and  delicacy.  I  honour  and  respect  you,  Vincenzo 
Vellucci,  far  more  than  any  nobleman  I  have  ever  met.  You 
are  my  only  fi'iend ;  and  yet;  I  must  part  from  you  for  ever, 
because  of  iU-natured  gossip.'* 

^'  Nay  1 ''  said  the  Vergaro,  slowly,  and  speaking  as  it  were 
with  a  great  effort ;  '^  if  you  were  an  honest  man's  xoife,  ill- 
natured  folk  could  say  no  harm  of  you ;  or  if  they  did,  they'd 
have  to  rue  it !  *' 
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Ah ! ''  sighed  Brmenegilda,  not  at  all  perceiving  the  drift 
of  his  words ;  "  who  should  ever  marry  me — I,  who  have  not 
even  the  portion  that  a  peasant  woman  brings  her  husband  ? 
When  I  was  young,  I  will  confess  to  you,  Gobbo,  I  had  dreams 
— foolish  aspirations  after  a  lover  who  should  love  me  for 
myself;  but  I  think  one  only  reads  of  such  things  in  romances ; 
in  real  life,  a  portionless  girl  may  look  in  vain  for  a  husband/' 

^'  Ah  !  if  a  true  heart  would  content  you,  you  have  not  far 
to  look  for  it/'  Here  the  Vergaro  paused,  thinking  she  would 
at  last  begin  to  see  his  meaning,  but  no !  Gilda  evidently 
thought  he  merely  alluded  to  his  friendship  for  her.  He  there- 
fore cleared  his  throat,  and  resolved  to  speak  out,  once  and 
for  all,  what  was  in  his  mind. 

'^  Unless  you  are  determined  to  starve  yourself  to  deaths 
which,  your  confessor  will  tell  you,  would  be  a  great  and 
terrible  sin  in  God's  sight" — Gilda  shuddered — ''there  are 
but  two  courses  open  to  you ;  either  you  must  go  back  to  your 
relations,  and  live  upon  their  bounty  once  more—" 

"  Never !  "  cried  Ermenegilda. 

''  Or  else,"  continued  Vellucci,  ''you  may  live  in  peace  and 
plenty,  honoured  and  respected  by  all  around  you " 

"  Oh,  how,  how,  dear  Gobbo  ?" 

"  As  my  wife  !"     Ermenegilda  started  to  her  feet. 

"  Vincenzo  Vellucci,  you  forget  yourself !"  she  exclaimed 
in  horror.  If  only  she  could  have  forestalled  him  before  he 
had  committed  himself,  she  thought.  Then  suddenly  she 
beheld  such  an  expression  of  intense  and  unutterable  grief  and 
mortification  in  his  face,  that  her  heart  smote  her  as  it  had 
never  smote  her  before. 

"  I  have  not  forgotten  myself,"  the  Vergaro  answered,  with 
quiet  dignity.  "I  have  oflferedyou  all  that  I  have  to  give, and 
a  man's  love  is  not  to  be  despised  and  scorned  like  that, 
whether  he  be  prince  or  peasant." 

Such  was  the  grandeur  of  the  man's  manner,  that  Ermene- 
gilda felt  deeply  ashamed,  and  began  humbly  to  apologize. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  she  said,  "it  was  so — so  unexpected. 
I  scarcely  knew  what  I  said." 

"  I  want  no  apologies,  but  a  plain  answer,"  said  Vellucci, 
shortly. 

He  had  his  pride,  and  she  had  wounded  it  deeply. 

"  You  must  give  me  time  to  think,"  stammered  Ermene- 
gilda, with  downcast  eyes. 
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Her  hearty  her  inclinations,  her  good  sense,  her  own  argu- 
ments were  all  in  the  Vergaro^s  favour,  whilst  the  prejudices  of 
her  class,  and  the  conventionalities  in  which  she  had  been 
brought  up,  were  all  against  him.  Prejudices  and  conven- 
tionalities are  so  much  harder  barriers  to  overleap  than  they 
have  any  right  to  be ! 

''I  will  give  you  till  Monday,*^  said  Vellucci,  casting  & 
glance  around  on  the  provisions  on  the  shelf,  and  making  a 
calculation  that  they  would  last  till  then.  ^'  On  Monday  I 
have  business  with  Count  Federigo.  I  must  go  to  Palazzo 
Barbarossa;  as  I  pass  this  house,  I  shall  look  for  some  sign 
from  you.  Let  it  be  that  red  silk  neckerchief  you  wear.  If  I 
see  it  hanging  from  the  window,  I  shall  be  the  happiest  of 
men;  if  it  is  not  there  "  (here  his  eyes  flashed,  for  he  was  not 
without  the  resentful  passions  of  his  race) — '^  if  it  is  not  there, 
you  need  not  fear  that  I  will  ever  again  molest  you  by  word  or 
deed.^'     And  so  saying,  he  went  his  way. 

It  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  describe  the  tumult  that 
raged  in  my  heroine's  heart  after  the  departure  of  the  Vergaro. 
She  turned  over  and  over  again  the  three  alternatives  in  her 
mind.     She,  too,   began   to  see   that   there  were  but  three. 
Starvation  was  the  first  that  she  faced ;  that  seemed  the  only 
course  compatible  with  her  dignity  and  her  pride.     She  would 
take  her  five  hundred  lire  back  from  the  Vergaro,  she  thought, 
and  live  on  that  while  it  lasted  (she  had  ceased  to  think  of 
living  on  the  profits  of  it) ;  and  then,  if  after  that  she  must 
starve,  why,    she  would  face   starvation   bravely   and   die  a 
victim — to  what  f     To  her  own  pride ;  thajb  was  the  inevitable 
answer.     The  more  she  followed  up  this  idea,  the  more  her 
good  sense,  her  healthy  nature,   and    her  religious  feelings 
revolted  against  it.     To  die  miserably,  only  to  have  it  said  of 
her,  ''  poor,  proud,  sinful,  foolish  creature,'^  and  perhaps  na 
one  would  even  say  a  Mass  for  her  soul !       Then  she  pictured 
to  herself  seeking  a  reconciliation  with  the  Barbarossas,  having 
to  bear  renewed  insults  and  sneers  in  silence.     No,  she  could 
not,  would  not,  contemplate  that  as   a  possible  alternative. 
Then  the  other  would  rise  up  before  her.     She  saw  herself 
established  in  the  dear  old  farm,  not  as  a  guest,  but  the  mistress 
there — loved,  obeyed,  respected,  rich;    the  prospect  seemed 
temptingly  bright  sometimes.     But  then  came  the  dark  side  of 
the  picture.     Geltrude's  sneers  she  could  defy,  but  Federigo's 
scorn— that  would  be  hard  to  bear.     Then  coming  to  Mass 
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amongst  the  peasants^  one  of  them^  where  she  had  been  as  a 
noble  among  the  nobles — that  would  be  a  hard  trial.  Could 
she  endure  it  ?  or  would  it  be  any  easier  to  bear  the  Vergaro's 
displeasure^  and  perhaps  his  hatred  ?  for  never  was  the  Italian 
bom  who  could  not  be  vindictive. 

Tortured  by  these  conflicting  thoughts,  Ermenegilda  saw 
the  days  go  by,  and  remained  as  undecided  as  ever  up  to  the 
morning  on  which  Vellucci  was  to  pass. 

At  day-dawn  the  red  silk  neckerchief  hung  from  the 
window,  but  an  hour  afterwards  was  drawn  in  again,  and  nine 
o'clock  saw  Ermenegilda  still  twisting  it  in  her  hands.  Once 
more,  as  if  drawn  by  some  irresistible  fascination,  she  went  to 
the  window,  and  hung  it  there.  Then  she  sat  down  and  covered 
her  face  with  her  hands.  As  always  happens  when,  after 
agonizing  doubt,  one  settles  a  question  one  way  irrevocably, 
the  superior  advantages  of  the  other  alternative  immediately 
present  themselves,  and  for  one  moment  at  least  one  longs  to 
recall  the  decision.  Ermenegilda  went  to  the  window ;  there 
was  yet  time ;  she  would  take  down  her  flag,  but  what  was  the 
sight  that  met  her  eyes  ?  It  was  that  of  the  Vergaro  mounted 
on  his  shaggy  grey  pony ;  he  had  already  seen  the  signal, 
and  what  a  smile  and  what  a  look  he  gave  as  his  eyes  met 
hers  !  and  what  a  joyful  bound  her  own  heart  gave  when  she 
found  that  her  own  design  was  frustrated  !  It  was  too  late 
now  to  be  miserable  and  dignified,  however  well  it  would 
have  become  a  Barbarossa. 

3K  3|e  4:  9ie  3): 

The  year  had  come  round,  and  it  was  Carnival  tiine  again. 
The  village  of  the  Angels  was  at  its  gayest,  and  the  bells  were 
ringing  merrily  on  Sunday  morning  to  call  the  inhabitants  to 
church.  Amidst  all  the  families  that,  dressed  in  their  best 
array,  flocked  towards  the  place  of  worship,  there  was  not  one 
so  distinguished-looking,  so  happy,  or  so  prosperous  as  that  of 
the  Velluccis.  The  Vergaro  was  the  proudest  man  alive,  in  a 
brand-new  homespun  suit,  his  handsome  wife  leaning  on  his 
arm,  looking  younger  by  ten  years  than  when  she  married, 
whilst  his  soldier  son,  in  his  sergeant's  uniform,  with  a  scar  on 
his  cheek  and  a  medal  on  his  breast,  walked  by  his  side. 
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Current  literature  and  Oturrent  OJritirism* 


Wb  have  begun  our  long  winter  with  crowds  of  books ;  and 
the  fact  is  a  delightful  one.  A  big  cellar,  well  filled  with 
coals,  is  not  more  necessary  to  our  comfort,  or  more  rcjassur- 
ing  to  reflect  upon.  There  are,  of  course,  out-of-door  people, 
individuals  who  do  not  mind  the  weather,  and  who,  whenever 
they  hear  our  climate  abused,  quote  that  often-repeated  saying 
of  King  Charles  II.,  that  one  can  get  out  on  a  greater  num- 
ber of  days  in  the  year  in  England  than  in  any  other  country 
in  the  world — a  saying  which  convinces  us,  either  that  the 
climate  has  changed  a  good  deal  for  the  worse  since  his 
Majesty  was  in  the  habit  of  testing  it,  in  the  society  of  his 
poodles  and  others,  in  the  Birdcage  Walk,  or  that  Charles  did 
occasionally  say  a  foolish  thing.  Such  people  may  not  care 
much  about  the  coals  or  the  books.  Let  us  not  talk  aboat 
them,  but  pass  them  by,  hoping  that  they  are  happy  in  their 
own  way,  and  address  ourselves  to  those  who  like  to  do  their 
hybemating  in  the  society  of  books,  periodicals,  and  news- 
papers. 

Polonius*  glib  catalogue  of  the  resources  of  the  drama  at 
the  command  of  the  player  folk,  is  restricted  in  comparison 
with  the  bountiful  provision  of  the  publishers'  lists  for  our 
winter  season ;  and  the  reader's  difficulty  is  the  embarrassment 
of  choice.  Supposing  that  such  a  dreadful  sentence  could  be 
passed  upon  each  individual  reader  as  that  he  should  have  only 
one  new  book  to  solace  his  period  of  hybernation,  we  could 
not  pronounce  off-hand  that  such  and  such  a  book  should  be 
that  one  which  he  ought  to  select,  according  to  his  speciality 
of  study  or  of  taste.  He  would  have  to  plump  for  his  Gloire  de 
Dijon  for  himself,  to  use  the  illustration  which  the  writer,  who 
is  at  once  the  historian  and  the  biographer  of  Koses,  gives  us. 
There  is  not  among  the  new  books  any  one,  in  any  branch  of 
literature  of  supreme  rank,  but  in  every  branch  of  literature 
there  are  new  books  which  are  good,  valuable,  pleasant,  notice- 
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able  ;  while  in  certain  branches  there  are  some  which  are  bad, 
stupid^  unpleasant,  worthless.  There  are  boons  and  bores. 
Bat  we  welcome  the  plentifnlness  of  the  books ;  we  are  grate- 
ful for  the  quantity,  as  well  as  particular  about  the  quality,  and 
beg  to  congratulate  that  sympathetic  entity,  the  omnivorous 
reader. 

There  is  a  story,  none  the  less  amusing  because  it  is  old, 
about  a  person  who  had  a  sliding  scale  for  his  "  grace  before 
meat  '^  utterances,  and  who,  limiting  his  ascriptions  to  ^'  For 
what  we  are  goifig  to  receive,'*  etc.,  when  the  homely  tumbler 
and  the  modest  sherry-glass  indicated  a  menu  of  the  friendly 
dinner  order,  was  accustomed  to  ask  a  blessing  on  a  table  which 
betokened  that  hock  and  champagne  were  among  the  virtuous 
intentions  of  his  host,  by  the  gushing  apostrophe,  "  Bountiful 
Providence  ! "  There  is  a  sliding  scale  of  thankfulness  for 
books  also ;  and  just  now,  plentiful  as  the  feast  is,  we  are  not 
called  upon  to  say  our  very  best  grace. 

Of  all  classes  of  readers — except,  perhaps,  the  strictly 
scientific,  who  are  eminently  well  provided  for — ^that  nume- 
rous one  which  we  will  venture  to  call  "  Stay-at-home  tra- 
vellers— ^borrowing  a  phrase  from  a  quaint  little  volume  dear 
to  the  children  of  forty  years  ago — is  the  best  off  in  this 
season's  distribution  of  provant.  Books  of  Travel  abound, 
and  are  for  the  most  part  interesting,  though  the  list  inclades 
no  works  which  can  compete  with  the  dainties  of  last  season, 
Major  Butler's  Akim-FoOj  and  Mr.  MacGahan's  Oampaigning 
on  the  0xu8,  in  their  delightful  mingling  of  observation  and 
adventure.  At  the  very  time  when  the  stay-at-home  traveller, 
however  uDpolitical  in  his  tastes,  and  pecuniarily  unconcerned 
in  "  Turks''  and  "  Khedives,"  would  like  to  know  something 
about  the  Provinces ;  when  the  prevalent  vagueness  of  people's 
^otions  concerning  them  reminds  us  of  the  haze  which  en- 
wrapped '^  the  Holy  Places  '*  in  the  old  days  of  the  Crimean 
War;  when,  in  fact,  as  Mr.  Mortimer  Collins  puts  it  in  his 
witty  way,  society  would  be  glad  to  know,  "  Who  t^  the  Herze- 
govina ?  "  several  intelligent  travellers  turn  up  from  all  over 
the  Turkish  Empire,  and  tell  us  aboat  it.  Dr.  de  Bicci  takes 
us  over  the  borders  into  Istria,  Dalmatia,  and  Montenegro. 
Mr.  Creagh,  of  whom  we  cherish  a  kindly  recollection  since  his 
,  Scamper  to  Sebastopol,  gives  us,  in  his  Eistamiah,ayerj  interest- 
ing description  of  Turkey  in  Europe  at  the  present  day,  and  a 
brief,  lucid,  and  stirring  story  of  the  rising  of  the  tide  of  Mo- 
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hammedan  conqaest  and  tbe  staying  of  its  prond  waves.  He 
lays  great  stress  on  the  personal  chiiracter  of  the  ruler  of  a 
despot-governed  State  like  Turkey,  and  says  a  Sultan  like 
Solyman  the  Magnificent  might  save  the  Ottoman  Empire  even 
now.  We  cannot  take  that  view,  and  many  of  his  own  facts 
prevent  our  doing  so.  The  pressure  from  without  is  breaking 
up  Turkey  in  Europe,  while  the  internal  corruption  is  rotting 
it,  and  the  day  of  one  man  to  save  a  state  is  over.  Mr.  Creagh 
writes  well  sometimes — not  always ;  he  is  tainted  with  that 
literary  plague,  aflfectation.  His  sketch  of  the  origin,  rise, 
fame,  and  fall  of  the  famous  Turkish  infantry,  the  Janizaries, 
is  picturesque  and  interesting;  but  he  modifies  the  *' massacre," 
as  it  has  hitherto  been  invariably  called,  into  a  "  war  ^'  against 
the  degenerate  and  disaffected  troops. 

A  work  of  higher  importance,  though  of  less  d  propos  to 
the  burning  question  of  the  hour,  is  Mr.  Charles  Heneage's 
admirable  translation  of  Baron  Max  von  Thielmann's  Journey 
in  the  Caucasus^  Persia,  and  Turkey  in  Atia.     This  is  a  very 
enjoyable  book ;  it  would  be  thoroughly  so,  were  it  not  for 
occasional  touches  of  hardness,  which  jar  upon  the  reader,  and 
spoil   the  accord   between  him  and   the   writer.      It  is  im- 
possible  to   conceive    a    more   readable     translation ;    there 
is   no  stiffness,  strangeness,  or  stickiness   anywhere  ;     there 
is  nothing  tame  or  flat,  or  mechanical — nothing  to  remind  tie 
reader  that  it  is  a  translation.*     The  ease  and  spirit  of  the 
style   are  perfect;    and  where   the  translator  has  elucidated 
passages  with  whose  subjects  the  general  reader  is  naturally 
less  familiar  than  the  historian  and  the  diplomatist^  lie  has 
fulfilled  his  purpose  with  such  entire  adaptation  to  the  work 
itself,  that   no   patchwork   is   discernible.      Baron   Max  von 
Thielmann,  who  is  a  lieutenant  in  the  army  of  his  fatherland, 
"  Doctor  Juris ''  at  Berlin,  and  Secretary  of  Embassy  at  St. 
Petersburg,  is  likewise  an  enterprising  and  observant  traveller, 
who  knows  how  to  write  about  what  he  has  seen,  heard,  and 
done,   in  a  style  which  invests  his  book  with  almost  every 
charm  which  can  attach  to  a  work  of  travel.      The  journey 
was  enterprising;   a  great  portion  of  the  regions  which  he 
traversed  are  very  little,  if  at  all,  known.     The  route  is  new, 

*  The  aocaracy  of  Mr.  Heneage*s  translation  has  been  impeached  in  a  letter 
to  the  Editor  of  the  Spectalor.  We  do  not  feel  ourselves  called  upon  to  reoaat 
oar  opinion  of  its  merits  in  consequence  of  the  errors  which  the  writer  of  thii 
letter  points  out.    They  are  not  serious. 
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and  will  probably  be  gratefully  adopted  by  travellers  on  the 
look-out  for  novel  modes  of  "  going  everywhere,  and  seeing 
everything."  The  geographical^  historical,  political,  and  social 
details  are  interesting  in  themselves,  and  very  well  told.  If 
anything  can  render  the  wars  waged  in  the  Caucasus  and  the 
history  of  the  diflferent  tribes  engaged  in  them  intelligible — 
every  candid  reader  will  acknowledge  that  these  subjects  are 
puzzles,  whose  intricacy  is  rather  increased  by  reading  about 
them — Baron  Thielmann^s  explanation  ought  to  do  so.  To 
ourselves  these  things  have  ever  been  as  unintelligible*  as  an 
explanation  by  Mr.  Gladstone,  or  a  poem  by  Mr.  Browning, 
and  we  brought  to  the  perusal  of  the  Baron's  chapters  the 
same  kind  of  despondent  patience  with  which  we  should  have 
addressed  ourselves  to  either — the  resigned  security  of  failure 
with  which  a  person  who  never  guessed  a  riddle  in  his  life 
applies  himself  to  the  divination  of  a  double  acrostic,  framed 
on  the  strictest  principles  of  obscurantism  in  respect  of  its 
"  lights.'^ 

But  a  pleasant  surprise  awaited  us;    our  mental  vision 
cleared  before  the  Barents   downrightness  and  succinctness. 
He  condescends  to  plain   statements,  and  does  not  refer  to 
peoples  and  places  which  one  is  justified  in  regarding  as  out- 
landish, in  the  '^  every-schoolboy- knows "  style,  so  common 
and  so  exasperating  when  adopted  by  travellers  who  remind 
one  of  Prosper  Merimer's  witty  sketch  (in  Colombo)  of  the 
jroung   lady  who    wanted  to  travel  in   out-of-the-way  places 
Duly  that  she  might  turn  over  the  drawings   in  her  album 
carelessly,  as  if  they  related  to  scenes  which  must  be  familiar 
to   every  one  of  decent  education  and  any  standing   at  all. 
The  Frenchman's  satiric  touch  is  more  appropriate  to  American 
'jhan  to  English  travellers,  but  the  assumption  that  their  readers 
nust  know  things  which  it  is,  on  the  contrary,  their  business  to 
;ell  them,  is  a  trick  common  to  them  all.     Our  vivacious  German 
Baron  has  it  not ;  and  his  sketch  of  the  wars,  the  tribes,  and  that 
rtrange  religious  movement,  which  sprung  up  during  the  con- 
Uct,  and  is  regarded  as  the  most  important   event   in  the 
Qodern  annals  of  Islamism,  is  written  throughout  upon  the 
Bsumption  that  he  is  addressing  readers  who  require  to  be  in- 
tructed  in  the  elements  of  his  subjects.     The  picturesque  por- 
ns  of  the  book  are  hardly  up  to  the  mark  of  the  narrative 
d  historical  departments,  in  which  the  reader  is  made  to 
derstand  the  political  division  of  the  Caucasus,  the  nature 
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of  the  Russian  administration^  and  the  relations  sabsisting 
between  the  inhabitants  of  the  soil  and  the  Russian  element; 
the  latter  being  unsatisfactory  and  shifting^  as  is  evident  from 
this  passage : — 

"  The  Russian  population,  which  amounts  to  one  million  of 
souls,  may,  for  convenienoe*  sake,  be  divided  into  three  categories  : 
officers,  officials,  workmen,  and  merchants ;  peasants,  and  finally 
Cossacks.  The  first  class  abounds  every  where  ;  of  course  in  smaller 
numbers  in  the  country  and  mountainous  districts  than  in  the  towns. 
Officers,  officials,  and  especially  common  soldiers,  regard  service  in 
the  Caucasus  as  a  transitory  stage  in  their  career.  l%e  workman 
returns  to  Russia  as  soon  as  he  has  earned  a  sufficient  amount  of 
money ;  and  the  merchant,  who  has  to  compete  with  the  Americans, 
finds  it;,  in  consequence,  no  easy  task  to  gain  a  livelihood.  The 
Russian  peasant  is  not  often  to  be  met  with  in  the  countcj.  He 
does  not  seem  born  for  colonization,  and  there  are  only  two  tribes 
which  appear  to  be  in  a  prosperous  condition.  These  are  the  two 
sects  of  the  Malakans  and  Duchobortzs,  banished  from  Russia  on 
account  of  their  dangerous  political  tendencies." 

The  impression  we  derive  is^  that  the  Caucasus  is  to 
Russian  what  Algeria  is  to  French  people — in  no  practical- sense 
a  province^  such  as  our  colonies  are  to  us.  The  author  devotes 
a  brief  but  forcible  passage  to  the  Tscherkesse,  and  their 
mass  emigration  to  Turkey  after  their  subjugation  in  1864 — a 
movement  which  no  power  could  restrain,  by  which  400,000 
Tscherkesse  abandoned  their  fatherland,  which  is  now  almost  en- 
tirely desolate.  We  can  all  remember  the  incident,  and  the  vast 
quantity  of  fine  writing  to  which  it  gave  rise.  In  odd  contrast 
to  the  latter  is  Baron  Thielmann's  comment : — "  The  customs  of 
the  Tscherkesse  have  been  portrayed  in  very  different  colours. 
Some  persons  have  held  them  forth  as  heroes  of  freedom, 
whilst  others  have  laid  great  stress  on  their  marked  predi- 
lection for  their  neighbours'  goods.  What  appears  certain 
is,  that  with  great  rapacity  they  combine  the  qualities  oi 
mediaBval  chivaJry  and  fidelity."  Among  the  constituents  of 
the  foreign  element  in  the  population  of  the  Caucasus  none 
touches  our  imagination  so  nearly  as  the  Gebir  priest  who 
resides  in  the  Fire  Temple  at  Bakil,  and  who  is  sent  by  the 
Parsee  community  in  India  to  watch  over  the  sacred  flame,  so 
that  it  shall  never  be  extinguished ;  for  there  are  no  native 
fire-worshippers  there  now.  Bakil  is  a  curious  place,  and 
Baron  von  Thielmann's  account  of  his  visit  to  the  Fire  Temple 
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is  very  interesting,  with  its  suggestion  of  an  isolated  life,  and 
-&  worship  of  immemorial  ancientness,  nobler  and  purer  than 
the  faith  that  has  supplanted,  but  never  quite  suppressed  it. 
In  Eastern  Persia  there  exist  only  isolated  groups  of  followers 
of  the  old  creed  of  Iran,  and  from  out  their  number  comes 
now  and  then  a  pilgrim  to  the  Holy  Place  where  the  sacred  fire, 
kept  ab'ght  by  the  pious  care  of  the  Parsee  community  at 
Bombay,  bums  in  the  vicinity  of  a  great  petroleum  distillery, 
and  is  occasionally  hired  out  for  the  purpose  of  burning  chalk ! 
So  low  is  the  condition  to  which  the  temple  of  the  Sacred 
Fire  is  reduced  by  the  universal  leveller,  impecuniosity.  The 
scene  must  be  very  striking,  especially  when  viewed  in  com- 
bination with  the  natural  phenomenon  '^  respecting  which,^* 
says  the  Baron,  '^  so  much  nonsense  has  been  talked  and 
written."  The  whole  of  the  soil  of  the  peninsula  of  Apscheron, 
in  which  Bakil  is  situated,  is  saturated  with  naphtha,  and  flames 
appear  even  on  the  sea  near  Bak^.  That  must  be  a  fine  sight, 
and  the  traveller,  however  prosaic  and  given  to  hard  facts, 
must  be  shaken  for.  a  moment  from  a  state  of  scientific  calm 
when,  journeying  over  a  barren  steppe,  he  sees  a  bright  con- 
tinuous glare  on  the  horizon,  and  presently  finds  himself  in 
the  midst  of  a  sea  of  flames  bursting  forth  from  the  ground  in 
all  directions.  This  is  not  a  bad  preparation  for  a  visit  to  the 
Temple  of  the  Sacred  Fire,  from  whose  battlements  on  its 
outer  walls  and  the  four  towers  of  a  square  building  in  the 
centre,  flaunts  skywards  perpetual  flame,  on  whose  altar  burns 
the  quenchless  fire. 

Over  the  Barents  description  of  the  Pass  of  Kasbek,  and  of 
Mount  Ararat,  the  reader  lingers  long,  though  the  German 
traveller  lays  less  stress  upon  the  effect  of  the  abrupt  rise  of 
the  mystic  mountain  from  the  plain,  than  any  previous  visitor 
with  whose  works  we  are  acquainted.  The  ascent  of  the 
Ararat  has,  as  a  fact,  been  several  times  accomplished ;  but 
the  Armenians  regard  all  such  statements  as  blasphemous 
fables.  They  refuse  to  believe  that  its  sacred  summit  has  been 
profaned  by  human  tread,  as  the  Japanese  refuse  to  believe  that 
Fusiyama,  and  the  Dyaks  of  Borneo  refuse  to  beUeve  that  their 
nameless  central  mount  have  ever  been  ascended.  That  height 
ivhero  the  holy  relic  of  the  ark  rests  in  a  cleft  of  the  rock  visible 
from  below,  foot  of  man  shall  never  scale,  says  the  legend ;  and 
no  Armenian  will  aid  in  any  sacrilegious  attempt  to  disprove 
its  truth.    The  audacious  explorer.  Parrot,  had  to  accept  the 
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services  of  a  Tartar  escort  when  he  made  the  ascent,  of  which 
even  the  enlightened  Archimandrite  is  as  incredaloos  as  Cap- 
tain Lawson's  readers  and  critics  are  about  the  mountains  and 
the  moolahs  in  New  Guinea.  Of  Tabrez  (Mr.  Heneage  tells  us 
the  name  means  ^^  fever  expelling/'  and  was  appropriate  in 
the  middle  ages),  and  indeed  of  all  places  and  tbdngs  Persian, 
the  Baron  gives  a  wretched  account.  The  reahn  of  the  Kings 
of  Kings  is  miserable  and  famine-stricken ;  his  heir-apparent 
is  an  ignorant  idler.  ''The  Shah  is  a  zero  written  with  a 
capital  O,  and  the  heir-apparent  is  a  zero  written  with  a 
small  0.^'  The  Renter  project  is  discussed  with  the  con- 
tempt which  Germans  who  know  things  feel,  and  do  not 
hesitate  to  exhibit  towards  other  people  who  do  not.  The 
following  description  is  equally  melancholy  and  neat : — 

''  The  agricaltaral  condition  of  Persia  is  most  lamentable  ;  a 
year  without  rain  in  one  province  inevitably  brings  famine  in  its 
wake,  and  the  rich  harvest  of  neighbouring  provinces  is  no  allevia- 
tion to  so  great  a  calamity,  since  there  are  no  roads  or  means  of 
transport.  The  peasantry  are  sorely  oppressed,  and  totally  im- 
poverished. Of  what  use  to  them  to  lay  up  a  store  of  provisions, 
and  thus  become  the  prey  of  grasping  officials  P  There  is  no 
industry,  in  the  actual  sense  of  the  word,  in  Persia  (the  manufacture 
of  carpets  being  solely  a  domestic  industry) ;  and  whenever  a  town 
exhibits  signs  of  prosperity,  it  speedily  becomes  the  victim  of  official 
rapacity.  The  depravity  of  all  classes  of  public  functionaries  is 
perfectly  incredible,  and  a  curious  analogy  thus  exists  between 
uncivilized  Persia  and  over-civilized  America.  No  one  has  ever 
better  described  the  Persia  of  the  present  day  than  honest  Oleasins, 
who  visited  it  in  the  seventeenth  century  as  ambassador  of  a  Duke 
of  Holstein.  He  concludes  his  diary  thus  :  *  I  have  sought  Persia 
in  Persia,  and  have  cursed  the  journey  well  nigh  a  hundred  times.'  " 

Captain  Burton's  contribution  to  the  winter  stores  of  stay- 
at-home  travellers  consists  of  two  works,  widely  different  in 
purport  and  importance,  but  each  marked  with  their  author's 
peculiar  stamp  of  ability,  industry,  and  thoroughness,  combined 
with  eccentricities  of  style,  dogmatism  in  opinion,  and  coarse- 
ness in  the  discussion  of  subjects  which  ought,  if  it  be  neces- 
sai*y  to  handle  them  at  all,  to  be  handled  with  some  delicacy  and 
reticence,  and  with,  at  least,  the  remembrance  on  the  writer's  part 
that  sentiments  at  which  he  scoffs  as  contemptible  weaknesses 
are  sentiments  which  a  large  majority  of  his  countrymen  and 
countrywomen,  among  whom  his  readers  are  to  be  found,  enter- 
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tain  and  avow,  without  regarding  themselves  as  idiots^  or  being 
concerned  that  a  small  self^glorifying  clique  hold  them  np  to 
ridicule  as  such.  It  can  never  be  quite  pleasant  to  read  a 
book  written  about  negro  races  and  their  country  by  a  person 
who  holds  the  former  in  utter  contempt,  and  believes  them  to 
be  useful  only  as  clearers  of  the  way  for  the  future  possessors 
of  the  latter;  but  Captain  Burton,  though  not  an  eminent 
explorer  or  an  exceptionally  adventurous  traveller,  is  a  wonder- 
fully skilful  and  persevering  collector  of  data,  and  we  may 
always  resort  to  hira  confidently  for  facts.  In  many,  if  not 
most  instances,  one  draws  inferences  from  those  facts  which  are 
contrary  to  or  dissimilar  from  his.  Two  Trips  to  (hrilla  Land 
and  the  Cataracts  of  tlie  Congo  is — like  the  works  of  Mr. 
Creagh  and  Baron  von  Thielmann — a  propos  of  a  matter  of 
recent  public  importance.  The  expedition  of  Commodore 
Hewitt  against  the  pirates  who  infest  the  shores  of  the 
Congo,  was  one  of  the  principal  "  time- topics  "  when  Captain 
Burton's  book  was  published,  and  in  it  there  is  to  be 
found  a  description  of  their  haunts  and  of  the  condition  of 
the  country  generally.  This  description  formed  the  basis  of 
some  clever  newspaper  articles,  and  was  especially  adopted  by 
the  "  Saturday  Review,"  which,  however,  did  not  make  much 
comment  on  the  other  portions  of  the  book.  The  *^  Examiner*' 
dealt,  chiefly  by  way  of  extracts,  with  Captain  Burton's  journey 
in  the  Gaboon  territory,  which  he  calls  "  Gorilla  Land,"  and 
added  that  "  the  volumes,  though  not  memorable  as  a  book  of 
travels,  fully  maintain  the  author's  reputation  as  a  lively 
raconteur  J  and  a  dexterous  literary  artist."  The  latter  is  pre- 
cisely what  Captain  Burton  is  not.  His  recent  African  book 
is  much  better  written  than  his  Brazilian  or  his  Syrian  books, 
but  it  is  not  written  in  a  good  style,  even  apart  from  its 
coarseness;  it  is  full  of  digressions,  mannerisms,  and  paren- 
theses, defaced  by  the  excessive  and  superfluous  use  of  in- 
verted commas,  and  has  a  good  deal  of  the  bullying  tone  which 
renders  so  many  of  the  author's  books  unpleasant,  however 
instructive  they  may  be. 

The  "  Athen«Bum  ^^  comments  upon  the  opportune  appear- 
ance of  Captain  Burton's  book,  not  only  from  the  stand-point 
of  the  "  Saturday  Review,^'  but  also  because  of  the  pending 
negotiations  with  France  on  the  part  of  our  Government  for  an 
exchange  of  settlements,  which  will  convert  the  Gaboon  into 

British  territory.     The  "  Athenoeum  '^  is  exceedingly  laudatory 
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of  the  book  and  its  antlior ;  and  the  following  extract  from  the 
review  shows  both  the  opinions  of  Captain  Barton,  and  the 
sort  of  thing  which  the  public  are  expected  to  accept  as  a 
'*  broad  and  philosophical  principle/'  when  the  Aficican  tribes 
are  in  question  : — 

"  The  description  of  the  native  tribes^  their  costoms,  super- 
stitions, and  every-daj  life,  constitutes  a  chief  feature,  and  one  of 
the  most  attractive  of  the  volumes  before  us.  In  the  matter  of 
matrimony  the  natives  on  the  Gaboon  are  utterly  corrupt,  and  '  he 
must  indeed  be  a  Solomon  of  a  son  who,  sur  lei  hords  du  Gabon,  can 
guess  at  his  own  sire.'  Polygamy  is  the  order  of  the  day,  and 
women  actually  disdain  to  marry  a  '  one-wifer.'  Captain  Burton, 
whose  opinions  on  this  subject  have  drawn  down  upon  him  the 
strictures  of  some  amongst  his  critics,  appears  to  justify  this  insti- 
tution in  the  present  state  of  Africa,  when  he  says : — 

'^  *'  A  judicious  culture  of  the  marriage  tie  is  necessary  amongst 
savages  and  barbarians,  whose  only  friends  and  supporters  are  blood 
relations  and  nuptial  connections.' 

''Yet  in  spite  of  polygamy,  woman  on  the  Gaboon  is  not  a 
down-trodden  member  of  society,  and  enjoys  a  considerable  latitude 
in  administering  her  own  affairs.  Thoagh  obliged  to  work  in  the 
fields,  to  carry  burdens,  and  to  prepare  her  husband's  food,  the  fruits 
of  the  labours  of  her  leisare  hours  are  her  own,  which  is  not  always 
the  case  in  more  civilized  countries,  and  there  even  exists  a  secret 
Order  called  *  Njembe,'  for  the  maintenance  of  Women's  Rights. 
With  reference  to  the  gradual  extinction  of  the  African  coast  tribes. 
Captain  Barton  offers  the  following  remarks : — 

"'What  with  pre-nuptial  excesses,  with  early  anions,  often 
infructuous,  with  a  virtual  system  of  community,  and  with  universal 
drunkenness,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  if  the  niaritime  tribes  of 
Africa  degenerate  and  die  out.  Such,  apparently,  is  the  modus 
operandi  by  which  Nature  rids  herself  of  the  ^^ete  races  which  have 
served  to  clear  the  ground  and  to  pave  the  way  for  higher  successors. 
Wealth  and  luxury,  so  generally  inveighed  against  by  poets  and 
divines,  injure  humanity  only  when  they  injuriously  affect  repro- 
duction ;  and  poverty  is  praised  only  because  it  breeds  more  men. 
The  true  tests  of  the  physical  prosperity  of  a  race,  and  of  its  position 
in  the  world,  are  bodily  strength  and  the  excess  of  births  over 
deaths.' 

*'  These  remarks  are  to  the  point.  They  illustrate  the  broad 
and  philosophical  principle  on  which  Captain  Burton  treats  his 
subject.  His  remarks  on  the  slave  trade  are  equally  pertinent, 
though  they  may  not  meet  the  views  of  those  who  look  upon  the 
negro  not  only  as  a  *  brother,'  but  as  a  human  being  capable  of 
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attaining  the  civilisation  of  the  Aryan  race.  The  slave  trade  is  prac- 
tically dead,  and  its  revival  wonld  be  completely  in  disaccord  with  the 
spirit  of  the  age.     Bat  the  world  still  wants  the  black  hand. 

"  *  Enormoos  tropical  regions  yet  await  the  clearing  and  the  drain- 
ing operations  by  the  lower  races,  which  will  fit  them  to  become  the 
dweUing-plaoe  of  oinlized  man  ...  A  band  fide  emigration,  a  free  en- 
^^e  system,  wonld  be  a  boon  to  Western  and  Inner  Africa,  where  the 
tribes  live  in  an  aknost  continual  state  of  petty  warfare.  The  anti- 
slavers  and  abolitionists,  of  course,  represent  this  to  be  the  effect  of 
the  European  trade  in  man's  flesh  and  blood ;  but  it  prevails,  and 
has  ever  prevailed,  and  long  will  prevail,  even  amongst  peoples  who 
have  never  sent  a  head  of  negro  to  the  coast.  And  there  is  a  large 
class  of  men  captured  in  battle,  and  a  host  of  those  condemned  to 
death  by  savage  superstition,  whose  lives  can  bo  saved  only  by  their 
exportation,  which,  indeed,  is  the  African  form  of  transportation.'  *' 

To  this  broad  and  philosophical  method  of  dealing  with  the 
fandamental  laws  of  morality,  the  "  Spectator,"  in  its  review 
of  the  same  work,  takes  exception;  as  also  to  the  anther's 
handling  of  the  custom  of  cannibalism  among  the  ¥&n,  a 
subject  upon  which  he  enters  after  he  has  examined  ''  Gorilla 
country/'  without  ever  seeing  a  gorilla,  and  when  all  the 
authentic  evidence  respecting  '*  the  ape  of  contention,"  as  he 
calls  the  big  monkey,  has  tended  to  discredit  the  veracity 
of  the  inventive  Frenchman  who  introduced  him  to  general 
notice : — 

"  Having  thus  routed  any  lingering  traces  of  confidence  in  the 
gorilla  stories  of  Paul  du  Chaillu,  Captain  Burton  destroys  almost 
as  thoroughly  the  notions  of  the  F^n  cannibals  with  which  that 
entertaining  but  unscrupulous  traveller  inspired  us.  M.  du  Chaillu 
described  a  large-limbed,  black-skinned,  ferocious  race,  with  huge 
mustachios  and  plaited  beards.  A  finely-made,  light-coloured 
people,  chocolate-tinted  at  the  darkest,  with  no  '  blacks '  among 
them,  except  those  of  servile  origin,  met  Captain  Burton's  sight. 
Their  hair,  which  they  dress  in  an  extraordinary  variety  of  fashions, 
is  not  woolly  ;  and  Captain  Burton  saw  one  gentleman  who  wore  a 
pigtail  bound  at  the  shoulders  by  the  neck  of  a  claret-bottle.  The 
Fan  are  an  intelligent  and  warlike  people,  and  though  Captain 
Burton  had  no  actual  evidence  of  their  cannibalism,  he  avers  it  as 
a  fact.  His  account  of  their  practice  of  the  horrid  custom  differs 
from  M.  du  Ghaillu's  in  every  particular;  he  declares  it  to  be  a 
quasi-religious  rite,  at  which  women  and  children  are  not  allowed 
to  be  present,  and  after  which  the  cooking-pots  are  broken.  The 
people  received  Captain  Burton's  inquiries  into  the  truth  of  Du 
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Ghailla's  statements  with  sboxits  of  laughter.  The  writer  treats  this 
sabject  at  considerable  length,  in  an  exceedingly  nnpleasant,  and 
we  cannot  but  think  nncalled*for  chapter,  in  which  he  quotes  Dr. 
Schweinforth,  to  prove  that '  pnblio  anthropophagy  can  co-exist  witl^ 
a  considerable  amount  of  comfort,  and,  so  to  speak,  civilization  ;* 
and  describes  it  in  a  style  which  no  one  who  recognizes  his  talents 
and  respects  his  energy  and  achievements  can  fail  to  regret.  No 
humour,  however  genuine,  could  excuse  such  coarseness  as  that 
which  Captain  Burton  habitually  indulges  in,  when  he  is  dealing 
with  those  aspects  of  human  nature  from  which  the  mind  shrinks 
with  the  strongest  loathing ;  and  his  attempts  at  humour  are  such 
heavy  failures,  that  they  aggravate  a  defect  so  grave  as  to  remove 
some  of  his  works  from  the  category  of  those  fit  for  general  reading. 
When  Captain  Burton  treats  of  the  relations  between  the  sex^  as 
they  exist  among  the  Congo  tribes,  he  is  only  less  offensive  than 
Mr.  Hepworth  Dixon  when  he  discusses  the  subject  a  propos  of 
Americans — and  he  can  never  let  it  alone — ^because  he  is  more 
downright,  and  brutal  plainness  is  less  odious  than  didactic  prurience. 
Captain  Burton  so  entirely  ignores  the  mere  notion  of  abstract 
morality  on  these  points,  and  so  openly  approves  of  the  polygamy 
practised  among  the  tribes  of  the  Congo,  that  it  is  not  surprising 
he  should  be  no  friend  to  Christian  Missions,  whose  teaching  would 
interfere  with  the  cannibalism,  which  he  regards  as  a  climatic  neces- 
sity in  countries  where  there  is  an  imperfect  meat  supply,  and  damp 
heat  prevails,  and  with  the  free  marriage,  which  he  considers 
'  necessary  among  savages  and  barbarians,  whose  only  friends  and 
supporters  are  blood-relations  and  nuptial  connections.'  His  tone 
is  80  aggressive  against  one*s  notions  of  decency,  that  one  has  hardly 
patience  to  seek  for  his  facts — as,  for  instance,  when  he  writes  of  the 
slave-exporting  tribes  as  people  who  have  never  sent '  a  head  of  non- 
negro  '  to  the  coast,  and  scoffs  generally  at  any  theory  which  recog- 
nizes the  human  rights  of  the  races  whom  he  regards  as  mere  brute 
scavengers,  making  clean  the  paths  for  men.  While  he  declares  the 
slave-trade  to  be  dead — revived  to  some  extent,  though,  in  the 
mas({uerade  of  '  free  emigration ' — he  does  not  admit  that  Africa 
ought  to  be  for  Africans." 

Nor  does  the  author's  political  dogmatism  find  &yoar  in 
the  eyes  of  the  '^  Spectator/'  which  inclines  to  the  notion  that 
the  "  departments ''  are  not  unacquainted  vrith  their  own  bnsh- 
ness  on  pointd  which  Captain  Barton  disputes^  and  certainly 
with  scant  courtesy : — 

•*  A  preface  full  of  taunts  of  *  I-told-you-so '  triumph,  of 
flippant  denunciation  of  the  Ashanti  campaign,  as  *a  negro  copy  of 
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the  negroid  Abyssinian,'  to  be  assigned  to  '  general  inenrioasness, 
local  mismanagement,  and  the  operation  of  unprincipled  jonmal- 
ism;'  and  jeering  allusions  to  'the  negropbile' — by  whicb  odd 
term  Captain  Burton  appears  to  designate  people  who,  believing 
black  races  to  be  human,  think  they  ought  to  bave  the  chance  of 
becoming  Christian— is  in  bad  taste,  and  prejudicial  to  the  book. 
However,  these  are  the  *  humours '  of  Captain  Burton,  who  has 
always  had  the  happiest  &culty  for  settling  questions  of  policy  off- 
hand on  paper ;  and  we  can  put  up  with  them,  especially  as  he  is  a 
man  with  a  grievance,  and  smile  at  the  assurance  that '  the  hostilities 
on  the  Gold  Coast  might  have  been  averted  with  honour  to  our- 
selves at  any  time  between  1868  and  1870  by  a  Colonial  Office 
mission  and  a  couple  of  thousand  pounds.'  The  cheap  kind  of 
credit  that  is  to  be  had  by  pointing  out  how  much  better  the  duties 
of  the  Colonial  Office  might  be  done  than  by  the  persons  whose 
business  it  is  to  do  them,  is  too  easily  attained,  one  would  think,  to 
be  worth  much  to  Captain  Burton,  but  he  pursues  it  pertinaciously. 
''  Leaving  aside  its  theories  and  its  prejudices — the  latter 
are  amusing  in  their  thoroughness — the  African  book  is  interesting, 
and  no  doabt  ifcs  pictures  of  the  country  and  the  people  are  true 
to  the  life  to-daj,  though  Captain  Barton's  journey  was  made 
twelve  years  ago." 

Thus  do  doctors  disagree,  and  who  shall  decide  ?  For  our 
part^  we  accept  Captain  Burton  on  Gorillas  and  ^'  kings,"  on 
cannibalism  and  the  apportionment  of  ^'  dash,"  but  we  do  not 
accept  him  as  an  adviser  of  the  authorities  after  the  fact,  and 
an  ntterer  of  oracular  truths.  He  reduces  the  gorilla  legend 
to  a  very  ignominious  reality,  and  his  chapters  concerning  the 
ape  and  its  habitat  are  to  us  the  most  interesting  in  the  book. 
Here  is  what  he  cuts  M.  Paul  du  Chaillu's  hellish-dream  crea- 
ture, half-man,  half-beast,  down  to : — 

''  Here  [left  bank  of  the  Gaboon]  the  comparative  absence  of 
matted  undergrowth  makes  the  landscape  sub-European,  at  least 
by  the  side  of  the  foul  tropical  jungle;  it  is  exceptionally  rich  in 
the  wild  fruits  required  by  the  huge  anthropoid.  The  clearings  also 
supply  bananas,  pine-apple  leaves,  and  sugar-cane,  and  there  is  an 
abundance  of  honey,  in  which  the  gorilla  delights.  The  villages 
and  the  frequent  plantations  which  it  visits  to  plunder  limit  its  re- 
production near  the  sea,  and  make  it  exceedingly  wary  and  keen  of 
€ye,  if  not  of  smell.  Even  when  roosting  by  night,  it  is  readily 
frightened  by  a  footstep,  and  the  crash  caused  by  the  mighty  bound 
from  branch  to  branch  makes  the  traveller  think  that  a  tree  has 
&llen No  one  could  give  me  an  authentic  instance  of  man- 
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elanghter  by  our  big  brother.  Mr.  Wilson  saw  a  man  wbo  had  lost 
tbe  calf  of  his  leg  in  an  enconnter ;  and  one  Etia,  a  huntsman, 
whose  left  hand  had  been  severely  crippled,  informed  Mr.  W.  Win- 
wood  Beade  that '  the  gorilla  seized  his  wrist  with  his  hind  foot,  and 
dragged  his  hand  into  his  month,  as  he  wonld  have  done  a  bnnch  of 

plantains The  gorilla   is  a  poor-devil  ape,  not  a  'hellish 

dream-creatnre>  half-man,  half-beast.'  He  is  not  king  of  the 
African  forests ;  he  fears  the  njego,  or  leopard ;  and  as  lions  will 
not  live  in  those  wet,  wooded,  and  gameless  lands,  he  can  hardly 
have  expelled  King  Leo.  He  does  not  choose  the '  darkest,  gloomiest 
forests,'  bnt  prefers  the  thin  woods,  where  he  finds  wild  fruits  for 
himself  and  family.  His  tremendous  roar  does  not  shake  the  jungle ; 
it  is  a  hollow,  apish  cry,  a  loudish  huhh !  huhh !  huhh !  explosive, 
like  the  puff  of  a  steam-eng^e,  which  in  rage  becomes  a  sharp  and 
snappish  bark  ;  any  hunter  can  imitate  it.  The  eye  is  not  a  *  h'ght 
grey,'  but  the  brown  common  to  all  the  tribe.  However  old  and 
lame  he  may  be,  the  gorilla  runs  away  with  peculiar  alacrity,  aad 
on  the  seaboard  at  least  is  essentially  a  coward ;  and  whilst  a  hen 
will  defend  her  chicks,  Mrs.  Oorilla  will  fly,  leaving  son  or  daughter 
in  the  hunter's  hands." 

Ultima  Thule  is  a  very  big  book ;  and,  in  reality,  of  much 
later  date  than  Captain  Burton's  Two  Trips.  The  latter  is  the 
record  of  journeys  which  were  undertaken  twelve  years  ago ; 
the  former  is  that  of  the  indefatigable  traveller*s  most  recent 
excursion.  The  details  of  travel  and  sojourn  in  Iceland  bear 
but  small  relation  to  the  magnitude  of  the  work,  which  is  one 
of  the  most  exhaustive  and  valuable,  which  we  owe  at  once  to 
Captain  Burton's  industrious  research,  and  to  his  personal  expe- 
rience during  two  visits  to  the  far-away  island.  He  has  col- 
lected a  vast  mass  of  information  on  every  conceivable  branch 
of  his  subject,  and  he  gives  us  a  digest  of  it,  which  is  all  one 
can  desire  in  point  of  instruction,  if  rather  heavy  reading,  for 
its  graces  of  style  are  even  less  than  those  of  the  African  book. 
After  all,  the  test  which  stay-at-home  travellers  apply  to  books 
is,  do  they  make  us  wish  to  go  to  the  countries  they  tell  us  of  ? 
Captain  Burton's  book  redeems  us  from  our  ignorance  respect- 
ing Iceland,  but  it  does  not  make  us  want  to  go  there. 

Now,  Mr.  Butler- Johnstone's  Trip  up  the  Volga  does  make 
us  want  to  go  there,  and  is  a  delightful  book,  ''  short  *'  enough 
to  please  Young  Eapid  in  ^'  A  Cure  for  the  Heartache '' — ^who 
liked  to  hear  the  fortune  of  Miss  Vortex  quoted  as  '^  a  plum," 
because  it  was  such  a  nice  "  short "  word — and  full  of  informa- 
'^n,  which    the   author   gained   chiefly  by  conversing  with 
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Bassians^  cliildren  of  that  immense  oonntiy  which  he  reiterates 
"  is  not  a  country,  but  a  continent,  and,  measuring  civilization 
by  the  progress  of  the  steam-engine,  only  a  half-civiKzed  con- 
tinent." This  book  is,  however,  much  more  than  entertaining ; 
we  venture  to  pronounce  it  one  of  the  most  important  of 
the  time,  because  it  puts  before  the  minds  of  Englishmen 
facts  concerning  the  Bussian  empire  as  it  is,  which  it  is  of 
consequence  that  they  should  know  and  be  able  to  weigh 
correctly,  and  which  are  likely  to  be  unapprehended,  dis- 
regarded, or  slurred  over  by  that  indolently  complacent  public 
opinion  which  rouses  itself  by  fits  and  starts,  and  drowses  off 
again.  There  is  no  harm  in  contemplating  the  possibility  of 
war  with  Bussia.  We  are  no  nearer  to  a  quarrel  with  the 
German  empire  because  Count  Moltke  has  his  plans  of  a  cam- 
paign against  England  drawn  up  and  pigeon-holed.  Mr. 
Butler-Johnstone  merely  wishes  to  make  us  understand  what 
Bussia  is ;  how  great  the  diflTerence  is  between  the  power  with 
which  we  contended  in  1854  and  the  power  whose  interests 
threaten  to  clash  with  ours  at  present ;  a  difference  existing 
not  only  in  the  material  and  military  advance  of  the  '^  drilled 
continent,'*  which  Bussia  is  now,  but  in  the  fact  that  the  poli- 
tical difficulties  which  were  an  opportunity  for  its  enemies  in 
the  past  have  been  vanquished,  and  the  "  continent "  is  not 
only  vast,  but  so  far  united  that  the  discordant  elements  do 
not  represent  any  formidable  flaw,  or  indicate  a  weakness  which 
would  be  strength  to  her  opponents.  He  puts  these  points 
forcibly,  after  the  following  summary  of  the  physical  greatness 
of  Bussia: — 

"  Her  giant  tracts  bear  uo  resemblance  to  anything  you  find  in 
Earopo.  In  the  north  there  is  a  single  tract  of  forest  covering  a 
superficies  as  large  as  the  whole  of  Spain ;  then  another  large  tract 
inhabited  by  a  population  engaged  in  every  variety  of  industry,  and 
dependent  for  fuel  on  those  northern  forests ;  then  another  huge 
tract,  thrice  the  size  of  Prance,  of  deep  black  soil  which  has  for 
more  than  a  century  past  yielded  the  richest  crops  of  wheat,  and 
has  never  seen  manure  ;  then,  to  the  south  and  south-east,  another 
huge  tract  of  steppes,  only  waiting  for  an  increase  of  population  to 
become,  perhaps,  one  of  the  most  fertile  in  the  world ;  then  away 
across  the  Urals  another  limitless  tract,  rather  another  continent 
than  a  country,  the  Asiatic  reserve  of  the  European  giant.  The 
population  inhabiting  these  different  tracts  amounts  at  present  to 
sixty  milUons ;  by  the  end  of  the  century  it  is  calculated  that  it  wiU 
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reach  a  hundred  millions ;  and  the  resources  of  the  oonnby  are  con- 
sidered capable  of  sostaining,  without  a  strain,  a  hundred  and 
seventy  millions  of  inhabitants.  Of  the  sixty  millions  present  in- 
habitants, thirty-five  millions  of  homogeneous  Sclaves  form  the 
backbone  of  the  nation — a  larger  mass  of  homogeneous  people 
than  is  to  be  found  anywhere  else.  The  unity  and  int^rity  of  a 
country  so  composed  can  never  be  seriously  threatened.  Besides, 
with  the  exception  of  the  Poles,  even  the  most  wild  and  hetero- 
geneous tribes  to  be  found  within  its  borders  yield  a  ready  and  un- 
questionable obedience  to  a  Government  which,  by  long  experience, 
knows  how  to  deal  with  its  various  races,  applying  a  Lesbian  rule 
to  the  requirements  and  capacities  of  each,  but  at  the  same  time 
exacting  military  service  and  tribute  from  them  all." 

The  reader's  imagination  can  hardly  fail  to  be  impressed  by 
this  picture.  '^ Magnificent  distances*'  have  a  great  charm 
for  the  stay-at-home  fancy,  and  as  it  follows  them,  they  become 
peopled  with  the  wonderful  productions  of  Nature  throughout 
her  varying  climes.  But  Mr.  Butler- Johnstone  does  not  want  us 
to  linger  over  his  grandiose  map  of  the  White  Czar's  vast  realm, 
he  bids  us  note  that  meaning  phrase  "  with  the  exception  of 
the  Poles,"  and  he  puts  the  present  aspect  of  ''the  Polish 
Question,"  in  a  light  in  which  it  certainly  has  not  been  regarded 
by  us,  and  which,  in  fact,  comes  very  near  to  realizing  the  old 
story  of  the  naturalist's  chapter  on  Snakes  in  Norway,  In  an 
appreciative  review  of  A  Trip  up  the  Volga^  the  ''  Saturday 
Review  ^'  gives  the  following  summary  of  the  author's  state- 
ment of  the  Polish  Question : — 

'^  Above  all,  Mr.  Butler- Johnstone  is  right  in  assuming  that  the 
important  change  in  Russia's  Polish  policy  has  not  been  fully  com- 
prehended in  England.  He  points  out  very  clearly  how  the 
Government  has  been  lately  reducing  the  proportions  of  the  danger 
that  still  remains  a  menace  on  the  western  frontier,  by  directing 
its  action  to  Lithuania  rather  than  Poland.  In  what  used  to  be 
the  Grand  Duchy  of  Warsaw,  the  population  are  Poles  whore  they 
are  not  Jews ;  and,  to  practical  men  impatient  for  the  ends  they 
have  at  heart,  coercion  seems  a  preferable  alternative  to  civilization. 
In  Lithtiania  it  is  only  the  proprietors  and  upper  classes  who  are 
bound  to  be  disaffected  in  virtue  of  their  Polish  blood;  for  the 
peasants  are  of  Sclavish  race,  and  have  no  necessary  animosity  to 
their  Russian  kinsmen.  So  in  the  Lithuanian  provinces,  Russia 
has  been  arbitrarily  getting  rid  of  the  Polish  landowners  and  sup- 
pressing the  Polish  language,  and  hopes  with  good  reason  to 
Bnssianjge  these  troublesome  districts  before  very  long.    Should 
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she  succeed  in  this,  Chdicia  will  cease  to  be  an  outpost  through 
which  Austria  can  always  attack  her  underhand;  and  then,  to 
quote  Mr.  Johnstone^s  expressions,  Bussia  will  have  put  into  her 
pocket  the  key  of  the  position  in  Eastern  Europe,  and  changed  the 
whole  fiice  of  European  politics.** 

Into  the  military  condition  of  Russia  the  author  goes^  after 
his  thorough  but  succinct  fashion,  and  he  develops  the  truth 
which  has  been  for  a  long  time  evident  to  even  superficial 
observers,  that  the  Crimean  War  marked  a  distinct  and 
fortunate  era  in  the  life  of  the  Bossian  nation,  that  its  ultimate 
effects  have  been  the  regeneration  of  Russia  and  the  ruin  of 
Turkey.  Well  may  the  daughter  of  the  White  Czar  be  sup- 
posed to  pass  by  Crimean  "  trophies  "  unmoved,  unmortified  : 
their  ostensible  significance  is  lost  in  their  moral  and  political 
meaning : — 

"  The  war,"  says  the  author,  "  ruined  Turkey  by  confounding 
her  finances,  and  teaching  her  the  fatal  secret  of  a  national  debt, 
which  the  Tark  has  since  worked  out  to  the  inevitable  conclusion 
of  a  national  bankruptcy.  It  regenerated  Russia  by  showing  her 
the  weak  parts  in  her  cuirass,  the  corruption  of  her  administration, 
the  absence  of  means  of  internal  communication,  and  the  want  of 
vigour  and  intelligence  in  a  portion  of  her  population.  She,  too, 
has  improved  the  lesson :  every  branch  of  her  administration  has 
been  reformed ;  corruption,  if  not  absolutely  rooted  out,  has  at  any 
rate  been  checked,  and  compelled  to  hide  its  head ;  a  network  of 
railways  has  been  undertaken,  connecting  the  heart  of  the  empire 
with  its  most  distant  members ;  and,  greatest  triamph  of  all,  the 
emancipation  of  the  serf  was  resolved  upon,  and,  in  spite  of  all 
obstacles,  has  been  successfully  carried  out — a  measure  which,  by 
stimulating  the  free  energies,  cannot  fail  to  develop  the  intelligence 
of  the  g^reat  mass  of  the  rural  population  of  the  country.  In  fact, 
there  has  been  progress — great,  rapid,  and  astounding  progress — 
material,  social,  and  moral  progress — along  the  whole  line." 

''The  Saturday  Review''  thinks  Mr.  Butler- Johnstone's 
sketch  of  Russian  progress  is  rather  too  rosy,  and  doubts 
especially  the  material  decrease  of  official  corruption,  which  it 
does  not  expect  will  be  much  modified  until  Russian  officials 
are  adequately  paid.  But  it  adopts  his  views  on  the  whole ; 
and  it  puts  the  eventuality  to  which  all  his  observations  tend, 
stroi^gly : — 

''  In  case  of  war,  we  should  find  Russia  even  a  more  formidable 
enemy  than  we  are  in  the  habit  of  supposing.     Our  fleets,*'  the 
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author  thinks,  *^  could  do  her  but  little  injury,  even  if  they  swept  the 
seas  of  what  commerce  she  has,  and  shut  her  in  behind  her  for- 
tified seaports.  If  we  meant  to  fight  her  to  any  purpose,  we  should 
once  more  have  to  fight  her  on  land — and,  our  author  takes  it  for 
granted  that  she  is  to  go  to  Constantinople — and  we  know  that  in 
the  course  of  a  dozen  years  or  so,  she  talks  of  haying  two  millions 
and  a  half  of  men  under  arms.  Thus  the  prospect,  as  he  presents  it, 
is  by  no  means  a  cheering  one,  even  should  England  in  the  mean- 
time consent  to  a  uniyersal  conscription  in  view  of  the  impending 
struggle.*' 

True,  the  prospect  is  not  cheerful,  but  neither  is  it,  as  we 
believe,  imminent;  and  in  the  meantime  it  is  impossible  to 
read  this  book  without  conceiving  admiration  and  respect  for 
our  ally,  whether  Russia  be  destined  to  turn  into  an  enemy  in 
the  future  or  not.  No  country  has  ever  given  a  more  satis- 
factory account  of  twenty-one  years  in  its  existence,  and  we 
are  not  going  to  adopt  Napoleon's  cynical  axiom,  '*  there  is 
nothing  one  nation  hates  like  another  nation.^^ 

Next  to  the  Bazar  at  Cairo,  the  Fair  of  Nijni  Novogorod 
has  probably  had  strongest  attractions  for  the  imagination  of 
stay-at-home  travellers ;  the  latter  seems,  indeed,  to  combine 
its  own  wild  strange  picturesque  interest  with  the  "  Arabian 
Nights  "-like  charm  of  the  former,  the 

*'  Pearls  of  Ormuz,  riches  rare, 
Damascene  and  Indian  ware ; 
Bale  on  bale,  and  heap  on  heap," 

of  the  desert  caravan.  Mr.  Butler-Johnstone's  closely- studied 
sketch  does  not  disappoint  us,  though  he  tells  us  nothing  about 
sieves  full  of  sapphires  and  sacks  full  of  turquoises,  and  very 
likely  those  commodities  never  were  sold  at  Nijni  any  more  than 
Aladdin's  lamp  was  sold  at  Bagdad.  The  real  romance  of  the 
place  is  falling  off;  the  Armenians  and  the  Persians  who  still 
come  thither,  are  adopting  Western  manners,  and  the  Chinese 
and  Turcomans — about  whom  one  accepts  even  Arminius 
Vambery^s  ponderous  prosing  with  avidity,  and  Mr.  MacGrahan's 
charming  picturesque  sketches  with  delight — are  adopting  the 
commonplace  method  of  consignment  of  their  goods.  No 
longer  is  the  groat  fair  on  the  outskirts  of  the  desert  a  yearly 
jostling  place  for  the  little-known  races  of  the  east  and  the 
west;  and  the  rowdy  element,  if  one  may  apply  the  wjrd  to 
the  trade  pilgrims  who  resort  thither,  has  almost  disappeared 
under  the  strong  hand  of  the  double  government  of  the  fair, 
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which  is  carried  on  by  a  committee  elected  by  the  merchants, 
exercising  a  concurrent  jurisdiction  with  the  governor  of  the 
province  and  the  ordinary  governmental  authorities.  Naturally 
one  would  like  to  see  some  of  the  Usbeck  Turks,  whose  gallant 
story  Colonel  Wood  told  us  some  years  ago  in  his  book  about 
the  Oxus,  and  whose  subjection  by  General  Kaufmann  seems 
hardly  to  be  so  complete  as  was  supposed  last  year ;  but  no 
"Independent  Tartars"  come  down  now  with  cotton  from 
Khiva,  nor  do  yellow  men  escort  the  teeks  which  play  so 
immense  a  part  in  Russian  commerce  fi*om  Maimachen.  In 
the  vast  market  there  is  no  crowd  or  noise  of  busy  bargain- 
driving.  It  is  thus  that  the  great  "  trade"  (say  £30,000,000) 
is  done  at  Nijni  Yannark : — 

"  Go  into  that  modest-looking  HtUa  ginopha,  and  see  those  two 
fihrewd-looking  men  talking  confidentially  to  each  other,  and  you 
will  find  that  '  business '  to  the  value  of  many  hundred  thousands 
of  roubles  has  been  discussed  between  them  over  those  glasses  of 
Kiakhta  tea;  go  into  the  Exchange  between  twelve  and  one,  or 
between  seven  and  eight,  and  you  will  again  see  '  business '  done 
for  millioss  of  roubles  in  every  conceivable  article  of  demand  ;  go 
into  the  Commercial  Club  at  any  hour,  and  especially  at  dinoer 
hour,  and  you  will  see  that'agent  of  Demidof  quietly  seated  with  that 
Tenia  manufacturer,  who  is  giving  him  orders  for  millions  of  poods  of 
Ural  iron ;  go  still  more  into  the  restaurants  and  caf6s  which  abound, 
and  you  \rill  see  grave*looking  men,  of  every  complexion  and 
costume  imaginable,  from  the  old  Muscovite  with  his  rubicund  nose 
and  thick  beard,  to  the  Parsee  from  Baku,  seated  hours  together 
in  pairs,  and  drinking  glass  after  glass  of  tea  (always  tea!)  whilst 
they  are  trying  to  strike  a  bargain,  in  which  each  is  endeavouring 
to  outwit  the  other :  few  words  pass  between  them,  but  these,  like 
Balzac's  Monsieur  Grandet's,  are  always  to  the  point." 

Two  posthumous  travel  books  claim  some  brief  notice  and 
acknowledgment.  One  is  the  last  which  we  shall  have  from 
Charles  John  Andersson,  who  told  us  in  former  days  about 
Lake  Ngami  and  the  Okovango  river,  and  who,  though  a 
clumsy  writer,  even  for  an  African  traveller,  gave  us,  by  dint 
of  setting  down  exactly  what  he  saw,  a  picture  of  a  fire  on  a 
savannah,  and  the  stampede  of  camp  cattle,  which  remains 
fixed  in  our  memory  beyond  the  power  of  any  number  of  sub- 
sequent African  books  to  dislodge  it.  This  latest  work,  which 
is  called  Notes  of  Travel  in  So^dh  Africa,  is  edited  by  Mr. 
Lloyd,  under  whose  auspices  The  Lion  and  the  'JElephant  also 
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saw  the  lights  since  the  aathor^  after  the  fashion   of  many 
African    explorers,   died  miserably   on   the    frontier    of  the 
Portaguese    colonies^   which    it    was    his    ardent    desire  to 
reach   from    Ondongo.      The  narrative  is   chiefly   concerned 
with  Damaraland^  and  with  Mr.  Andersson's  trading  Yentores, 
fortunes^  and  misfortunes.     The  editor  has  not  tonched  it  up 
at  all  in  point  of  style,  an  operation  which  would  have  im- 
proved it  very  much ;  and  though  there  is  plenty  of  adventure 
in  the  book,  and  the  author  makes  us  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  the  Damaras  and  the  Namaquas — who  might  vie  with 
Major  Butler's  plagues  the  Akim-foo,  in  cowardice — ^it  would  be 
hard  to  get  through,  only  for  the  zoological  element  in  it  which 
renders  it  interesting.      Andersson's  journal  contains  a  truly 
horrible  description  of  the  ravages  of  mosquitoes,  ants^  and 
maggots  in  Damaraland. 

The  second  posthumous  work  is  a  collection  of  essays, 
papers,  and  newspaper  articles  by  the  late  Mr.  David  Leslie, 
who  died  at  Natal  last  year,  and  who  probably  knew  more  Uian 
any  other  man  about  the  Zulus  and  Amatongas,  their  language 
and  customs,  the  products  of  the  country,  its  animals,  and  its 
climate.  Mr.  Leslie  was  a  model  colonist  and  an  exceedingly 
clever  man;  a  naturalist,  a  sportsman,  a  student,  and  a 
humorist ;  equally  popular  with  his  fellow-colonists  and  among 
the  '^  great  chiefs  "  of  the  interior,  and  a  personal  friend  of  the 
late  and  present  kings  of  the  Zulus,  so  that  it  would  be  impos- 
sible to  find  any  one  more  fitted  to  write  on  the  numerous 
subjects  of  which  he  treats,  and  which  he  has  rendered  in- 
variably interesting,  and  in  many  instances  very  amusing.  His 
lion  and  buffalo  stories  are  charming,  and  he  records  his  ac- 
quaintance with  many  knowing  natives,  though,  perhaps,  not 
with  any  who  are  up  to  the  mark  of  the  coloured  contro- 
versialist who  converted  Dr.  Colenso. 

Travel  books  by  ladies  who  have  been  *'  abroad  *'  for  a  few 
months,  and  who  treat  us,  as  the  result,  to  a  combination  of 
their  own  journals  and  the  fashionable  guide-books,  form  a 
species  of  literature  which  one  recognizes  to  avoid.  WheUier 
the  writers  be  sentimental  or  strong-minded,  fine  ladies 
who  travel  with  every  sort  of  impediment  to  freedom  and 
genuine  observation  which  fashion  can  prescribe,  or  stem 
persons  who  make  up  their  minds  to  spend  five  fitmcs  where 
other  people  spend  a  Napoleon,  and  write  books  to  record  how 
they  carried  out  their  intention ;  they  are  equally  tiresome  as  a 
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rule.  More  pretentious  than  the  numberless  novel  writers  who 
lack  every  kind  of  qualification,  except  self-complacency,  for  the 
occupation,  they  are  more  provoking,  because  one  can  under- 
stand that  a  silly  woman  may  imagine  she  has  hit  upon  a  story 
that  is  not  silly ;  but  it  is  diiBcult  to  forgive  the  folly  that 
believes  the  world  would  like  to  know  at  what  hour  my  Lady 
Blank  ^'  ensconced  "  herself  (they  all  ensconce  themselves)  in  a 
certain  train,  and  what  impression  St.  Peter's  made  upon 
Mrs.  Dash.  Such  being  our  sentiments,  the  pleasure  with  which 
Mrs.  Blake^s  Twelve  Months  in  Southern  Europe  inspires  us  is  a 
novelty  as  well.  Here  is  an  account  of  a  tour,  written  with  spirit, 
heartiness,  and  good  sense,  free  from  the  "  swagger "  of  fine 
ladyism  (nothing  but  the  current  slang  word  exactly  expresses 
what  we  mean),  and  from  every  sort  of  jargon.  The  book  is 
the  pleasantest  and  most  interesting  one  we  have  had  since 
Mr.  Alfred  Montgomery's  '^  On  the  Wing,*'  the  outcome  of  a 
healthy  mind,  quick  powers  of  observation,  a  cheerful  disposi- 
tion, and  a  sense  of  humour,  in  which  books  of  travel  written 
by  women  are  usually  deplorably  deficient.  Mrs.  Blake  does  not 
draw  as  well  as  she  writes,  and  she  might  have  chosen  a  prettier 
frontispiece  for  her  pleasant  volume  than  the  skull-and-bone- 
built  vault  of  the  Capuccini  Convent  at  Rome.  Her  chapters 
on  Greece  are  especially  amusing,  and  her  descriptive  cata- 
logue of  "odds  and  ends  of  humanity"  encountered  in  her 
travels,  full  of  fun,  but  without  a  spice  of  ill -nature,  is  the  best 
bit  of  writing  in  the  book. 

On  that  memorable  occasion,  after  Mark  Tapley  had  made 
Martin  Chuzzlewit  aware  that  the  ills  of  life  were  capable  of 
alleviation  by  the  agency  of  sherry-cobbler,  he  observed, 
in  reply  to  his  master's  remark,  that  "  military  oflBcers "  in 
America  were  as  plentiful  as  scarecrows  in  England,  that  they 
were  not  unlike  them  either,  "  bein'  mostly  all  coat  and 
wesket,  with  nothin'  but  a  stick  inside.'*  We  are  reminded 
of  this  comparison,  when  turning  from  the  travel  books  which 
deal  with  the  eastern,  to  those  that  treat  of  the  western  hemi- 
sphere, our  attention  is  challenged  by  the  two  big  volumes 
which  embody  Mr.  Hopworth  Dixon's  most  recent  message  to 
a  waiting  and  attentive  world,  under  the  unintelligible  title 
of  White  Conquest,  The  book  is  simply  a  scarecrow,  "all 
coat  and  wesket,  with  nothin'  but  a  stick  inside."  Mr.  Hep- 
worth  Dixon  is  perhaps  the  very  biggest  "  wind  bag  "  of  a 
literary  period  in  which  the  name  has  gone   out  of  use,  but 
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the  thing  is  flourishing  and  multiplying  exceedingly.  He  is 
the  representative  bumptious  litterateur ;  but  happily  his 
example  has  not  yet  proved  so  widely  infectious  as  to  give  rise 
to  a  "  school."  Two  causes  mercifully  operated  to  avert  tiie 
spirit  of  Dixonism  and  its  widespread  infliction  on  the  human 
race.  One  was,  that  when  Mr.  Dixon  discovered  ''New 
America/^  he  was  not  alone.  His  companion  was  a  much 
cleverer  fellow  than  himself,  and  ^^ Greater  Britain''  was  a 
bigger,  stronger,  sounder,  truer,  and  cleaner  book  than  the 
recueil  of  foulness  and  ecc^itrioity  which  Mr.  Dixon  brought 
back  to  English  people  as  the  collected  treasure  of  his  philo- 
sophical examination  of  the  kindred  nation  over  tJie  sea. 
Dilkeism  took,  Dixonism  did  not ;  and  the  chiffonier  of  litera- 
ture has  been  left  without  imitators  or  rivals  in  his  unsavoury 
industry.  The  other  was  a  phenomenal  absence  of  humour  in 
the  books,  a  depth  of  deprivation  which  raises  the  deficiency 
from  a  negative  to  a  positive  mental  condition,  which  makes  of 
it  a  darkness  that  nlay  be  felt.  Happily  we  have  not  a  school 
of  writers  whose  fittest  emblem  is  a  scarecrow  in  a  cocked  hat. 
On  the  whole,  the  sanitary  condition  of  our  literature  is  too 
sound  for  that.  We  have  stupid  imitators,  but  they  choose 
healthy  models  for  the  most  part,  and  the  dullest  among  them 
would  shrink  from  the  melancholy  monotony  of  Dixonian 
bathos.  No,  Mr.  Hepworth  Dixon  shares  with  none  the 
chiffonier  business  to  which  he  devotes  himself,  and  when 
he  carries  his  wallet,  his  lantern  and  his  crochet  to  the  New 
America  which  he  discovered,  he  may  display  the  heap  of 
unsightly  and  ill-smelling  refuse  he  gathers  there,  unchal- 
lenged, on  his  return.  No  one  else  goes  poking  after  him, 
into  the  foul  corners  and  slimy  alleys  where  he  finds  his 
facts,  and  long  may  he  retain  the  monopoly  of  the  business. 
To  open  a  book  by  Mr.  Hepworth  Dixon,  is  like  going 
into  a  room  where  there  is  some  hidden  foulness,  sought 
to  be  disguised  by  strong  perfume.  Very  soon  one  begins  to 
''  sniflF  round,''  and  in  a  short  time  one  comes  unerringly  to 
the  fetid  heap  of  rags  in  the  comer.  We  come  upon  it 
rather  early  in  the  perusal  of  White  Conquest,  which  is 
declared  by  the  "Athenseum"  to  be  ''the  best  written, 
most  instructive,  and  most  entertaining  book  that  Mr.  Dixon 
has  written  since  New  Ameriea^  and  in  which  the  ''  Morn- 
ing Post "  discerns  the  following  qualities  : — ''  It  has  all 
the  old  brilliancy  of  description,  the  same  sense  of  humour^ 
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and  the  wonderftd  accnmiilation  of  facts^  historical  and  other- 
wise,  to   which   Mr.   Hepworth   Dixon    has   accustomed  his 
admirers;  and  besides  these  merits  the  volnmes  acquire  an 
additional  charm  from  the  fact  that  they  start  with  romantic 
and   comparatiyely  unknown  regions;    and   a   special  value 
because  they  deal  with  the  gravest  of  modern  social  problems/^ 
It  is  interesting  to  contrast  with  this  generalizing  flattery  the 
only  serious  analysis   of  the  book  which  has  appeared — that 
of  the  "  Saturday  Review,**  which  resolves  White  Conquest 
into  its  elements,  and  shows  how  it  is  merely  an  audacious 
example  of  book-making,  the  materials  being  in  great  part 
taken  from  American  newspapers  and  other  publications,  which 
might  just  as  well  have  been  put  together  in  London ;  and  are 
in  no  real  sense  the  results  of  study  during  the  brief  lecturing 
tour  which  the  author  exalts  into  an  exhaustive  inspection  of 
men,  cities,  systems,  and  morals.     "  The  fine  language  is  no 
doubt  Mr.  Dixon's  own,*'  says  the  reviewer  in  the  *'  Satur- 
day,** and  we  feel  as  sure  of  that  as  he.     The  '^  Watertoast 
Gazette  *'  itself  fails  before  the  tawdry  turgidity  of  Mr.  Hep- 
worth  Dixon*s  tall  talk.     The  taste  which  accepts  his  style  as 
eloquent,  and  his  views  as  sound,  is  taste  of  the  order  which 
likes  to  see  raddled  circus  girls  jump  through  paper  hoops, 
and  conjurers  produce  gold  watches  from  the  interior  of  penny 
loaves.     There  is  dexterity  in  both  performances,  but  hardly 
sadi  as  commands  respect.    Stripped  of  big  words  and  pompous 
conceits,  the  book  is  very  meagre  and  resolves  itself  into  a  col- 
lection of  gossip,  diversified  by  stories  of  criminals  and  savages, 
whom  the  author  endeavours  to  invest  with  spurious  romance, 
like  the  pseudo-philosophy  with  which  he  discussed  the  disgast- 
ing  aberrations  from  morality  and  decency  of  the  wretches  whom 
he  chose  to  represent  as  types  of  the  new  American  nation.   In 
fact,  when  one  takes  ofi*  the  coat  and  waistcoat  and  the  cocked 
hat,  one  finds  a  stick  inside.     Mr.  Dixon  passed,  in  the  course 
of  his  lecturing  tour,  through  California,  Texas,  and  some  parts 
of  Mexico,  and  '^  caught  glimpses  of  a  good  deal  of  firfirange 
life,  read  the  local  newspapers,  talked  freely  with  the  people  he 
met,  and  with  what  he  gathered  in  this  way,  he  has  padded  out 
a  couple  of  big  volumes.**     The  first  chapter  of  the  first  of  those 
big  volumes  (which  is  about  Carmelo  Bay  and  San  Carlos),  is 
the  keynote,  and    the   measure    of    the    bastard-grandiose, 
braggart  bunkum    of  the   whole  book,  and    contains  some 
entertaining  blunders,  considering  the  strain  affcer  the  circum- 
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stantially  picturesque  wliicli  the  author  puts  upon  himself. 
The  ocean  lapping  in  a  murmured  tone,  and  voices  feeding 
silence  are  Dixonian  gems,  which  one  hardly  expects  to  pick  up 
so  soon.  But  they  are  as  plenty  as  were  the  diamonds  in  Sind- 
bad's  Valley.  The  "Saturday  Review''  kindly  strings  a  few  of 
them  together,  in  illustration  of  a  trick  of  Mr.  Dixon's,  when, 
"  meaning  to  be  particularly  pathetic  or  impressive,  he  fells 
into  a  kind  of  bastard  rhythm,  which  helps  to  keep  up  the 
impression  of  transpontine  tragedy.^'  Here  they  are :  *'*  North 
of  this  sacred  spur,  but  running  side  by  side,  a  tamer  spur 
runs  down  from  Monte  Troo  ;  falling  with  gentler  slope  and 
clothed  in  softer  woods.'*  ^'  No  line  is  dropped  into  the  flood 
for  trout,  no  snare  is  drawn  across  the  ford  for  duck.  All 
nature  at  Carmelo  runs  to  waste.''  "  Two  foreign  artists  come 
into  these  parts.  For  what  ?  To  grow  their  beards,  to  bronze 
their  cheeks,  to  shake  the  dust  of  Paris  from  their  feet.  Each 
has  an  eye  for  nature,  observing  her  moods  with  care,  noting 
how  sunlight  plays  with  colour  in  the  sea,  and  how  metaUic 
veins  add  lustre  to  the  earth."  "  Adobe  walls  soon  melt. 
The  summer's  sun  is  frying  them  to  dust;  the  winter's  rain  is 
washing  them  away.  Each  zephyr  steals  some  grains  of  loam." 
"  Who  plants  these  stems  of  pine  in  holy  soil  ?  Here  lies  the 
mysteiy  of  that  aged  chief."  ^'  There  flowed  the  sea,  aUve 
with  smelts  and  seals.  Below  the  headland  they  could  see  the 
whales  go  sweeping  by.  Why  not  put  off  in  chase  ?  It  was  a 
dangerous  trade,  but  when  they  plied  it  eagerly  they  found  it 
pay."  '^A  hundred  villas  nestle  in  the  woods,  a  hundred 
ch&lets  climb  the  hills."  "  With  gibe  and  curse  she  sent  him 
to  his  task,  with  pinch  and  cuff  she  lashed  him  to  his  yoke." 
Nothing  can  be  more  tiresome  than  this  sing-song  bathos,  and 
the  writer  also  snatches  at  every  chance  of  alUteration,  how- 
ever childish,  such  as  trough  and  tough,  ridge  and  rock,  lop 
and  lie,  rove  and  rob,  "  snug  in  their  huts,  they  learned  to 
wash  their  skins,  and  put  on  shirt  and  shawl.".  Once  he 
has  to  speak  of  trapper  and  trooper,  and  keeps  up  the  rattle 
like  a  baby,  through  several  sentences.  He  describes  San 
Francisco  as  a  city  of  white  houses,  which,  '^  surging  up  two 
hills,  Cretans  round  their  sides,  and  runs  in  foam  towards  yet 
more  distant  heights." 

Mr.  Dixon's  avowed  object  is  to  show  how  it  has  fared  and 
is  faring  with  red  men,  black  men,  and  yellow  men  in  their 
strife  with  white  men,  and  this  he  does  after  his  own  peculiar 
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fashion^  adding  to  ifc  a  great  deal  on  many  other  subjects, 
which  is,  according  to  the  "  Athenssum,"  '^  very  easy  to  read, 
and  doubtless  accurate  in  the  main,  although  Mr.  Dixon  does 
make  San  Franciscan  adventurers,  and  New  Orleans  carpet 
baggers,  and  Vermont  working-men  converse  with  him  in 
^  rhythmic  prose/  and  express  their  sentiments  in  altogether 
unlikely  ways."  We  cannot  accept  the  ^^  AthensDum's  *' 
'' doubtless."  Mr.  Dixon  exercises  his  imagination  at  a  safe 
distance  on  the  territory  of  that  New  America  in  which  we  do 
not  feel  disposed  to  believe ;  there  are  no  data  within  reach 
whereby  to  contradict  him,  as  there  were  when  he  wrote 
"rhythmic  prose/'  with  more  rhythm  than  veracity  in  it, 
about  Spanish  history,  and  the  "Tower  of  London/'  but  we 
have  the  comfortable  assurance  of  common  sense  that  such 
societies  as  he  describes  could  no  more  exist  under  the 
conditions  which  he  paints,  than  a  regiment  of  corpses 
could  march.  Red,  black,  yellow,  and  white  men  in  those 
regions  on  which  he  dilates  in  "rhythmic  prose,"  monotonous, 
tautological,  and  tawdry,  are  all  monsters  of  impossible  dis- 
proportion, and  whose  lives  are  like  a  nightmare.  Happily  Mr. 
Dixon's  inconsistency  is  striking,  and  his  reader  may  choose 
which  of  the  two  pictures  of  the  Chinese  immigrants  into 
California  he  will  accept,  as  bearing  some  probable  resemblance 
to  the  truth.  These  two  are  absolutely  opposed  to  each  other, 
and  one  of  them  is  so  revolting  that  our  simile  of  an  ill-smelling 
heaps  of  rags  is  feeble  when  applied  to  it.  He  includes  these 
opposite  statements  under  the  term  "The  Yellow  Agony," 
which  might,  if  it  had  any  meaning  at  ail,  be  taken  to  signify 
an  epidemic  disease,  but  it  is  mere  Dixonese.  The  first  puts 
the  Chinese  in  a  favourable  light,  as  industrious,  honest, 
gentle,  peaceable  people,  invaluable  one  would  think  among 
8uch  a  population  as  he  describes  the  mixed  races  who  inhabit 
California:  the  second  represents  them  as  creatures  too  low 
and  loathsome  to  believe  in  as  being  human,  and  puts  the 
©migration  from  China  as  a  cunning  and  economical  transfer 
of  its  criminal  elements  to  American  shores  by  the  Chinese 
Imperial  Government.  It  is  impossible  that  both  can  be 
even  approximately  true  to  the  life.  Mr.  Dixon's  readers 
must  make  their  choice  between  them,  and  then  proceed  to 
treat  that  choice  after  the  fashion  of  the  children's  riddle, 
"  Halve  it,  take  so  much  from  it,"  etc. ;  the  residuum  of  veri- 
fiimilitude  will  not  be  startling  in  either  case.     Mormonism  is 
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having  a  bad  time  of  it  at  Utah ;  but,  on  the  other  hand^  it  is 
spreading  among  the  Indians,  a  fact  which  furnishes  Mr. 
Hep  worth  Dixon  with  materials  for  a  chapter  which  contributes 
largely  to  the  heap  of  rags  we  have  alluded  to.  The  ''  Satur- 
day Eeview^'  passes  the  following  cool  judgment  on  the  value 
of  Mr.  Dixon^s  account  of  the  Indians  arid  the  Negroes,  in  the 
realm  of  White  Co  nquest,  and  is  quite  of  our  way  of  thinking 
about  the  results  of  his  chiffonier  industry. 

"  The  author  himself  gives  us  some  insight  as  to  his  methods  of 
inquiry.  '  You  take  the  Indian/  he  says,  '  as  he  is,  a  wreck  and 
waste  of  nature,  even  as  the  altar  of  San  Carlos  is  a  wreck  and 
waste  of  art.  For  twenty  cents,  laid  out  in  whisky,  you  may  have 
the  story  of  his  life,  and  in  that  tale  the  romance  of  his  tribe,'  which 
Mr.  Dixon  then  proceeds  to  retail.  Again,  he  speaks  of  the  infor- 
mation obtained  from  *  a  stock-raiser  with  whom  we  swap  drinks  at 
an  outside  bar.*  It  is  easy  to  conceive  that  the  sort  of  stories  which 
may  be  collected  in  this  manner,  however  lively  and  exciting,  are 
not  always  of  the  most  trustworthy  kind.  Child  murder  has,  Mr. 
Dixon  says,  heen  increasing  among  the  negroes  of  the  Southern 
States  ever  since  they  became  free,  and  *  is  now  as  common,  I  am 
told,  in  the  Negro  swamp  as  in  a  Chinese  street  or  on  a  Tartar 
steppe.'  This  is  a  very  grave  statement,  which  requires  to  be  sup- 
ported by  more  substantial  authority  than  a  casual '  I  am  told.' 
Again,  he  says,  *  We  loam  on  good  authority  that  there  were  three 
thousand  murders  in  Texas  last  year,  and  that  nearly  all  these 
murders  were  committed  by  negroes  on  their  brother  blacks.'  But 
the  *  good  authority  *  would  be  more  convincing  if  Mr.  Dixon  had 
condescended  to  indicate  the  source  from  which  the  information 
came.  If  it  was  the  result  of  swapping  drinks  with  people  in  the 
street  whom  he  had  never  seen  before,  and  of  whose  veracity  he  had 
no  means  of  judging,  it  might  not  be  worth  much.  Elsewhere  he 
says,  '  It  is  the  short  and  simple  truth  to  say  that,  so  far  as  my 
experience  reaches,  no  officer  who  has  served  on  the  Plains  believes 
that  any  fall-blooded  Indians  can  be  civilized.'  This  is,  no  doubt, 
short  and  simple,  but  whether  it  can  be  taken  as  absolute  truth  is 
another  matter,  especially  as  we  do  not  know  how  far  Mr.  Dixon's 
experience  reaches.  He  may  have  met  one  or  two  officers  who  ex- 
pressed the  opinion  he  quotes,  but  it  does  not  appear  that  he  took 
any  pains  to  verify  the  assertion  for  his  own  satisfaction.  What 
Mr.  Dixon  has  to  say  on  these  and  other  subjects  may  be  taken  for 
what  it  is  worth,  but  whether  it  is  worth  much  may  reasonably  be 
doubted. 

"  The  artificial  and  extravagant  tone  in  which  Mr.  Dixon  habi- 
tually writes,  also  tends  to  deprive  his  book  of  valae  as  a  work  of 
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information.  He  has  evidently  applied  himself  to  make  his  pictures 
as  startling  and  sensational  as  possible,  and  a  vein  of  theatrical  ex- 
aggeration rons  through  the  whole  of  them.  One  of  the  most 
interesting  and  important  subjects  he  has  to  deal  with  is  the  Louisiana 
conflict  at  the  end  of  last  year,  but  he  spoils  the  naiTative  by  his 
violence  and  afifectation.  General  Grant  is  continually  dubbed  Csdsar, 
and  a  negro  Ceesar  is  even  introduced  to  keep  him  in  countenance. 
General  Sheridan  is  spoken  of  as  '  Little  Phil,  the  wild  Irish  devil,' 
and  an  impertinent  intrusion  is  made  into  his  private  life.  The 
negro  difficulty  is  called  the  Black  Agony;  Chinese  Immigration 
the  Yellow  Agony.  Everything  is  painted  in  the  strongest  colours, 
and  it  is  impossible  not  to  feel  that  the  eagerness  of  the  artist  for 
striking  eflects  weakens  the  force  of  his  testimony.  In  the  account 
of  the  Califomian  brigands,  the  writer  does  his  best  to  give  a 
romantic  and  heroic  air  to  the  career  of  a  brutal  ruffian  who  seems  to 
have  been  gniltj  of  almost  every  vice  and  crime,  and  he  even  follows 
him,  with  prurient  curiosity,  in  his  amours  as  well  as  his  murders. 
Those  who  are  acquainted  with  Mr.  Dixon's  former  works  may  re- 
member the  dangerous  fascination  which  a  particular  subject,  or 
class  of  subjects,  seems  to  exercise  over  his  mind ;  and  this  ten- 
dency is  also  observable  in  the  present  volume.  It  is  of  course 
mpossible,  in  describing  life  among  such  communities  as  Mr.  Dixon 
visited,  to  ignore  altogether  the  looseness  and  immorality  of  social 
habits  which  is  apt  to  prevail,  but  it  might  be  supposed  that  a 
natural  instinct  would  lead  a  writer  to  pass  over  such  matters  as 
lightly  as  possible,  and  to  avoid  returning  to  them  unnecessarily. 
Unfortunately  Mr.  Dixon  would  seem  to  be  of  a  different  opinion. 
The  titles  of  the  chapters  on  'Hybrids,'  *  White  Women,*  *  Bucks 
and  Squaws,*  *  Eed  Mormonism,'  *  Polygamy,*  *  Fair  Women,'  suffi- 
ciently indicate  the  nature  of  the  questions  which  are  raised,  and 
even  in  other  places  the  author  cannot  shake  himself  free  from  the 
unpleasant  theme." 

The  list  of  books  of  travel  includes  some  which  take  us  to 
the  Arctic  Regions,  doubly  interesting  just  now,  and  one  which 
deals,  in  a  serious  geographical  and  historical  sense,  with  the 
Southern  States  of  North  America,  by  Mr.  Edward  King. 
This  work,  which  is  devoted  to  the  present  condition  of 
what  were  formerly  the  Slave  States,  is  profusely  and  beauti- 
fully illustrated  by  Mr.  Wells  Champneys.  The  drawings, 
especially  of  forest  scenery  and  outdoor  life  in  the  South, 
are  quite  fascinating,  and  if  the  letterpress  be  occasionally 
heavy  reading,  the  "  pictures"  make  ample  amends.  No 
illustrated  travel  book  of  the  season  is  so  attractive  as  this ; 
indeed,  there   is  not  much  to  be  said  for  the  others.     The 
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disease  of  liasty  and  careless  execution  of  illustrations  seems 
to  be  spreading ;  the  magazines^  in  particular^  are  disgraceful. 
If  one  only  compares  the  illustrations  to  Mrs.  Lynn  Linton^s 
story  in  '*  The  Comhill "  with  those  which  accompanied  Ths 
Olaverings  on  their  twelvemonth's  journey  through  its  pages^ 
without  even  going  back  to  the  best  days  of  the  best  of  the 
monthlies^  one  is  startled  by  the  decline.     There  never  was 
any  creditable  art  in  the  "  Belgravia "  illustrations,  but  they 
are   now  caricatures  without   the  merit  of  meaning  it,  and 
^'London  Society"  is  a  kind  of  caravan  for  giants.     Every 
man  is  nine  feet  high,  every  woman  seven,  every  child  five, 
liobody   gives    (perhaps  nobody    has   it    to   give)    adequate 
time  to  the  working  out  of  the  details  of  an  illustration.     As 
to  preserving  the  identity  of  the  first  sketch  of  an  individual 
throughout  a  life  story,  the  mere  notion  never  seems  to  strike 
the  artists  who  work  for  the  periodicals.     There  is  a  good 
deal   of  inconsistency   between    the   talk  that    prevails  just 
now  about  bringing   art   education  within  the   reach  of  all 
classes,  and  the  remarkable  decline  in  the  illustration  of  the 
comparatively  cheap   and  certainly  popular  literature   which 
Accompanies  the  movement. 

The  *'  Cornhill  Magazine "  probably  commands  the  most 
cultivated  circle  of  readers  in  the  United  Bangdom,  and  we 
cannot  help  thinking  they  would  rather  have  it  without  illus- 
trations at  all  than  with  the  shapeless,  and  meaningless 
.things  which  have  been  calling  themselves  illustrations  of 
late.  "  Good  Words''  has  sunk  in  this  respect  almost  benea^ 
•comment.  Its  literary  rank  and  excellence  are  admirably 
sustained ;  its  fiction  is  always  first-rate,  and  one  rarely  turns 
over  its  pages  without  finding  at  least  one  subject  of  social 
interest  nobly  treated ;  but  its  pictures  1  What  must  Miss 
Ingelow  have  felt,  as  month  after  month  the  gracious  creatures 
of  her  poetical  fancy,  in  Fated  to  be  Free,  her  recent  novel, 
emerged  to  human  ken  in  the  shapeless  blotches  which  served 
for  woodcuts  in  ''  Good  Words  ? ''  The  vexation  of  such  mis- 
representation to  an  author  must  be  analogous  to  that  which  a 
dramatist  feels  when  he  beholds  his  ''  characters,''  the  result  of 
liis  fancy  and  of  his  painstaking  elaboration  represented  by 
unappreciative  "  sticks." 

In  the  important  department  of  biography  there  is  a  good 
deal  to  interest  us ;  but  the  works  of  that  kind  recently  pub- 
lished are  of  a  nature  to  give  rise  to  comment  rather  than 
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discussion  by  the  organs  of  criticism.  First  among  topics  of 
interest  is  the  first  volume  of  Mr.  John  Forster's  long- pro- 
mised Life  of  Swift,  which  has  been  very  well  received  by  the 
critics.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  book  is  being  published 
on  the  one- volume-at-a- time  system,  for  we  do  not  believe  that 
justice  can  be  done  to  any  subject  or  to  any  author  by  that 
method,  so  distinctly  distracting  and  harassing  to  the  reader. 
As,  however,  Mr.  Forster  chooses  to  do  himself  the  scant 
justice,  and  us  the  unkindness,  of  presenting  his  work  to  us  in 
this  way,  we  must  only  submit,  and  take  grudgingly  what 
otherwise  we  should  have  taken  gratefully. 

The  "  Athenaeum'^  expresses  the  general  sentiment  when  it 
speaks  of  the  surprise  with  which  we  find  that,  after  all  that 
has  been  already  written  about  Swift,  Mr.  Forster  should 
have  such  a  profusion  of  new  matter  to  ofier  to  us,  and  that 
by  its  help  he  should  be  able  so  clearly  and  completely  to  cor- 
rect the  more  important  slanders  which,  through  a  century 
and  a  half  have  been  current  concerning  the  life  and  character 
of  his  hero,  first  shown  in  his  pages  to  have  had  any  claim  at 
all  to  be  called  heroic. 

Mr.  Forster  certainly  does  correct  some  of  the  more  im- 
portant slanders  which  have  been  received  as  truth  by  the 
generations  since  Swift's  time  respecting  him,  but  we  fail  to 
see  that  he  raises  him  to  the  i-ank  of  the  ''  heroic.''  While  the 
book  remains  incomplete  we  cannot  tell  whether  that  result 
will  or  will  not  be  attained :  it  is  not,  in  our  opinion,  reached 
in  the  first  volume,  though  it  is  striven  after  and  argued  for. 
Indeed  the  argumentative  tone  pervades  the  volume  too 
much ;  one  gets  tired  of  it.  We  like  Mr.  Forster  better  in 
narrative  than  in  controversy.  His  own  characteristics  come 
out  amusingly  in  his  comments  on  his  text,  and  especially  in 
his  appreciation .  of  Swift's  willingness  to  be  guided  in  his 
literary  labours  by  the  counsel  of  his  great  friend  Addison. 
The  original  manuscript  of  Baucis  and  PMlemon  is  among  the 
precious  material  which  has  come  into  Mr.  Forster's  hands, 
and  he  comments  on  Swift's  adoption  of  Addison's  suggestions 
for  the  alteration  and  curtailment  of  the  poem,  in  a  passage 
which,  while  it  puts  the  matter  very  well,  lets  one  hear  through 
it  the  echo  of  the  voice  that  swayed  the  destinies  of  the  fantastic 
creations  of  Dickens. 

'*  That  Swift  not  only  made  such  changes,  bat  spoke  of  them 
always  with  pride  as  his  firiend's  suggestion,  never  hinting  at  the 
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exiBtence  or  desiring  any  revival  of  the  original  poem,  is  /Bvidence 
simply  of  his  manliness  of  character.  Having  sought  his  friend's 
advice,  he  acted  npon  it,  and  there  was  an  end.  In  the  advice 
Addison  might  be  right  or  wrong;  but  Swift  knew  that  he  was 
honest,  and  what  matter  if  he  should  be  wrong?  When  Pope 
found  he  had  enchanted  the  town  by  putting  the  sylphs  into  the 
*  Rape  of  the  Lock,'  he  quarrelled  with  Addison  for  having  advised 
him  not  to  make  the  change ;  but  this  was  not  Swift's  way  of 
holding  the  balance  between  a  poem  and  a  friend.  The  poem  would 
always  kick  the  beam.  Dr.  Delaney  tells  a  story  of  his  having  in 
later  life  asked  one  of  the  clergymen  of  his  chapter  to  look  over  a 
piece  of  writing  for  him,  the  result  being  a  recommendation,  at  once 
acted  upon,  to  alter  a  couple  of  passages,  which,  on  the  thing's 
appearance,  the  critic  saw  to  be  a  mistake.  *  Sir,*  said  Swift,  after 
hearing  his  regret,  and  his  surprise  that  such  changes  should  have 
been  acquiesced  in  so  easily,  '  I  considered  the  passages  were  of  no 
great  consequence,  and  I  made  without  hesitation  the  alterations 
you  desired  in  them,  lest,  had  I  stood  up  in  their  defence,  yon 
might  have  imputed  it  to  the  vanity  of  an  author  unwilling  to  hear 
of  his  errors.'  If  Addison,  after  seeing  the  printed  *  Baucus  and 
Philemon,'  ever  hinted  a  misgiving  of  the  judiciousness  of  his  own 
advice.  Swift  doubtless  would  have  told  him  it  was,  either  way,  a 
thing  *  of  no  great  consequence.*  " 

The  amount  of  demolition  to  which  Mr.  Forster  applies 
himself  is  so  great  and  so  thorough  that  the  best  thing  any  one 
who  intends  to  read  his  "  Life  of  Dean  Swift  *^  can  do  is  to 
dismiss  from  his  mind  everything  he  lias  hitherto  believed 
respecting  the  grim  humourist,  to  discard  those  ^*  quagmires 
of  solid  fiction"  through  which  he  has  been  misled,  and 
deliver  himself  up  to  his  guide,  the  only  one  who  is  not  a  Jack- 
o'-Lantern.  For  he  has  to  learn  everything  afresh,  like  a 
pupil  with  a  new  master,  who  begins  by  telling  him  that  the 
system  on  which  he  has  hitherto  been  taught  is  altogether 
wrong;  he  has  to  learn  that  the  story  of  Swift's  birth  is 
erroneous  :  and  the  incidents  of  his  university  career  have  not 
been  only  misrepresented  by  all  his  previous  biographers — 
put  on  a  false  scent  by  himself>  it  must  be  acknowledged — 
but  misread  by  the  authorities  of  Trinity  College,  Dublin; 
that  his  position  in  Sir  William  Temple*s  house  did  not 
in  the  least  resemble  the  pictures,  neatly  reduced  by  Ma- 
caulay  to  a  few  lines,  which  contain  as  many  mis-state- 
ments; and,  lastly,  that  the  love  affair  between  Swifl  and 
Stella,  an  affection  which  began  when  the  lady  was  a  child 
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of  seven  and  the  gentleman  was  twenty-one,  and,  as  the 
*^  Athenaeum''  says,  "  could  not  have  been  of  a  very  dangerous 
sort/'  involved  none  of  the  explanations  which  have  been 
assigned  to  it.  Mr.  Forster  has  bestowed  immense  pains  on 
the  elucidation  of  the  "  little  language ''  which  has  so  sorely 
puzzled  the  students  of  Swift  and  the  writers  upon  him. 
It  is  rather  tedious,  but  triumphant.  What  terrible  conun- 
drums may  be  stored  up  for  the  bewilderment  of  our  posterity 
if  persons  of  distinction  have  been  taking  *'  unbeknownst ''  to 
corresponding  with  their  young  friends  in  Jabberwock  !  Mr, 
Forster  sets  himself  the  diflBcult  task  of  justifying  Swift  on  the 
two  points  in  his  conduct  which  seem  to  people  of  plain  and 
unsophisticated  minds  the  most  unjustifiable  in  a  career  in 
which  there  is  a  great  deal  to  censure  and  much  to  pity ;  the 
first  is  the  adoption  of  the  Church  as  a  profession  by  a  man 
whose  unfitness  for  a  sacred  oflBce  was  so  palpable  as  Swift's ; 
the  second  is  his  political  conduct  in  the  critical  period  of  the 
downfall  of  the  Whigs.  The  "  Athenaeum  "  has  summed  up 
everything  that  is  to  be  said  on  Mr.  Forster's  side  of  the 
argument  on  the  first  point ;  and  also  given  a  sketch  of  the 
religious  aspects  of  the  time  which  is  both  vivid  as  a  picture 
and  deplorable  as  a  truth — 

* 

"  Sir  James  Mackintosh  was  certainly  right  when  he  said  that 
Addison  ought  to  have  had  Swift's  deanery,  and  that  Swift  should 
have  been  Irish  Secretary  of  State  instead  of  Addison.  Swift's 
fairy  godmother  must  have  been  sorely  out  of  humour  when  she 
destined  him  to  be  a  clergyman  :  but  the  fault  was  hardly  his,  and, 
with  Mr.  Forster's  evidence  before  us,  he  must  be  acquitted  of 
serious  disloyalty  to  the  profession  into  which  he  was  forced.  In 
those  days  Orders  were  only  a  profession.  A  few  enthusiasts  used 
their  station  as  a  means  of  teaching,  by  word  and  by  example,  a 
purer  morality  and  a  more  living  Christianity  than  were  then  in 
vogue ;  but  no  one  could  be  blamed  for  looking  upon  the  clerical 
ofiBce  as  a  merely  secular  calling,  to  be  taken  to  by  anyone  who 
expected  to  be  helped  by  it  to  make  his  way  in  the  world,  or  for 
paying  no  more  attention  to  its  ftinctions  than  was  necessary  to  the 
maintenance  of  the  Church  as  a  political  and  social  institution. 
Swift  became  a.  clergyman  because  William  the  Third  promised  him 
a  prebend,  and,  being  once  and  for  ever  in  holy  orders,  his  great 
desire  was  to  save  himself,  and  the  talents  of  which  he  soon  found 
himself  possessed,  from  starvation  in  some  out-of-the-way  comer 
of  Ireland.  In  so  doing  he  did  as  nearly  everybody  else  did  ;  and, 
in  spite  of  the  many  gross  fables  that  have  been  circulated  against 
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bim,  his  private  life  was,  to  saj  the  least,  quite  as  virtuous  as  that 
of  nine-tenths  of  the  clergymen  of  his  day.  Neither  in  his  life  nor 
in  his  writings  was  there  ever  any  encouragement  of  immorality* 
Of  indecency  he  cannot,  of  course,  be  acquitted ;  but  here  he  only 
used  a  wit's  licence  in  following  the  fashion  of  the  times,  and  no 
one  thought  any  the  worse  of  him  for  it,  or  was  made  any  the  worse 
by  it.  Some  of  the  coarsest  things  that  he  wrote— things  that  men 
of  the  world  can  now  hardly  read  without  disgust — were  written 
for  the  amusement  of  ladies,  and  could  be  repeated  by  them  in 
drawing-rooms  without  any  indelicacy.  We  must  judge  him  by 
the  standard  of  his  own  day,  not  by  ours." 

This  does  not  so  much  excuse  Swift,  as  it  accuses  the  state 
of  society  in  his  time.  Mr.  Forster  is,  however,  entitled  to  all 
the  force  of  a  general  complicity  in  a  monstrous  state  of  things, 
in  favour  of  the  individual  oflfender  under  his  protection.  That 
it  is  a  true  picture  C€mnot  be  doubted,  and  that  such  continued 
to  be  the  state  of  the  public  mind  respecting  Holy  Orders 
until  the  present  century  was  in  its  teens  is  very  plain, 
from  the  literature  of  that  time  also.  There  were  modifications 
of  it,  imposed  by  increased  refinement  and  growing  taste ;  but 
we  have  only  to  read  Miss  Austen's  novels  to  learn  how 
''going  into  the  Church '^  was  regarded  by  people  who  were 
indisputably  respectable,  and  would  have  been  astounded  to 
learn  that  they  could  be  considered  not  religious. 

We  quote  from  the  ''  Saturday  Eeview  ^'  a  passage  in 
reference  to  the  second  point  of  Mr.  Forster's  attempted 
justification  of  Swift,  which  puts  the  political  turpitude  which 
his  biographer  evidently  feels  it  exceedingly  diflBcult  to  palliate, 
very  plainly,  if  mildly,  and  is  a  capital  summary  of  this  portion 
of  the  book. 

•*  We  confess  ourselves  less  satisfied  as  to  the  possibility  of  ap- 
proving Swift's  conduct  as  a  politician  in  the  critical  period  of  the 
downfall  of  the  Whigs,  though  the  drift  of  Mr.  Foster's  account  of 
it  seems,  on  the  whole,  to  be  to  represent  it  as  unobjectionable. 
Undoubtedly,  Swift  at  all  times  kept  his  bands  free  from  'the 
taint  of  Grub  Street ' ;  he  was  no  man  to  write  for  hire,  or  to  place 
his  pen  in  any  Minister  s  pay.  When  Harley,  with  that  abominable 
sang  froid  which  '  men  of  the  world '  are  at  times  too  apt  to  display 
in  their  dealings  with  men  of  letters,  thrust  into  the  hands  of 
Swift  a  bank-note  for  fifty  pounds,  he  was  very  speedily  unde- 
ceived as  to  the  man  whose  aid  he  proposed  to  acknowledge  After 
this  fashion.  The  preferment  for  which  Swift  at  times  looked  was 
not  in  his  eyes  the  reward  due  to  his  services,  but  the  acknowledg- 
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ment  dae  to  his  position,  a  distinction  which  no  candid  judge  will 
find  anj  difficalty  in  allowing.  His  reward  he  found  in  the  sense 
of  power  he  so  keenly  enjoyed,  a  power  which,  with  a  roughness 
not  altogether  ignoble,  he  insisted  on  having  recognized  in  his 
treatment  as  a  social  equal  by  the  leaders  of  the  party  to  which 
he  had  attached  himself.  We  are  willing  to  go  further,  and  to 
allow  that  in  the  political  principles  of  Swift,  so  far  as  they  related 
to  government  in  Church  and  State,  there  was  never  any  essential 
change.  He  had  upheld  the  interests  of  his  order  in  the  Irish  First- 
fruits  question,  and  the  interests,  as  he  conceived  them,  of  his 
Church  in  the  Irish  Tests  question,  while  the  Whigs  still  claimed 
him  as  their  own.  His  *  Sentiments  of  a  Church  of  England  Man,* 
a  tract  written  before  he  joined  the  Tories,  was  a  protest  against 
extremes,  and  an  attempt  to  moderate  between  them.  In  political 
matters  he  never  was  false  to  what  it  is  usual  to  call  the  principles 
of  the  Revolution,  and  nothing  could  ever  have  turned  him  into  a 
conspiring  Tory,  ready  to  become  a  tool  in  the  hands  of  Jacobite 
intriguers.  Had  he  attached  himself  to  the  Tories,  in  order  to 
secure  at  their  hands  the  settlement  of  the  question  which  was  the 
nominal  object  of  his  presence  in  London,  and  given  their  Govern- 
ment the  benefit  of  his  support  as  its  policy  approved  itself  to  him, 
there  would  be  no  reason  to  cavil  at  his  conduct.  But  after  the 
First-fruits  business  bad  been,  as  he  thought,  settled,  he  engaged 
himself  to  become  the  literary  defender  of  the  new  Ministers  *  for 
some  few  months,'  in  return  for  Harley's  promise  of  *  establishing ' 
him  in  England.  If  we  could  believe  that  ho  was  actuated  by  a 
desire  to  call  into  life  that  peace  policy  which  was  destined,  with 
his  aid,  so  well  to  serve  the  purpose  of  the  Tories,  this  compact 
would  assume  another  aspect.  But  this,  on  Mr.  Forster*s  own  show- 
ing, would  be  an  untenable  assumption.  Personal  motives  alone 
can  have  actuated  him  in  binding  himself,  though  only  temporarily, 
to  the  new  Ministers.  We  do  not  suppose  these  motives  to  have 
been  of  an  ignoble  kind.  True,  the  Whigs  had  done  nothing  for 
him.  Halifax*s  gifc  of  a  volume  of  French  religious  poetry  was,  as 
Swift  afterwards  wrote  on  its  fly-leaf,  the  only  favour  he  had  ever 
received  from  that  statesman  or  his  party.  A  sense  of  neglect  and 
a  love  of  power  accordingly  led  him  over  to  the  party  whose  leaders 
showed  every  disposition  to  court  him,  and  were,  as  St.  John  after- 
wards owned,  determined  to  have  him.  Such  motives  are  both  in- 
telligible and  excusable ;  but  the  man  who  gives  way  to  them  at 
such  a  time  as  that  when  Swifc  left  the  sinking  Whigs  can  claim 
no  exemption  from  the  judgment  which  ordinarily  befalls  what 
another  eminent  critic  of  these  transactions  (Mr.  El  win),  in  our 
opinion  rightly,  calls  inconsistency,  not  of  principles,  but  of  con- 
duct.    Doubtless  Steele's  position  at  this  time  waa  very  different 
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from  Swift's;  and  had  the  Whig  joamalist  listened  to  the  voice  of 
the  charmer,  he  would  have  covered  himself  with  shame.  But  even 
so  it  is  easy  to  understand  the  bitterness  with  which  Swifb  resented 
the  failure  of  the  attempt  to  make  Steele  and  his  friend  Addison 
hear  reason  as  to  the  way  in  which  the  former  might  have  retained 
his  appointments.  Again,  other  men  of  letters  were  less  scrapuloos 
than  Steele,  and  yet  have  escaped  the  censures  with  which  Swifb*8 
conduct  has  been  visited.  Herein  he  has,  however,  only  paid  the 
penalty  exacted  from  great  men  when  they  swerve  from  a  standard 
of  conduct  which  the  example  of  such  as  they  more  than  anything 
else  helps  to  maintain." 

Next  in  interest  to  the  ^*  Life  of  Swift/'  thoagh  a  very 
unpretending  volume  in  comparison,  comes  a  collection  of 
the  Letters  of  Sarah,  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  with  an  Iih' 
troduction.  We  read  these  letters  with  peculiar  pleasure  just 
now,  for  the  Duchess's  charming  remarks  about  Swift,  when 
she  professes  herself  "really  pleased''  that  the  man  who 
wrote  the  "  Tale  of  a  Tub  "  should  be  made  a  Dean.  They 
are  chiefly  addressed  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jennens,  relatives  of 
her  own,  but  it  does  not  clearly  appear  how  near  of  kin ;  and 
as  Mr.  Jennens  managed  her  estate  during  her  "  exile,"  there 
is  a  great  deal  in  them  concerning  her  money  matters,  and  on 
general  topics  of  management,  which  is  extremely  amusing, 
and  brings  the  Duchess  before  us  vividly  as  the  worldly,  in- 
terested, money-loving,  hard,  but  honest,  shrewd,  humorous, 
prejudiced,  strong,  intolerable  woman  she  was.  Her  descrip- 
tions, brief  but  full  of  point  and  meaning,  of  her  travels  in 
foreign  parts,  are  very  entertaining,  mixed  up  as  they  are  with 
scraps  of  poetry,  and  wise  saws  of  her  own  and  other  people's 
composition,  in  a  style  which  reminds  the  "Academy"  of  the 
conversational  peculiarities  of  Mrs.  Nickleby.  The  volume  is 
pleasant  reading,  but  it  is  a  pity  the  editor  was  not  more  com- 
petent to  his  task.  The  "  Athenaeum"  points  to  a  grave  mistake 
in  the  Introduction.  "  Most  readers,"  it  says,  "  will  be 
amused  and  astonished  to  find  the  writer  indignant  with  Pope 
for  calumniating  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough  under  the  name 
of  '  Atossa.*  He  finds  that  Pope's  lines  really  misrepresent 
the  Duchess,  which  is  very  certain,  seeing  that  the  late  Mr. 
Dilke  proved  they  do  not  apply  to  her,  but  to  the  mad  Duchess 
of  Buckingham."  Her  Grace's  quarrels  with  her  daughter. 
Lady  Godolphin,  come  to  light  very  amusingly  in  the  third 
series  of  letters ;  and  all  three  form  a  curious,  vivid  picture  of 
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the  Dachess  and  her  time — a  picture  which,  on  the  political 
side  of  it,  is  very  contemptible. 

Dr.  Hunter^s  Life  of  the  Late  Earl  of  Mayo  is  interesting 
by  a  double  title  :  that  of  the  subject  to  public  regard,  that  of 
the  writer  to  general  attraction.     Dr.  Hunter^s  ''  Orissa ''  and 
^'  Annals  of  Rural  Bengal ''  are  perhaps  the  only  books  on 
India  that  can  truly  be  called  popular.     They  have  induced 
people  to  read  on  the  subject  of  our  Eastern  empire,  who  were 
profoundly  and  contentedly  ignorant  on  the  subject  before, 
and  to  whom  all  other  writers  appealed  in  vain.     The  late  Earl 
of  Mayo  was  recognized  by  the  country  as  a  most  efficient  and 
distinguished  Viceroy,  and  Dr.  Hunter's  work  is  justly  hailed 
by  the  "  Daily  News  "  as  "  a  standard  biography  of  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  of  the  now  long  line  of  our  Indian  adminis- 
trators, the  interest  of  which  is  equally  derived  from  its  per- 
sonal detail;^,  and  from  the  light  which  it  sheds  upon  an  im- 
portant epoch  in  the  history  of  English  rule  in  the  East.     We 
think  there  is  too  much  of  the  book,  that  the  genealogical 
details  lack  general  interest,  and  that  the  '^Academy''  lodges  a 
just  complaint  against  the  introduction  of  a  chapter  on  "Legis- 
lation,** in  the  form  of  a  letter  from  Mr.  Fitzjames  Stephen  to 
the  author  which  has  no  connection  with  the  life  of  the  Earl  of 
Mayo.     Indeed,  the  fault  of  the  book  is  that  the  country  is 
made  more  prominent  than  the  man ;  still,  one  is  not  inclined 
to  complain  of  that  when  the  country  is  made  so  very  interest- 
ing as  Mr.  Hunter  makes  it.   A  paper  in  the  "Academy,"  signed 
by  Mr.  James  Innes  Minchin,  who  is  an  unimpeachable  autho- 
rity on  the  facts — he  was  in  Madras  when  Lord  Mayors  famous 
circular  was  received  by  the  Government  there,  and  can  re- 
member the  cordial  feeling  of  co-operation  which  it  inspired — 
gives  a  summary  of  Lord  Mayors  Indian  career,  so  admirable 
that  it  leaves  nothing  to  be  said  in  the  way  of  pointing  out  the 
fine  character  which  the  biographer  of  Lord  Mayo  depicts,  and 
the  eminent  and  memorable  actions  which  he  has  recorded 
with  fidelity  and  skill.     The  reader  will  find  in  Dr.  Hunter's 
book,  says  Mr.  Minchin,  the  secret  which  insured  to  Lord 
Mayo  a  first-class  Indian  reputation. 

"  The  secret  was  honesty  of  purpose,  untiring  industry,  and  that 
genial  nature  which  distinguishes  the  best  class  of  Irish  gentlemen. 
The  sterling  qualities  of  the  English  statesmen  were  adorned  by  a 
sympathy  for  show  and  splendour  which  peculiarly  fitted  him  for 
Oriental  rule.     But  it  was  only  of  his  private  means  that  he  was 
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profuse.  Of  the  public  fiuances,  India  was  never  blessed  wiib  a 
more  careful  guardian.  From  his  rule  our  Indian  statesmen  might 
learn  '  quam  [magnum  sit  vectigal  parsimonia.'  On  landing  in  the 
country  he  was  confronted  with  the  standing  Indian  difhcultj  of 
false  budgets  and  a  growing  deficit — an  estimated  surplus,  turning, 
surely  as  the  year  advanced,  into  an  ever-increasing  deficiency. 
He  met  the  difficulty  as  it  can  only  be  met  either  in  public  or 
private  life,  by  reduction  of  expenditure.  During  the  three  years 
preceding  his  arrival  in  India,  the  expenditure  had  exceeded  the 
receipts  by  the  enormous  sum  of  nearly  six  millions.  As  soon  as 
his  eyes  were  open  to  the  stupendous  fact,  he  determined  that  it 
should  cease.  He  took  the  public  and  the  local  Go?ernmentB  at 
once  into  his  confidence,  disclosed  the  real  state  of  the  finances,  and 
appealed  to  the  loyalty  of  every  subordinate  ruler  to  help  him  in 
his  task.  I  was  in  Madras  when  his  circular  was  received  by  the 
Oovemment  there,  and  can  remember  the  cordial  feeling  of  co- 
operation which  it  inspired.  Men  felt  that  it  was  no  time  for  local 
jealousies,  and  that  everything  must  give  way  to  the  financial  credit 
of  the  Empire.  And  the  result  is  matter  of  history.  In  the  second 
year  after  his  first  budget  he  had  reduced  the  expenditure  by  four- 
and-a-half  millions,  and  by  thus  restoring  an  equilibrium  saved  the 
Empire  from  bankruptcy.  It  was  found  possible  to  take  off  in  the 
year  of  hLs  assassination  the  income  tax,  which  he  had  imposed 
against  his  will  to  meet  the  exigency  of  the  time,  and  on  so  solid  a 
basis  was  the  restoration  of  the  finances  effected  that  it  was  not 
necessary  to  reimpose  it,  even  to  meet  the  expenses  of  the  Bengal 
famine. 

''  In  effect,  Lord  Mayo  faced  successfully  that  eternal  problem 
which  confronts  our  Oriental  statesmen,  how  to  carry  on  the  govern- 
ment of  a  poor  country  according  to  the  exigencies  of  an  advanced 
imported  civilization.  He  had  to  satisfy  the  demands  of  English 
opinion,  the  apostles  of  sanitary  improvement,  irrigation,  and  all 
the  other  schemes  which  like  the  horse-leech  ever  cry  for  more,  and 
to  respect  as  far  as  possible  native  opinion,  which  wants  none  of 
these  things,  and  objects  to  pay  taxes  for  what  it  does  not  see  the 
need  of.  His  success  was  due  to  his  inflexible  honesty  of  purpose, 
his  determination  to  give  India  the  best  possible  return  for  the 
money  it  expended  in  every  department  of  the  Government,  his 
hatred  of  personal  jobs,  his  ruthless  disregard  for  private  interests 
as  opposed  to  those  of  the  public,  and  the  scrupulous  supervision  he 
exercised  in  stamping  out  all  public  waste.  He  was,  to  all  intents 
and  purposes,  his  own  Finance  and  Foreign  Minister,  and  he  also 
kept  under  his  own  control  the  Department  of  Public  Works — or 
Profligate  Waste — and  for  the  first  time  in  India  made  that  depart- 
ment feel  that  it  had  a  master.     He  would  not  permit  works  to  be 
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andertaken  for  the  proper  construction  of  which  there  was  no 
efficient  snperyision ;  he  insisted  on  the  personal  responsibility  of 
the  officers  engaged  in  such  constr  net  ions,  and  so  checked  the  mn- 
ning  sore  of  waste  and  peculation  which  had  disgraced  the  depart- 
ment. For  the  first  time  in  our  Indian  administration,  the  control 
and  responsibility  for  local  improvements  was  led  fco  the  local 
authorities,  and  the  bugbear  of  intense  centralization,  which  had 
hitherto  imposed  on  the  Imperial  Gk>yemment  the  duties  of  a  parish 
vestry,  were  met  and  overcome." 

The  terrible  story  of  the  assassination  of  the  best  friend 
whom  India  ever  owed  to  England,  is  simply  and  eflfectively 
told  by  Dr.  Hunter,  who  adds  to  his  account  of  the  murderer 
and  his  punishment,  these  interesting  details.  ''  He  made  no 
pretence  of  penitence,  and  was  childishly  vain  of  being  photo- 
graphed (for  police  inquiries  in  Northern  India)  as  the 
murderer  of  a  Viceroy.  Indeed,  some  of  the  details  of  his 
crime  were  only  got  out  of  him  by  a  native  officer,  who 
cunningly  begged  him  for  materials  for  an  ode  on  his  deed,  to 
be  sung  by  his  countrymen.  The  last  words  spoken  to  him 
on  earth  were  a  message  from  the  family  whom  he  had 
stricken,  "  God  forgive  you,  as  we  do.'' 

The  unsatisfactory  accounts  of  the  state  of  Mr.  Long- 
fellow's health  which  reach  us  from  America,  render  it  only 
too  probable  that  The  Masque  of  Pandora  will  be  the  last 
considerable  work  which  we  shall  have  from  the  poet,  who,  if 
he  be  denied  by  the  cool  judgment  of  posterity  a  place  among 
the  greatest  of  the  noble  company,  will  be  well  beloved  of 
the  time  to  come,  as  he  is  of  his  own,  by  all  who  appre- 
ciate the  singers  whom  he  has  himself  described,  the  "  gentler 
poets,"  those 

"  Whose  songs  come  from  the  heart, 

Ab  rain  from  the  clouds  in  summer. 

Or  tears  from  the  eyelids  start." 

The  Masque  of  Pandora  is  a  poem  at  once  worthy  of 
Mr.  Longfellow,  and  characteristic  of  him.  It  realizes  the 
eloquent  and  just  description  of  the  poet  with  which  an  article 
in  the  "  Saturday  Review  "  commences. 

*'  On  this  side  of  the  Atlantic  Mr.  Longfellow  has  for  many 
years  been  the  best  known  and  most  read  of  American  poets ;  and 
his  popularity  is  of  the  right  kind,  and  rightly  and  fairly  won. 
He  has  not  stooped  to  catch  attention  by  artifice,  nor  striven  to 
force  it  by  violence.     His  works  have  faced  the  test  of  parody  and 
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barlesque  (which  in  these  days  is  almost  the  common  lot  of  writings 
of  any  mark),  and  have  come  off  nnharmed.  "We  may  scarcely 
reckon  him  among  the  masters  of  verse  in  its  complete  height  and 
depth.  We  mnst  not  seek  here  for  the  consummate  g^randeur  of 
emotion  or  contemplation.  Bat  he  walks  in  regions  fair  and 
beloved  of  the  Mases,  if  apart  from  tragic  pomp  and  lyric  shont : 
and  in  these  it  is  good  to  follow  him,  and  to  give  thankfxil  ears  to 
a  music  which  we  may  find  one  day  to  have  a  secret  of  its  own. 
He  is  always  a  true  and  genuine  poet,  if  not  a  great  one ;  and  his 
work  is  healthy  and  natural  with  a  freshness  and  serenity  which 
have  not  recovered  themselves,  as  is  often  the  case,  after  first  losing 
themselves  in  any  of  the  manifold  dangers  of  art,  but  which  have 
never  for  a  moment  been  lost." 

The  myth  is  simply  put  before  us  in  the  poem,  with  a 
luminous  grace  and  purity  very  charming.  The  awakening 
of  the  statue  to  life  in  the  workshop  of  HephoBstus  :  the  greet- 
ing of  the  newly-living  one  by  the  Graces ;  the  mission  of 
Hermes  to  Prometheus — ^'tis  a  sarcastic  rogue  who  puts  on  his 
sandals  on  Olympus — the  unavailing  visit  of  the  messenger 
of  the  gods  and  the  beautiful  Pandora  to  the  brooding  soli- 
tary, whom  Hermes  leaves 

"  To  the  endless  bitterness  of  unbelief, 
The  loneliness  of  existence  without  love ;  '* 

the  Chorus  of  the  Fates — all  are  graceful  and  beautiful.  Still 
more  is  the  love  and  home  scene  in  the  house  of  Epimetheas ; 
its  serene  joyfulness,  with  the  chorus  of  the  birds,  the  Dryades, 
the  Oreades,  afterwards  contrasted  with  the  voices  of  the  waters, 
the  winds,  and  the  forest — ^while  Prometheus  vainly  warns  his 
brother — and  the  chorus  of  dreams  from  the  gates  of  horn 
and  of  ivory  which  wait  upon  the  slumber  of  Pandora.  The 
pardon  of  Pandora  by  Epimetheus,  after  her  fatal  indiscretion, 
and  the  increase  of  love  with  the  decrease  of  worship  which 
ensue  upon  the  declension  of  the  goddess  into  the  woman, 
contrast  with  the  scriptural  story  and  that  primeval  base- 
ness, "The  woman  whom  thou  gavest  to  be  with  me,  she 
gave  me  of  the  tree  and  I  did  eat  it.''  The  Chorus  of  the 
Eumenides  brings  its  harmonious  tribute  of  retribution,  repa- 
ration, and  hope.  The  volume  of  poems  would  have  been 
better  without  '^The  Hanging  of  the  Crane,''  which  we 
agree  with  the  '^  Athenaeum,"  in  regarding  as  "  the  very 
feeblest  thing  Mr.  Longfellow  ever  wrote,"  and  we  could 
have  spared  "  Birds  of  Passage"  too,  but  the  new  sonnets  are 
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real  additions  to  our  poetic  treasures.  Of  these,  the  "  Saturday- 
Review  *'  which  has  more  unmixed  praise  for  the  volume  than 
the  other  organs  of  criticism,  says, 

"  Of  the  structure  and  management  of  the  sonnet,  which  in  his 
hands  adheres  to  the  severest  correctcess  of  the  Italian  model,  Mr. 
Longfellow  is  a  perfect  master ;  and  the  thought,  whether  under 
stress  of  the  compact  form,  or  by  some  other  sympathetic  action, 
seems  here  to  be  cast  in  a  finer  and  stronger  mould  than  before. 
One  or  two  of  these  poems,  again,  are  too  personal  for  open  com- 
ment ;  they  are  beautiful,  but  to  be  read  in  silence.  But  We  dwell 
willingly  on  the  pages  that  bring  a  goodly  fourfold  tribute  to  the 
memory  of  English  poets  ;  first  of  Chaucer,  in  verse  joyful  and  full 
of  light  as  is  fitting  to  the  matter — 

*  He  listeneth  to  the  lark, 
Whose  song  comes  with  the  suoehine  through  the  dark 
Of  painted  glass  in  leaden  lattice  bound  ; 
He  listeneth,  and  he  laugheth  at  the  sound, 
Then  writeth  in  a  book  like  any  clerk  ;* 

then  of  Shakespeare,  '  the  poet  paramount,  whom  all  the  muses 
loved,  not  one  alone;' of  Milton,  cooapared  in  a  long-drawn  and 
stately  parallel,  as  again  is  fitting,  to  a  mighty  sea  rising  and  fall- 
ing, and  ever  and  anon  flooding  the  shore  with  '  a  ninth  wave  superb 
and  strong ;'  and  of  Keats,  the  young  Endymion  sleeping  Endy- 
mion*8  sleep.  Among  the  rest  we  should  select  the  sonnet  headed 
*  The  Tides,'  and  that  on  *  A  Nameless  Grave  *  of  a  soldier  of  the 
Union,  to  whom  the  poet,  in  the  very  words  which  lament  that,  for 
the  life  spent  in  forgotten  service,  he  can  give  nothing  in  return,  has 
given  a  new  name  and  fame  to  be  known  by  in  all  lands  where 
English  poetry  finds  audience." 

The  ''Athenaeum''  treats  the  Masque  of  Pandora  as  a 
^'  delightful  surprise/'  something  far  better  than  it  expected 
from  the  po6t,  of  whose  popularity,  invulnerable  to  all  attacks 
of  criticism,  not  even  to  be  abated  by  any  amount  of  argu- 
ment, and  uninjured  even  by  parody  itself — it  gives  an  explana- 
tion which  we  shall  presently  quote ;  and  the  ''  Examiner " 
whittles  its  merits  down  to  a  very  thin  twig  indeed.  Here  are 
contrasted  views — 

ATHENJEUM. 

''  Here,  at  least,  is  some  intellectual  efibrt,  and  some  strength 
and  much  beauty.  There  are  faults,  of  course — as  when  Hermes, 
preparing  to  fly,  boasts  that  he  is  unlike  Icams  and  Phaethon, 
which  is  the  last  thing  that  could  have  occurred  to  him — but>  on  the 
whole,  the  poem  is,  perhaps,  the  very  best  that  Mr.  Longfellow  has 
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written  for  many  years.  Echoes  of  the  old  Greek  choroses  soimd 
throngh  it.  Great  moral  problems  of  to-day  and  of  all  time  appear 
behind  the  veil  of  the  ancient  mythic  story ;  and  the  story  itself  is 
well  and  clearly  told.*' 

EXAMINER. 

"Professor  Longfellow's  treatment  of  the  myth  is  perfectly 
natural,  and  almost  commonplace.  He  has  simply  exhibited  the 
course  of  the  action  according  to  the  legend,  in  a  series  of  elegant 
but  inartificial  scenes.  His  *  Pandora'  is  a  classical  *  Paradise  Lost/ 
where  the  gods  are  the  tempters,  Pandora  at  once  the  Eve  and  the 
apple,  Epimetheus  a  nobler  Adam,  who  falls  without  a  fault,  and 
never  dreams  of  reproaching  the  cause  of  his  misfortunes.  The  part 
of  Prometheus,  as  was  almost  inevitable,  appears  a  mere  excrescence 
on  the  main  action.  The  piece  is  rather  lamely  concluded  by  a  song 
from  the  Eumenides,  who  descant  on  the  penalty  of  guilt  in  terms 
more  appropriate  to  the  offence  of  a  Clytemnestra  than  of  a  Pan- 
dora, and  declare  in  one  breath  inexpiable,  and  in  the  next  capable 
of  atonement.  On  the  whole,  it  must  be  said  that  the  significance 
of  the  antique  myth  has  not  been  grasped ;  but,  indeed,  such  an 
achievement  would  surpass  the  power  of  any  but  a  poet  of  the  first 
rank.  The  reader  who  cares  more  for  liveliness  of  representation 
than  for  depth  of  insight  will,  nevertheless,  find  divine  and  legendary 
figures  brought  before  him,  if  not  in  their  Titanic  proportions,  yet 
with  vividness,  and  outlined  with  an  easy  and  confident  hand." 

In  the  foUowiDg  passage  from  the  '^  Athenasum/'  we  believe 
a  perfectly  just,  if  somewhat  cold,  estimate  is  formed  of  the 
qualities  and  characteristics  of  the  American  poet  who  has 
made  a  home  for  himself  in  countless  hearts  in  the  two  hemi- 
spheres : — 

"  If  tested  from  a  merely  literary  point  of  view,  Mr.  Longfellow^a 
poems  were  much  as  the  critics  said ;  and  yet  the  world  loved  the 
poems,  and  in  a  sense  poetry  is  justified  of  her  children.  The  secret 
lies  in  the  sympathetic  nature  of  the  man.  He  is  not  a  great  poet, 
but  he  is  a  tender,  and  sensitive,  and  very  lovable  man,  of  remark- 
able cultivation  and  refinement,  and  all  this  is  transparent  in  his 
verse.  There  is  no  strong  passion  to  move ;  there  is  no  deep 
thought  to  probe  the  mind.  All  is  quiet  and  subdued.  A  sort  of 
pleasing  melancholy,  half-religious,  half-sentimental,  broods  over  the 
poems.  There  is  a  feeling  as  when,  in  late  autumn,  the  air  has 
ceased  to  stir,  and  the  last  yellow  leaves  fall  noiselessly  from  the 
trees.  Life  is  at  best  a  short  day,  now  lighted  up  by  sunny  gleams, 
and  now  shadowed  over  by  heavy  clouds.  And  because  Mr.  Long- 
fellow has  himself  felt  this  very  strongly,  and  has  cast  it  into  not 
unmelodious  verse,  he  has  made-  himself  so  populai".     His  view  of 
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life  is  the  view  of  the  great  majority  of  his  readers,  and  that  he  has 
interpreted  to  them  '  the  common  lot  of  all '  at  once  explains  and 
justifies  his  popularity." 

There  has  been  a  sort  of  free  fight  over  the  Marquis  of 
Lome's  poem,  Quido  and  lAta,  a  Tale  of  the  Riviera,  and  the 
quarrel  is  not  altogether  intelligible.  There  are  some  reviewers 
so  ferociously  conscientious,  that  they  make  it  a  point  to  be 
extra  severe  on  a  friend's  book ;  and  so  it  seems  there  are  some 
democrats  so  pure,  that  they  cannot  tolerate  the  idea  that  any 
but  a  high  Tory  journal  should  discover  or  admit  merit  in  a 
book  written  by  a  marquis. 

Let  the  gaudy  butterfly  of  fashion  keep  to    the  gilded 
saloon,  say  those  incorruptibles  who  believe  in  the  inherent 
humbug  of  a  man  who  has  ancestors  setting  up  for  the  posses- 
sion of  talent,  taste,  and  learning ;  and  let  everybody  who 
ventures  to  think  such  a  man  is  more  than  a  gaudy  butterfly 
and  to  admit  him  to  the  ranks  of  the  workers,  be  esteemed 
a  contemptible  flatterer,  toady,  and  flunkey.     In  such  a  spirit 
have  certain  journals  discussed  Lord  Lome's  poem,  and  we  are 
at  a  loss  to  understand  why.     As  a  matter  of  fact,  a  poem  by 
the  Marquis  of  Lome  is  certain  to  interest  the  general  reader 
more  than  a  poem  by  any  ordinary  young  man  whose  first 
efforts  to  win  public  favour  should  be  made  in  that  particular 
way ;  because  the  Marquis  of  Lome  is  the  son  of  a  man  dis- 
tinguished in  politics  and  in  letters,  as  well  as  by  his  rank, 
and,  because  he  is  also  the  Queen's  son-in-law.     People  are  not 
snobs  and  flunkeys  because  they  read  his  book  so  soon  as  they 
could  get  it,  and  it  is  rather  hard  upon  certain  critics  that 
they  should  be  called  snobs  and  flunkeys  because  they  reviewed 
it  as  early  as  possible  in  view  of  the  public  demand.     Surely 
this   is  an  interpretation    of  sacred   liberty  and   inalienable 
equality,  to  say  nothing  of  benign  fraternity,  rather  in  the  line 
of  Dickens's  Watertoast  Sympathizers ;  and  it  is  hardly  fair 
either  to  suspect  the  Marquis  of  Lome  of  the  absurdity  of 
imagining  himself  a  patron  of  literature,   and  condescending 
to  write  a  book,  or  to  represent  his  critics  as  telling  him  that 
he  is  a  patron  of  literature,  and  does  condescend,  because  they 
ncJtice  him  promptly  in   obedience   to  the  public  wish,   and 
praise  him  moderately ;  as  they  might  very  fairly  have  done, 
had  he  sunk  the  Marquis,  called  himself  John   Campbell  on 
the  title  page  of  his  book,  and  induced  his  publishers  to  keep 
the  secret.     It  seems  to  us  that  vaulting  democi'acy  sometimes 

32 
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makes  the  mistake  wliicli  Macbeth  deplores^  and  in  the  pre- 
sent instance^  it  has  fallen  on  the  other  side  of  fairness,  and 
reasonableness,  to  say  nothing  of  kindness  and  courtesy.  The 
"  Examiner  ^'  revives  '^  Jenkins ''  for  the  occasion — all  bnt  the 
oldest  inhabitants  have  forgotten  him,  and  he  is  the  merest 
mununy  now — and  is  so  fierce  in  its  onslaught  on  ^the  "  Daily 
News,"  "  which  professes  to  be  both  independent  and  liberal,'* 
that  the  author  (and  Marquis)  who  did  not  write  the  review  which 
forms  the  grievance,  fares  very  much  as  Mr.  Pickwick  £Eired 
when  the  Editor  of  the  "  Eatanswill  Gazette ''  ''  went  for  "  the 
Editorof  the  ^'Eatanswill  Independent"  with  a  well-filled  carpet- 
bag. Here  is  the  mildest  passage  from  the  *' Examiner's  "  attack 
on  "  Jenkins,"  meaning  the  "  Times  "  and  the  '*  Daily  News,*^' 
we  select  it  because  it  is  the  only  one  which,  strictly  speaking, 
concerns  us : — 

"In  the  mere  fact  that  the  Marquis  of  Lorne  should  have 
essayed  to  be  a  poet,  or  tbat  his  verse  should  have  been  illustrated 
by  his  wife,  there  is  nothing  harmfal.  To  sign  his  name  to  a  bad 
poem  is  better  assuredly  than  to  lend  his  name  to  a  bad  bill,  and  in 
this  the  Marquis  of  Lome's  example  might  advantageously  be 
followed  by  other  noble  youths.  The  matter,  however,  should  be 
allowed  to  rest  there.  No  one  who  is  accustomed  and  competent 
to  appreciate  true  poetical  prodaction  could  by  any  possibility  mis- 
take the  '  Tale  of  the  Eiviera '  for  a  trae  poem,  and  no  journal  not 
inspired  with  the  spirit  of  literary  flunkeyism  would  attempt  to 
thmst  it  down  the  throats  of  the  English  public  by  the  aid  of  adula- 
tion that  would  be  humorous  if  it  were  not  pitiable." 

In  Ouido  and  Lita  the  ''Daily  News"  had  discovered 
*'  grace,  beauty,  and  vigour,"  and  had  been  reminded  by  its 
heroic  couplets  of  Byron's  verse  tales,  "  The  Corsair  "  and 
*'  The  Island."  It  had  likewise  found  many  "  touches  of  art " 
in  the  poem,  and  those  discoveries  constitute  the  whole  of  its 
ofience ;  except  the  announcement  in  a  roundabout  fashion,  that 
the  Princess  Louise  had  illustrated  her  husband's  book.  All 
the  rest  is  extract.  There  is  considerable  difierence  of  opinion 
among  the  critics  concerning  the  merits  of  the  Marquis's 
poem,  but  we  must  say  they  have  judged  it  rigidly  as  a  literary 
performance,  and  not  as  the  condescending  descent  of  a  young 
noble  into  the  arena,  where  he  is  to  be  allowed  to  win  an 
easy  victory  over  veterans.  The  "  Saturday  Review  "  devotes  a 
long  article  to  the  exposure  of  its  faults,  having  begun  by 
ignoring  the  mere  possibility  of  originality  in  its  productioD, 
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and  comparing  it  to  a  prize  poem  brought  out  with  unusual 
elegance,  and  into  unusual  notice. 

*•  The  poem  is  written  with  considerable  facility,  some  power  of 
observation  and  description,  and  occasional  ingenuity ;  bnt  it  is  also 
written  as  if  the  author  had  studiously  avoided  taking  counsel  of 
any  of  the  really  great  masters  of  English  verse  in  days  earlier  or 
later  than  the  brief  reign  of  feeble  and  frigid  convention  which 
apparently  he  has  chosen  as  his  ideal. 

"  The  story,  to  begin  with,  satisfies  the  first  canon  of  general 
insignificance.  There  was  a  castle  at  Orles  on  the  Biviera  in  the 
tenth  century,  and  there  lived  in  it  a  proud  and  Taliant  old  lord, 
and  an  idle  young  lord,  his  son  Guide,  our  hero  that  shall  be. 
There  was  also  a  pretty  fisher-girl  in  the  village,  by  name  Lita,  and 
the  young  lord  fell  in  love  with  her.  But  he  being  a  lord  and  she  a 
fisher-girl,  they  were  naturally  at  their  wit's  end  and  despairing  of 
their  fortane — when,  by  the  greatest  luck  in  the  world,  the  Saracens 
made  a  raid  upon  the  village,  carried  off  most  of  the  girls,  our 
heroine  among  them,  and  decoyed  out  the  Christian  fleet  on  a  fool's 
errand  after  the  captives,  who  had  really  been  conveyed  inland. 
Pending  this  diversion,  Lita  finds  an  unexpected  helper  in  the 
Saracen  chief's  harem,  by  whose  means  she  escapes  back  to  the 
town,  and  gives  warning  of  the  more  serious  attack  which  i&  the 
enemy's  main  object.  The  place  is  beleaguered ;  and  liita,  though 
not  strong  enough  to  roll  down  stones  from  the  wall,  is  able  to 
distinguish  herself  by  putting  out  fires,  and  superintending  the 
boiling  of  pitch  and  other  agreeable  missiles  of  medisBval  warfare 
to  pour  on  the  Saracens'  heads.  The  defenders,  however,  are 
driven  from  the  outer  walls  into  the  castle,  and  are  there  making  a 
desperate  resistance,  when  the  force  which  had  been  sent  away  with 
the  fleet  returns  with  the  young  lord— now  made  a  hero  by  love — 
at  its  head.  There  is  great  slaughter  of  Saracens,  and  the  old  lord, 
though  himself  mortally  wounded,  lives  long  enough  to  be  tended 
by  his  son  and  the  fisher-maiden  together,  and  to  approve  the 
partnership  in  love  of  those  who  have  thus  been  partners  in  deeds 
of  arms.  The  Count  of  Provence  comes  on  the  scene  with  his 
forces  just  in  time  to  grace  the  victory  with  his  presence,  and  the 
sanction  of  the  Church  in  the  person  of  a  militant  bishop  ;  he  takes 
off  Guide  and  Lita  to  his  court  for  a  year,  after  which  they  come 
back  to  Orles  to  be  married,  Guido  having  meanwhile  helped  the 
Count  to  dispose  thoroughly  of  the  remaining  Saracens  in  those 
parts.  And  so  they  massacred  all  their  enemies,  and  were  pious 
and  happy  ever  after. 

"  We  are  by  no  means  prepared  to  say  that  this  story  might  not 
have  been  told  so  as  not  to  seem  common-place  ;  as  it  is,  we  see  no 
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occasion  to  dwell  farther  upon  it,  and  we  proceed  to  show  into 
what  curiosities  of  style  an  educated  writer  may  be  led  when  he 
chooses  to  aim  at  nothing  better  than  the  sonoroos  prettiness  doing 
duty  for  strength,  and  the  artificial  neatness  maaking  real  slorenU- 
ness,  which  nourished  the  barrenest  decades  of  the  eighteenth 
century.  Such  are  the  results  of  following  bad  models.  If  tiie 
Marquis  of  Lome  had  chosen  to  follow  good  ones,  he  would  pro- 
bably haye  produced  something  which,  if  not  of  any  exalted  merit, 
would  have  been  respectable  and  free  from  conspicuous  £ftnlt8. 
Several  of  the  descriptions  are  by  no  means  inapt,  though  they  are 
almost  all  strangled  in  the  birth  by  the  conventional  vagueness  of 
the  style ;  and  some  of  the  comparisons  are  pretty  and  &ncifdl, 
though  rather  in  the  nature  of  conc^ts,  and  introduced  with  no 
special  appropriateness  to  the  narrative.     For  example  : — 

*  So,  stealing  furtively  away,  once  more 
He  passed  to  where  along  the  gleaming  shore 
The  waves,  like  vassals  of  an  eastern  king, 
In  lengthened  lines,  continuous,  came  to  fling. 
Their  load  of  diamond  and  of  opal  down.' 

But  one  of  the  first  things  a  writer  of  verse  should  learn  is  to  be 
not  only  fluent,  but  accurate ;  to  have  not  only  abundance  of  words, 
but  the  power  of  justly  adapting  them  to  things  clearly  conoeiTed 
and  imagined  in  thought;  and  this  the  Marquis  of  Lome  has 
not  learnt.*' 

Quido  and  Lita  is  not  a  work  of  genius,  bat  it  bears  witness 
to  the  writer's  possession  of  two  fine  qualities,  highmindedness 
and  refinement.  The  form  is  undoubtedly  susceptible  of  im- 
provement, but  the  spirit  of  the  poem  is  a  right  manly,  worthy, 
chivalrous  and  poetic  spirit,  and  we  do  not  think  the  purest  of 
the  '^pures,''  the  veriest  Desmoulins  among  democrats,  could 
express  more  clearly  the  sense  of  nothingness  (except,  indeed,  in 
the  deeper  condemnation  of  an  unfelt,  unobeyed  responsibility) 
involved  in  a  great  name  unhonoured  in  the  person  of  its  in- 
heritor, an  ancient  lineage  nnillostrated  by  its  actual  living 
link,  than  does  the  author  of  this  romantic  tale  of  love  and 
war,  who  does  not  rank  true  hearts  below  coronets  by  any 
meaenS)  when  he  puts  into  the  mouth  of  the  troubadour,  who  is 
singing  the  praises  of  a  great  name,  the  following  lines : — 

*'  Yet  remember !  'tis  a  crown 

That  can  hardly  be  thine  own, 
Till  thou  win  it  by  some  deed 
That  with  glory  fresh  shall  feed 
Their  renown ! 
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Pride  of  lineage,  pomp  of  power, 

Heap  difihononr  on  the  dower ; 
He  shall  lose  his  strength,  who  never 
Uses  it  for  fair  endeavonr, 
Brief  his  hour !  ** 

The  first  part  of  Mr.  Anthony  Trollope^s  new  novel,  The 
Prime  Minister^  which  is  to  appear  in  eight  insteilments — a 
highly  exasperating  method  of  publication,  dextei;onsly  com- 
bining tedium  with  expense — is  almost  undistinguishable  from 
its  predecessors.  There  is  the  young  lady  who  is  at  once 
docile  and  determined,  obedient  to  her  father  and  obstinate  in 
her  preference  of  the  man  he  does  not  like,  like  Alice  Vivasor, 
and  several  others,  and  there  is  the  patient  mercenary  suitor, 
who  likes  the  young  lady,  but  likes  her  money  too.  There  is 
the  legal  father,  who  reads  novels  at  his  chambers,  and  cannot 
make  up  his  mind  to  give  up  his  profession,  though  he  might 
very  well  retire  on  his  fortune,  and  there  is  the  scheming  aunt 
who  thinks  her  niece  had  better  marry  the  objectionable  suitor, 
and  takes  presents  from  him  in  the  character  of  a  secret  ally. 
Mr.  Gresham  and  Mr.  Daubeney  are  there,  and  Mr.  TroUope's 
dreary  technical  politics,  and  oppressive  knowledge  of  parlia- 
mentary and  ministerial  routine ;  and  the  Duke  of  Omnium  is 
there — not  the  old  Duke,  we  have  got  rid  of  him — but  Plan- 
tagenet  Palliser,  and  the  Duchess,  and,  except  that  Planty  Pal 
is  Prime  Minister,  we  really  do  not  find  much  difference  in 
him,  or  in  anybody.  It  is  the  old  business  over  again,  Mr. 
Trollope  making  his  first  appearance  for  the  season  with  his 
stock  company,  and  an  adaptation  of  the  well-known  genteel 
comedy  of  '^  A  Storm  in  a  Teacup ;  or  the  Prig,  the  Politician, 
and  the  Princess.''  We  confess  to  being  very  tired  of  Plan- 
tagenet  Palliser,  and  Lady  Glencora,  and  having  seen  Phineas 
Finn  through  so  many  diflSculties  in  lovo,  money,  politics,  two 
marriages,  and  a  trial  for  murder,  we  are  not  deeply  interested 
in  his  future  as  a  member  of  Planty  Pal's  government.  Mr. 
Trollope,  we  suppose,  knows  how  much  his  public  will  bear; 
for  our  part  we  wonder  how  his  own  patience  holds  out,  how 
it  is  that  he  has  not  killed  his  puppets  all  off  out  of  sheer 
weariness  of  their  existence. 

Miss  Ingelow's  second  novel.  Fated  to  he  Free,  is  a  great 
improvement  in  point  of  construction  on  "  Off  the  Skelligs," 
her  first.  It  is  indeed  in  every  respect  a  charming  book,  ftill 
of  delicate  and  original  fancy,  and  abounding  in  passages  over 
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which  one  lingers  with  the  rare  and  complete  pleasure  which 
gems  and  flowers  convey  to  the  senses. — ^Mrs.  Alfred  Hunt's 
novels  (they  have  hitherto  been  published  under  her  nom  de 
plume^  Averil  Beaumont) '  are  remarkable  for  freedom  and 
originality  of  thought^  which,  while  purely  womanly,  set  them 
far  apart  from  the  ordinary  novels  which  are  written  by  the 
score  by  women  now-a-days.  It  is  pleasant  to  see  that  merit 
of  this  kin4  is  recognized — that  so  artistic,  thoughtful,  quietly 
humorous  a  love  story  as  Tlds  Indenture  Witnesseth  (the 
authoress  is  one  of  the  very  few  lady  novelists  who  have  any 
sense  of  humour)  has  achieved  popularity. — A  very  charming 
novel  in  one  volume,  called  Olivia  Raleigh,  by  Mr.  FoUet 
Synge,  stands  out  from  the  crowd,  and  claims  special  notice. 
It  is  a  tranquil  story,  the  tragic  element  is  not  wanting  in  it, 
otherwise  it  would  be  false  to  human  life,  but  the  proportions 
of  joy  and  sorrow  are  nicely  blended,  and  the  character-draw- 
ing is  finely  accurate  andtelling.  The  heroine  is  a  woman  not 
to  be  forgotten  when  one  has  met  her  in  a  book,  and  the 
atmosphere  of  the  story  is  good  and  wholesome  to  breathe. — 
Our  prospects  for  the  new  year  in  the  way  of  fiction  are  bril- 
liant. A  novel  of  the  '^  Middlemareh  '^  order  is  authoritatively 
promised  on  behalf  of  George  Elliot ;  and  Mr.  Black  com- 
mences, with  1876,  a  serial  tale  in  '^  Macmillan's  Magazine," 
with  the  taking  title  of  "  Madcap  Violet."  The  scene,  like 
that  of  "  A  Princess  of  Thule,*'  is  to  be  laid  partly  in  the  High- 
lands and  partly  in  London.  '^  Violet  *'  will  need  to  be  very 
charming  indeed ;  she  has  a  formidable  rival  in  possession  of 
the  public  ear  and  heart,  in  the  person  of  her  predecessor, 
"  Shiela." 
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